k^ 


:5>li-  Uclta-i   d'ununuall  C'.ii 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 

in  2008  with  funding  from 

IVIicrosoft  Corporation 


http://www.archive.org/details/dramaticworksofp02massuoft 


THE 


WORKS 

O    F 

PHILIP  MASSINGER. 

VOLUME    the    SECOND. 

CONTAINING, 


The  R  E  N  E  G  A  D  O. 

The  P  I  C  T  U  R  E. 

The  FATAL  DOWRY. 

The  EMPEROR  of   the  EAST. 

The  MAID  of  HONOUR.  n  (^  / 7 


.W 


'>% 


I' 


^  I 


LONDON: 

Printed  for  T.  Da  vies,  in  RuJ/il-Str^eti  Cove^U -Garden. 
M  DCC  LXI. 


THE 

RENEGADO. 

A 

TRAGI-COMEDY. 

As  it  hath  been  often  Aded,  by  the  Queen's 
Majefty's  Servants,  at  the  private  Play-houfe  in 
Drury-Lancy  in  the  Year  .1630. 

By    PHILIP     MASSINGER. 


Vol.  II. 


T  O      T  H  E 
RIGHT     HONOURABLE 

GEORGE       HARDING, 

Baron  Barkley,  of  Barkky  Caftle,  and  Knight 
of  the  Honourable  Order  of  the  Bath. 

My  good  Lord, 
WWk'^  O  be  honoured  for  old  Nobility,  or  Hereditary  27- 
^  ^  w  ^^^^  ^^  ^°^  ^'^^'^^  proper  to  yourfelf,  but  to  fome 
f  W^^  /^ta  of  your  Rank,  who  may  challenge  the  like 
liLykf^M  p^^ir^iiggg  rjriith  you  :  But  in  our  Age  to  vouch- 
fafe  (as  you  have  often  done)  a  ready  Hand  to  raife  the  de- 
jecied  Spirits  of  the  contemned  Sons  of  the  Mufes  y  fuch  as 
would  not  fuffer  the  glorious  Fire  of  Poefy  to  be  wholly  ex- 
tinguiftjed,  is  fo  remarkable,  and  peculiar  to  your  Lordfloipy 
that  with  a  full  Vote,  and  Suffrage  it  is  acknowledged,  that 
the  Patronage,  and  Prote5lion  of  the  dramatic-  Poem,  is 
yours,  and  almofl  without  a  Rival  I  defpair  not  therefore^ 
but  that  my  Ambition  to  prefent  my  Service  in  this  Kind,  may 
in  your  Clemency  me'et  with  a  gentle  Interpretation.  Confirm 
it,  my  good  Lord  in  your  gracious  Acceptance  of  this  Trifle ; 
in  which  if  I  were  not  confident  there  are  fome  Pieces  wor- 
thy the  Perufal,  it  froould  have  been  taught  an  humbler 
Flight ;  and  the  Writer  (your  Countryman)  never  yet  made 
happy  in  your  Notice,  and  Favour,  had  not  made  this  an 
Advocate  to  plead  for  his  Admiffwn  among  fuch  as  are 
wholly,  and  fincerely  devoted  to  your  Service.  I  may  live 
to  tender  my  humble  Thmkfulnefs  in  fome  higher  Strain  \ 
and,  'till  then,  comfort  myfelf  with  hope,  that  you  defcend 
from  your  Height  to  receive 

Your  Honour's  commanded  Servant, 

Philip  Massinger. 
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Dramatis  Pcrfonae. 

jifamhc^^  Viceroy  of  Tunis. 

Mujiapha^  Ba.^2.  of  Jleppo. 

Vitelii,  a  Gentleman  of  Ve- 
nice dilguis'd. 

Francjfco,  a  Jefuit. 

Anthonio  Grimaldi-t  the  Re^ 
negado. 

Carazie,  an  Eunuch. 

Gazet,  Servant  to  Vitelli. 

Age. 

CapiP.ga. 

Mafier. 

Boatfzvain, 

Sailors. 


'ai!cr. 


J 

'i'hree  'Turks. 


77je  Original  ASiors. 

John  Blanye. 
John  Sumner. 
Michael  Bowier," 

William  Reignalds, 
William  Allen. 

William  Robii»s. 
Edward  Shakerlev, 
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Edward  Rogers. 
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THE 

RENEGADO. 

A 

TRAGI-COMEDY. 

ACT     I.         SCENE     I. 

Enter  Vitelli  and  Gazct. 
Filei/i. 

K^^^OU'VE  hir'd  a  Shop,  then  ? 

^  Y  ^     ^^^'  Yes,  Sir ;  and  our  Wares 

ff'^r^r^  (Though  brittle  as  a  Maidenhead  at  lixteen) 

SiL'&'IStJK  ^^j.g  r^fg  unladen  ;  not  a  Chryflal  crack'd. 

Or  China  Difh  needs  fod'ring  j  our  choice  Pictures, 

As  they  came  from  the  Workman,  without  Blemifh  j 

And  I  have  ftudied  Speeches  for  each  Piece, 

And  in  a  thrifty  Tone,  to  fell  'em  ofT, 

Will  fwear  by  Mahomet^  and  'Termagant^ 

That  this  is  Miflrefs  to  the  great  Duke  of  Florence^ 

ThatNeice  to  old  King  Pepin^  and  a  Third 

An  Auftrian  Princefs  by  her  Roman  Nofe, 

How  e'er  my  Confcience  tells  me  they  are  Figures 

Of  Bawds  and  common  Courtefans  in  Venice. 

Vitel.  You  make  no  Scruple  of  an  Oath,  then  ? 

Gaz.  Fye,  Sir! 
'Tis  out  of  my  Indentures ;  I'm  bound  there 

A3  To 
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To  fwcar  for  my  Mafter's  Profit,  as  fecurely 
As  your  intelligencer  mull  for  his  Prince, 
That  fends  him  forth  an  honourable  Spy 
To  ferve  his  Purpofes.     And,  if  it  be  lawful 
In  a  Chrillian  Shopkeeper  to  cheat  his  Father, 
I  cannot  find  but,  to  abufe  ^.Jiirk 
In  the  Sale  of  our  Commodities,  muft  be  thought 
A  meritorious  Work. 

Fitel.  I  wonder.  Sirrah, 
What's  your  Religion  ? 

Gaz.  'Troth,  to  anfwer  truly, 
I  would  not  be  of  one  that  fhould  command  me 
To  feed  upon  poor  Jokn^  when  I  fee  Phealants 
And  Partridges  on  the  Table  :  Nor  do  I  hke 
The  other  that  allows  us  to  eat  Flefh 
In  Lent  though  it  be  rotten,  rather  then  be 
Thought  fuperftitious,  as  your  zealous  Coblcr, 
And  learned  Botcher  preach  at  Amjlerdam  * 
Over  a  Hotchpotch.     I'd  not  be  confin'd 
In  my  Behef,  when  all  your  Se6ls,  and  Seflaries 
Are  grown  of  one  Opinion  ;  if  I  like  it, 
I  will  profefs  myfelf, — in  the  mean  Time 
Live  I  in  England^  SpaiUy  France^  Rome,  Geneva, 
I'm  of  that  Country's  Faith. 

Vitel.  And  what  inTz/w/j.? 
Will  you  turn  Turk  here.? 

Gaz.  No :  So  I  fhould  lofe 
A  Collop  of  that  Part  my  Boll  cnjoin'd  me 
To  bring  home  as  fl:ie  left  it :  'Tis  her  Venture, 
Nor  dare  I  barter  that  Commodity 
Without  her  fpecial  Warrant. 

Viiel.  You're  a  Knave,  Sir; 
Leaving  your  Roguery,  think  upon  my  Bufinefs  : 
It  is  no  Time  to  tool  now 

'  — — Js  your  zealous  Cohhr 

And  learned  Botcher  preach  at  Amnerdam 

Much  about  this  Time  the  Low  Countries  \vcrq,infe(led  with  a  fu- 
perftitious Crew  of  Puritans  and  Fanatics,  and  the  Perfons  here  alluded 
to,  were  perhaps  the  moft  noted  :  A  Cobler  and  a  Taylor. 

Remember 
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Remember  v/here  you  are  too :  Though  this  Mart-time, 
We  are  allowed  free  Trading,  and  with  Safety. 
Temper  your  Tongue  and  meddle  not  with  th^Turks, 
Their  Manners,  nor  Religion. 

Gaz.  Take  you  Heed,  Sir, 
What  Colours  you  wear.     Not  two  flours  fmce  there 

landed 
An  Englijh  Pir^/^'s  Whore  with  a  green  Apron, 
And,  as  fhe  walk'd  the  Streets,  one  of  their  Muftis 
(We  call  them  Priefls  ztFenke)  with  a  Razor 
Cuts  it  off.  Petticoat,  Smock  and  all,  and  leaves  her 
As  naked  as  my  Nail ;  the  young  Fry  wond'ring 
What  ftrange  Bead  it  fhould  be.     I  'fcap'd  a  Scouring 
My  Miftrefs'  Bufk  Point,  of  that  forbidden  Coleur 
Then  ty'd  my  Codpiece,  had  it  been  difcover'd 
I  had  been  capon'd. 

Fiiel.  And  had  been  well  ferv'd. 
Hafte  to  the  Shop,  and  fet  my  Wares  in  order 
I  will  not  long  be  abfent .?  -'' 

Gaz.  Though  I  ftrive.  Sir, 
To  put  off  Melancholy,  to  which  you  are  ever 
Too  much  inclin'd,  it  fhall  not  hinder  me 
With  my  befl  Care  to  ferve  you.  [Exit  Gazet' 

Enier  Francifco, 

File/.  I  believe  thee. 
O  welcome.  Sir  !  Stay  of  my  Steps  in  this  Life^ 
And  Guide  to  all  my  blefled  Hopes  hereafter! 
What  Comfort,  Sir .?  Have  your  Endeavours  profper'd  ? 
Have  we  tir*d  Fortune's  Malice  with  our  Sufferings? 
Is  fhe  at  length,  after  fo  many  Frowns, 
Pleas'd  to  vouchfafe  one  cheerful  Look  upon  us  ? 

Fran.  You   give   too  much   to    Fortune,  and   your 
Paffions, 
O'er  which  a  wife  Man,  if  religious,  triumphs. 
That  Name  Fool's  Worfhip,  andthofe  Tyrants,    which 
We  arm  againft  our  better  Part,  our  Reafon, 
May.  add,  but  never  take  from  our  Afflictions. 

A  4  ^^>^' 
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Vitfl  Sir,  as  I  am  a  finful  Man,  I  cannot 
But  like  one  fufter.  ^ 

Fran.  I  exaifl  not  from  you 
A  Fortitude  infenfible  of  Calamity, 
To  which  the  Saints  themfelves  have  bow'd,  and  fliew 
They're  made  of  P^lefli  and  Blood  :  All  that  I  challenge 
Is  manly  Patience.     Will  you,  that  were  train'd  up 
In  a  religious  School,  where  divine  Maxims 
Scorning  Compariion  with  moral  Precepts 
Were  daily  taught  you,  bear  your  Conftancy's  Trial, 
Not  like  Viielli^  but  a  Village  Nurfe, 
With  Curfes  in  your  Mouth  ?  Tears  in  your  Eyes  ? 
How  poorly  it  fhows  in  you. 

ViteL  I  am  fchool'd,    Sir, 
And  will,  hereafter,  to  my  utmoft  Strength 
Study  to  be  myfelf. 

Fra7i.  So  ihall  you  find  me 
Moft  ready  to  aflift-  you  :  Neither  have  I 
Slept  in  your  great  Occafions  fmce  I  left  you  : 
I  have  been  at  the  Viceroy's  Court,  and  prefs'd 
As  far  as  they  allow  a  Chriftian  Entrance. 
And  fomething  I  have  learn'd  that  may  concern 
The  Purpofe  of  this  Journey. 

ViteL  Dear  Sir,  what  is  it  .'* 

Fran.  By  the  Command  of  y^^w%,  the  Viceroy; 
The  City  fwells  with  barbarous  Pomp  and  Pride 
For  the  Entertainment  of  llout  Mujlapha 
l^he  Bajha  of  Aleppo,  who,  in  Perfon, 
Comes  to  receive  the  Neice  of  Amur  ah 
The  fair  Donufa  for  his  Bride. 

ViteL  I  find  not 
Flow  this  may  profit  us. 

*  Sir,  a$  1  am  a  finful  Man,  1  cannot 
But  like  one  fuffer. 
In  Machelh  we  have  a  fine  Expreflion  like  this. 
Difpute  it  (fays  Malcolm)  like  a  Man. 
M^dfchn,  I  fliall  do  fo  : 
But  I  muil  alfo  feel  it  as  a  Man. 

The  Rev.  Mr.  DoJJ. 

Fran, 
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Fran.  Pray  you,  give  me  Leave. 
Among  the  reft  that  wait  upon  the  Viceroy, 
(Such  as  have  under  him  Command  in  Tunis) 
Who,  as  you've  often  heard,  are  all  falle  Pyrates, 
I  faw  the  Shame  of  Fenice  and  the  Scorn 
Of  all  good  Men  :  The  perjur'd  Renegadoy 
Antonio  Grimaldi. 

Vitel,  Ha!  his  Name 
Is  Poifon  to  me. 

Fran.  Yet  again  } 

Vitel.  I've  done.  Sir ! 

Fran.  This  debauch'd  Villain,  whom  v/e  ever  thought 
(After  his  impious  Scorn  done  in  St.  Mark's 
To  me  as  I  ftood  at  the  holy  Altar) 
The  Thief  that  ravifh'd  your  fair  Sifter  from  you. 
The  virtuous  Paulina,  not  long  fince 
(As  I  am  truly  given  to  underftand) 
Sold  to  the  Viceroy  a  fair  Chriftian  Virgin, 
On  whom,  maugre  his  fierce  and  cruel  Nature 
Afamheg  dotes  extremely. 

Vitel.  'Tis  my  Sifter : 
It  muft  be  ftie  -,  my  better  Angel  tells  me 
'Tis  poor  Paulina.     Farewell  all  Difguifes ! 
I'll  Ihow  in  my  Revenge  that  I  am  Noble. 

Fran.  You  are  not  mad  ? 

Vitel.  No,  Sir  -,  my  virtuous  Anger 
Makes  ev'ry  Vein  an  Artery,  I  feel  in  me 
The  Strength  of  twenty  Men ;  and,  being  arm'd 
With  my  good  Caufeto  wreak  wrong'd  Innocence, 
I  dare  alone  run  to  the  Viceroy's  Court 
And  with  this  Poignard,  before  his  Face, 
Dig  out  GrimaW%  Heart. 

Fran.  Is  this  religious  ? 

Vitel.  Would  you  have  me  tame  now  ?  Can  I  know 
my  Sifter 
Mew'd  up  in  his  Seraglio,  and  in  Danger 
Not  alone  to  lofe  her  Honour,  but  her  Soul  ? 
The  Hell-bred  Villain  by  too,  that  has  fold  both 
To  black  Deftrudiun,  and  not  hafte  to  fend  him 

To 
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To  the  Devil  his  Tutor  ?  To  be  patient  now. 
Were,  in  another  Name,  to  play  the  Pander 
To  th'  Viceroy's  looJe  Embraces,  and  cry  Aim 
While  he  by  Eorce,  or  Flattery  compels  her 
To  yield  her  fair  Name  up  to  his  foul  Euft, 
And  alter  turn  Apofiatc  to  the  Faith 
That  flie  was  bred  in. 

Fran.  Do  but  give  me  Hearing, 
And  you  fliall  foon  grant  how  ridiculous 
This  childiili  Fury  is.     A  wile  Man  never 
Attempts  Impoilibilities  :  'Tis  as  eafy 
For  any  fingle  Aim  to  quell  an  Army, 
As  to  effedl  your  Wiflies.     We  come  hither 
To  learn  Paulina's,  Faith,  and  to  redeem  her  : 
Leave  your  Revenge  to  Heaven.     I  oft  have  told  yoa 
Of  a  Reliquc  that  I  gave  her,  which  has  Power 
(If  we  may  credit  holy  Mens  Traditions) 
To  keep  the  Owner  free  from  Violence  : 
This  on  her  Breaft  Hie  wears,  and  does  preferve 
The  Virtue  of  it  by  her  daily  Prayers. 
So,  if  fhe  fall  not  by  her  own  Confent 
(Which  it  were  Sin  to  think)  I  fear  no  Force. 
Be,  therefore,  patient  -,  keep  this  borrow'd  Shape, 
Till  Time  and  Opportunity  prefent  us 
With  fome  fit  Means  to  fee  her  ;  which  performed, 
I'll  join  with  you  in  any  defperate  Courfe 
For  her  Delivery. 

Vitel.  You  have  charm'd  me.  Sir ! 
And  I  obey  in  all  Things : — Pray  you,  pardon 
The  Weaknefs  of  my  Pafllon. 

Fran.  And  excufe  it. 
Be  cheerful,  Man  ;  for  know  that  good  Intents 
Are,  in  the  End,  Crown'd  with  as  fair  Events* 
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SCENE    II. 

A  Room. 

Enter  Donufa,  Manto,  Carazie. 

Don.  Have  you  feen  the  Chriftian  Captive, 
The  great  Bafhaw  is  fo  enamour'd  of? 

Manto.  Yes,  an't  pleafe  your  Excellency, 
I  took  a  full  View  of  her,  when  fhe  was 
Prefented  to  him. 

Bon.  Is  flie  fuch  a  Wonder, 
As  'tis  reported  ? 

Manto.  She  was  drown*d  in  Tears  then. 
Which  took  much  from  her  Beauty  -,  yet,  in  fpite 
Of  Sorrow,  flie  appear'd  the  Miftrefs  of 
Moft  rare  Perfeftions  ;  and,  though  of  low  Stature, 
Her  well-proportion'd  Limbs  invite  Affeflion  : 
And,  when  Ihe  fpeaks,  each  Syllable  is  Mufic 
That  does  inchant  the  Hearers. — But  your  Highnefs, 
That  are  not  to  be  parallel'd,  I  never  yet 
Beheld  her  Equal. 

Don.  Come,  you  flatter  me  -, 
But  1  forgive  it.     We,  that  are  born  great. 
Seldom  dillafte  our  Servants,  though  they  give  us 
More  than  we  can  pretend  to.     I  have  heard 
.  That  Chriftian  Ladies  live  with  much  more  Freedom 
■  Than  fuch  as  are  born  here.     Our  jealous  Turks 
Never  permit  their  fair  Wives  to  be  feen 
But  at  the  public  Bagnios,  or  the  Mofques  •, 
And  even  then  veil'd,  and  guarded.     Thou,  Carazie^ 
Wert  born  in  England',  what's  theCuftom  there 
Among  your  Women  i*  Come,  be  free  and  merry : 
I'm  no  fevere  Miftrefs  -,  nor  haft  thou  met  with 
A  heavy  Bondage. 

Car,  Heavy  ?  I  was  made  lighter 
By  two  Stone  Weight,  at  leaft,  to  be  fit  to  ferve  you. 
But  to  your  Queftion,  Madam  ;  Women  in  England, 
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For  the  mod  Part,  live  like  Qiiecns.     Your  Country 

Ladies 
Have  Liberty  to  hawk,  to  hunt,  to  fcaft  i 
To  give  free  Entertainment  to  all  Comers, 
To  talk,  to  kifs :   I'here's  no  luch  Thing  known  there 
As  an  Jl^Iicrn  Girdle.     Your  City  Dame, 
AVithout  Leave,    wears  the  Breeches,  has  her  Hufband 
At  as  much  Command  as  her  'Prentice;  and,  if  Need  be. 
Can  make  him  Cuckold  by  her  Father's  Copy. 

Do:t.  But  your  Court-Lady  ? 

C^.)\  She,  I  aflure  you,  Madam, 
Knows  nothing  but  her  Will ,  mud  be  allow'd 
Her  Footmen,  her  Coach,  her  Ulhers,  her  Pages, 
Her  Dodor,  Chaplains  •,  and,  as  1  have  heard. 
They're  grown  of  late,  fo  learn'd,  that  they  maintain 
A  ftrange  Pofition,  which  their  Lords  with  all 
Their  Wit  cannot  confute. 

Don.  What's  that,  1  pr'thee  ^ 

Car.  Marry,  that  it  is  not  only  fit,  but  lawful 
Your  Madam  there,  her  much  Reft,  and  high  Feeding 
Duly  confider'd,  fhould,  to  eafe  her  Hufband 
Be  allow'd  a  private  Friend.     They  have  drawn  a  Bill 
To  this  good  Purpofe ;  and,  the  next  Aflembly, 
Doubt  not  to  pafs  it, 

Dofi.  W^e  enjoy  no  more 
That  are  of  the  Ottoman  Race,  though  our  Religion 
Allows  all  Pleafure.     I  am  dull  :-— Some  Mufic. 
Take  my  Chapins  off.  ^  So,  a  lufty  Strain —  {AGalliard. 
Who  knocks  there  ? 

Manto.  'Tis  the  Bafhaw  of  Aleppo, 
Who  humbly  makes  Requeft  he  may  preftnt 
His  Service  to  you. 

Don.  Reach  a  Chair. — We  muft 
Receive  him  like  ourfelf,  and  not  depart  with 
One  Piece  of  Ceremony  State,  and  Greatnefs, 
That  may  beget  Refpeft,  and  Reverence 
In  one  that's  born  our  ValTal.     Now  admit  him, 

5  Take  my  Chapins  off. 
Chahin  (Spanijt)  a  high  Cork-hecl'd  Shoe. 

Enter 
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Enter  Muftapha,  puts  off  his  yellow  Pantojles.  * 

Mujla.  The  Place  is  facred,  and  I  am  to  enter 
The  Room  where  Hie  abides,  with  fuch  Devotion 
As  Pilgrims  pay  at  Meccha,  when  they  vifit 
The  Tomb  of  our  great  Prophet. 

Don.  Rife,  the  Sign 
That  we  vouchfafe  your  Prefence. 

[The  Eunuch  takes  up  the  Pantojles, 

Mujia.  May  thofe  Powers, 
That  rais'd  the  Ottoman  Empire,  and  ftill  guard  it. 
Reward  your  Highnefs  for  this  gracious  Favour 
You  throw  upon  your  Servant.     It  hath  pleas'd 
The  mod  invincible,  mightieft  Amurath^ 
(To  fpeak  his  other  Titles  would  take  from  him) 
That  in  himfelf  does  comprehend  all  Greatnefs, 
To  make  me  the  unworthy  Inftrument 
Of  his  Command.     Receive,  divineft  Lady, 

[Delivers  a  Letter, 
This  Letter,  fign'd  by  his  viftorious  Hand, 
And  made  authentic  by  th'  imperial  Seal. 
There  when  you  find  me  mentioned,  far  be  it  froro  yt>ti« 
To  think  it  my  Ambition  to  prefume 
At  fuch  a  Happinefs,  which  his  pow'rful  Will 
From  his  great  iVIind's  Magnificence,  not  my  Merit 
Hath  fliower'd  upon  me.     But,  if  your  Conlent 
Join  with  his  good  Opinion  and  Allowance 
To  perfect  what  his  Favours  have  begun, 
I  fhall  in  my  Obfequioufnefs  and  Duty 
Endeavour  to  prevent  all  juft  Com.plaints, 
Which  Want  of  Will  to  ferve  you  may  call  on  me. 

Don.  His  facred  Majefty  writes  here  that  your  Valour 
Againft  the  Perjian  hath  fo  won  upon  him. 
That  there's  no  Grace,  or  Honour  in  his  Gift 
Of  which  he  can  imagine  you  unworthy ; 

♦  Pantofles  (French)  SHppers^ ;  it  is  a  Cuftom  with  the  Turks  to  be 
barefooted  whenever  they  appear  befoie  any  of  the  royal  Blood. 

And, 
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And,  what's  the  greateft  yon  can  hope,  or  aim  at. 

It  is  his  Pleafure  you  ihould  be  receiv'd 

Into  his  Royal  Family — Provided, 

(For  lb  far  I  am  uncontin'd)  that  I 

Affecl  and  like  your  Perfon.     I  expeft  not 

The  Ceremony  which  he  ufes  in 

Bellowing  of  his  Daughters,  and  his  Neices, 

As  that  he  fhould  prefent  you  for  my  Slave, 

To  love  you,  it  you  pleas'd  me  *,  or  deliver 

A  Poignard  on  my  leafl:  Diflike  to  kill  you. 

Such  Tyranny  and  Pride  agree  not  with 

My  fofr.er  Difpofition.     Let  it  fuffice 

For  my  firft  Anfwer,  that  thus  far  1  grace  you. 

[Gives  him  her  Hand  to  kifs. 
Hereafter,  fome  Time  fpent  to  make  Enquiry 
Of  the  good  Parts,  and  Faculties  of  your  Mind 
You  fhaJl  hear  further  from  me. 

Mtifta.  Though  all  Torments 
Really  fuffer'd,  or  in  Hell  imagined 
By  curious  Fidion,  in  one  Flour's  Delay 
Are  wholly  comprehended  :  I  confefs 
That  I  {land  bound  in  Duty,  not  to  check  at 
Whatever  you  command,  or  pleafe  to  impofe 
For  Trial  of  my  Patience. 

Don.  Let  us  find 
Some  other  Subjed:;  too  much  of  one  Theme  cloys  me : 
Is't  a  full  Mart  > 

Mujia.  A  Confluence  of  all  Nations 
Are  met  together :  There's  Variety  too 
Of  all  that  Merchants  traffic  for. 

Don.  I  know  not.' — 
I  feel  a  Virgin's  Longing,  to  defcend 
So  far  from  my  own  Greatnefs,  as  to  be, 
Though  not  a  Buyer,  yet  a  Looker  on 
Their  ftrange  Commodities. 

Mujla.  If  >f/ithout  a  Train 
You  dare  be  feen  abroad,  I'll  difmifs  mine. 
And  wait  upon  you  as  a  common  Man, 
And  fatisfy  your  Wifhes. 

Bon. 
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Don.  I  embrace  it. 
Provide  my  Veil  -,  and  at  the  Poftern  Gate 
Convey  us  out  unleen. — I  trouble  you. 

Mujia.  It  is  my  Happinefs  you  deign  to  command  me. 

\_ExeunL 

SCENE    III. 

A  Shop  difcovered,  Gazet  in  iL 
Francifco  and  Vitelli  walking  hy. 

Gaz.  What  do  you  lack  ?  Your  choice  China  Diflics, 
your  pure  Venetian  Chryftal  of  all  Sorts,  of  all  neat  and 
new  Faihions,  from  the  Mirror  of  the  Madam,  to  the 
private  Utenfil  of  the  Chamber-Maid  ;  and  curious  Pic- 
tures of  the  rareft  Beauties  of  Europe :  What  do  you 
lack,  Gentlemen  ? 

Fran.  Take  heed,  I  fay  •,  howe'er  it  may  appear 
Impertinent,  I  muft  exprefs  my  Love, 
My  Advice,  and  Counfel.     You  are  young. 
And  may  be  tempted  •,  and  thefe  Turkijh  Dames, 
Like  Englijh  Maftiffs,  that  increafe  their  Fiercenefs 
By  being  chain'd  up  from  the  Reflraint  of  Freedom, 
If  Luft  once  fire  their  Blood  from  a  fair  Objed, 
Will  run  a  Courfe  the  Fiends  themfelves  would  Jhake  at. 
To  enjoy  their  wanton  Ends. 

Vitel.  Sir,  you  miftake  me  : 
1  am  too  full  of  Woe,  to  entertain 
One  Thought  of  Pleafure,  though  all  Europe\  Queens 
Kneel'd  at  my  Feet,  and  courted  me  :  Much  lefs 
To  mix  with  fuch,  whofe  Difference  of  Faith 
Muft,  of  Neceffity,  (or  I  muft  grant 
Myfelf  forgetful  of  all  you  have  taught  me) 
Strangle  fuch  bafe  Defires. 

Fran.  Be  conftant  in 
That  Refolution,  I'll  abroad  again. 
And  learn,  as  far  as  it  is  poflible. 
What  may  concern  Paulina.     Some  two  Hours 
Shall  bring  me  back. 
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Vitel.  All  BlefTings  wait  upon  you  !    [Exit  Francifco. 

Gaz.  Cold  Doings,  Sir !  a  Mart  do  you  call  this  ? 
'Slight ! 
A  Pudding-Wite,  or  a  Witch  with  a  Thrum  Cap, 
That  fells  Ale  under-ground  to  fuch  as  come 
To  know  their  Fortunes  in  a  dead  Vacation, 
Have,  ten  to  one,  more  Stirring. 

Vitel.  We  muil  be  patient. 

Gaz.  Your  Seller  by  Retail  ought  to  be  angry 
But  when  he's  fingering  Money. 

Enter  Grimaldi,  Majler,  Boat/''ji;ain,  Sailors,  ^urks. 

Vitel.  Here  are  Company  ; 
Defend  me,  my  good  Angel,  I  behold 
ABafilifk! 

Gaz.  What  do  you  lack  ?  What  do  you  lack  ?  Pure 
China  Difhes,  clear  Chrydal  Glalles,  a  dumb  Miftrefs 
to  make  Love  to  ?  What  do  you  lack.  Gentlemen  ? 

Grim.  Thy  Mother  for  a  Bawd  •,  or,  if  thou  haft 
A  handfome  one,  thy  Sifter  for  a  Whore  -, 
Without  thefe,  do  not  tell  me  of  your  Tralh  ; 
Or  I  fhall  fpcil  your  Market. 

Vitel.  — Old' Grima/di? 

Grim.  'Zounds,  wherefore  do  we  put  to  Sea,  or  (land 
The  raging  Winds  aloft,  or  pifs  upon 
The  foamy  Waves,  when  they  rage  mofl .?  Deride 
The  Thunder  of  the  Enemy's  Shot,  board  boldly 
A  Merchant's  Ship  for  Prize,  though  we  behold 
The  defperate  Gunner  ready  to  give  Fire 
And  blow  the  deck  up.?  Wherefore fhake  we  off 
Thofe  fcrupulous  Rags  of  Charity,  and  Confcience, 
Invented  only  to  keep  Churchmen  warm. 
Or  feed  the  hungry  Mouths  of  famifh'd  Beggars  i 
Bul,  when  we  touch  the  Shore,  to  wallow  in 
All  fenfual  Pleafures. 

Majler.  Ay,  but.  Noble  Captain, 
To  fpare  a  little  for  an  After-clap 
Were  not  Improvidence. 

Grim 
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Grim.  Hang  Confideration  : 
When  this  is  Ipent,  is  not  our  Ship  the  fame  ? 
Our  Courage  too  the  fame,  to  fetch  in  more? 
The  Earth,  where  it  is  fertileft,  returns  not 
More  than  three  Harvefts,  whilfl  the  glorious  Sun 
Pofts  through  the  Zodiack,  and  makes  up  the  Year: 
But  the  Sea,  which  is  our  Mother,  (thr.c  embraccth 
Both  the  rich  Indies  in  her  out-ftretch'd  Arms, 
Yields  every  Day  a  Crop,  if  we  dare  reap  it. 
No,  no,  my  Mates !  let  Tradefmen  think  of  Thrift, 
And  Ufurers  hoard  up  -,  let  our  Expence 
Be,  as  our  Comings  in  are,  without  Bounds  ; 
We  are  the  Neptunes  of  the  Ocean, 
And  fuch  as  traffick,  Ihall  pay  Sacrifice 
Of  their  bell  Lading.     I'll  have  this  Canvas 
Your  Boy  wears  lin'd  with  FifTue,  and  the  Cates 
You  tafte,  ferv'd  up  in  Gold  -,  though  we  caroufe 
The  Tears  of  Orphans  in  our  Greekijh  Wines, 
The  Sighs  of  undone  Widows  paying  for 
The  Mufick  bought  to  chear  us  ;  ravifh'd  Virgins 
To  Slav'ry  fold  for  Coin  to  feed  our  Riots. 
We  will  have  no  Compundion. 

Gaz.  Do  you  hear,  Sir  ? 
We  have  paid  for  our  Ground. 

Grim.  Hum! 

Gaz.  And  hum  too. 
For  all  your  big  Words,  get  you  farther  off, 
And  hinder  not  the  Frofpedl  of  our  Shop, 
Or- 

Grim.  What  will  you  do  ? 

Gaz.  Nothing,  Sir  —  But  pray 
Your  Worlhip  to  give  me  Handfel. 

Grifn.  By  the  Ears  -, 
Thus,  Sir  ;  by  the  Ears. 

Mafier.  Hold,  hold  ! ^ 

Vitel.  You'll  Hill  be  prating  ? 

Grim.  Come,  let's  be  drunk :  Then  each  Man  to  his 
Whore. 
'— 'Slight,  how  you  look  !  vou  had  bell  go  find  a  Corner 

Vol.  II.  '   B  To 
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To  pray  in,  and  repent.     Do,  do,  and  cry. 

It  will  fliew  fine  in  Pirates.  [Exii  GiimaldK 

AliJitT.  We  mufi:  follow  ; 
Or  he  will  fpcnd  our  Shares. 

Bcatfw.  1  fought  for  mine. 

AL:Jln\  Nor  am  I  fo  prccife  but  I  can  drab  too  : 
We  will  not  fit  out,  for  our  Parts. 

Bcntfii'.  Agreed.      \_Excu77t  MnJla^Boatfwain^  Sailors. 

Goz.  The  Devil  gnaw  off  his  Fingers !   If  he  were 
In  Lohkn  among  the  Clubs,  up  went  his  Heels 
For  (Iriking  of  a  'Prentice.     What  do  you  lack  ? 
What  do  you  lack,  Gentlemen  } 

1  'J'l'.rk.  I  wonder  how  the  Viceroy  can  endure 
The  Infolence  of  this  Fellow. 

2  Turk.   Pie  receives  Profit 

From  the  Prizes  he  brings  in  ;  and  that  excufes 
W'hatevcr  he  commits. — Ha !  what  are  thefe  ? 

Enter  Muftapha,  Donufa,  veWd. 

1  Turk.  They  feem  of  Rank  and  Qiiality  •,  obferve  *em. 

Gaz.  What  do  you  lack  ^  See,  what  you  pleafe  to 
buy  •,  Wares  of  all  Sorts,  mod  honourable  Madona. 

Vitel.  Peace,  Sirrah  !  Make  no  Noife  :  Thefe  are  not 
People 
To  be  jeOed  with. 

Don.  Is  this  the  Chridians  Cuftom 
In  the  vending  their  Commodities  ? 

Mufi  a.  Yes,  be  ft  Madam  ! 
But  you  may  pleafe  to  keep  your  Way,  here's  nothing 
But  Toys,  and  Trifles,  not  worth  your  obferving. 

Ben.    Yes,   for  Variety's  Sake.    Pray  you  fliew  us. 
Friends, 
The  chicfeft  of  your  W^ares. 

Vitel.  Your  Ladyfhip's  Servant ; 
And,  if 'in  Worth  or  Title  you  are  more. 
My  Ignorance  plead  my  Pardon. 

Don.   He  fpeaks  well. 

Vitel,  Take  down  the  Looking-GIafs. rHere  is  a 

Mirrour  Steei'd 
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Sceel'd  fo  exadJy,  neither  taking  from. 
Nor  flattering,  the  Objeft,  it  returns 
To  the  Beholder,  that  Narcijfus  might 
(And  never  grow  enamour'd  of  himfelf) 
X^iew  his  fair  Feature  in't. 

Don.  Poetical  too  ! 

Vitel.  Here  China  Difiies  to  ferve  in  a  Binquct, 
Though  the  voluptuous  Perfian  fat  a  Guelt. 
Here  Chryftal  Glaffes,  fuch  as  Ganymede 
Did  fill  with  Nedar  to  the  Thunderer, 
When  he  drank  to  Alcides.,  and  receiv'd  him 
In  the  Fellowfliip  of  the  Gods ;  true  to  the  Owners, 
Corinlhian  Phte  ftudded  with  Diamonds, 
Conceal  oft  deadly  Poifon  1  This  pure  Metal 
So  innocent  is,  and  faithful  to  the  Miftrefs 
Or  Mafter  that  poflefles  it  -,  that  rather 
Than  hold  one  Drop  that's  venomous,  of  itfelf 
It  flies  in  Pieces,  and  deludes  the  Traitor. 

Don.  How  movingly  could  this  Fellow  treat  upon 
A  worthy  Subjed,  that  finds  fuch  Difcourfs 
To  grace  a  Trifle  ! 

Vitel.  Here's  a  Pidure,  Madam  ! 
The  Mafter-piece  of  Michael  Angela^ 

Our  great  Italian  Workman. Here's  another. 

So  perfed  in  all  Parts,  that,  had  Pygmalion 
Seen  this,  his  Prayers  had  been  made  to  Fenus, 
T'  have  given  it  Life,  and  his  carv'd  Iv'ry  Image 
By  Poets  ne'er  remember'd.     They  are,  indeed, 
Therareft  Beauties  of  the  Chriftian  World, 
And  no  where  to  be  equal'd. 

Don.  You  are  partial 
In  the  Caufe  of  thofe  you  favour,  I  believe  s 
1  inftantly  could  fhew  you  one,  to  theirs 
Not  much  inferior. 

Vitel.  With  your  Pardon,  Madam, 
I  am  incredulous. 

Don.  Can  you  match  me  this  ?  {Unveils  herfelf^ 

Vitel.  What  Wonder  look  I  on  !  I'll  fearch  above. 
And  fuddenly  attend  you.  {Exit  Vitelli. 

B  2  Don, 
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Don.  Are  you  amaz'd  ? 
I'll  bring  you  to  yourlelf.  [Breaks  the  GlaJJes, 

Mujiii.  Ha  !  what's  the  Matter ! 
Gaz.  My  Mailer's  Ware  ?  — We  are  undone  !  —  O 
flrange ! 
A  Lady  to  turn  Roarer,  and  break  GlaiTes  ! 
'Tis  Time  to  fliut  up  Shop,  then. 

Miijia.  You  ieem  mov'd. 
If  any  Language  of  thele  Chriftlan  Dogs 
Have  call'd  your  Anger  on,  in  a  Frown  fliew  it. 
And  they  are  dead  already. 

Don.  The  Offence 
Looks  not  fo  tar.     The  foolifh  paltry  Fellow 
Shew'd  me  fome  Trifles,  and  demanded  of  me. 
For  what  I  valu'd  at  fo  many  Afpers, 
A  thoufand  Ducats.     I  confefs  he  mov*d  me  -, 
Yet  I  fliould  wrong  myfelf,  fhould  fuch  a  Beggar- 
Receive  leaft  Lofs  from  me. 
Mujta.  Is  it  no  more  ? 

Don.  No,  I  affure  you.     Bid  him  bring  his  BlU 
To  morrow  to  the  Palace,  and  enquire 
For  one  Dcnufa  :  That  Word  gives  him  Paflage 
Through  all  the  Guard  •,  fay  there  he  fliall  receive 

Full  Satisfadion.     Now  when  you  pleafe 

Miijla.  I  wait  you. 

[Exeunt  Muftapha,  Donufa,  2  1'urks. 
I  Turk.  We  muft  not  know  them.  —  Let's  fhift  off, 

and  vanifh. 
Gaz.  The  Swine's-Pox  overtake  you  :  There's  a  Curfe 
For  a  Turk  that  eats  no  Hog's  Flefh. 
Vitel.  Is  file  gone  ? 

Gaz.  Yrs :  You  may  fee  her  Handy-work. 
Vitel.  No  Matter : 
Said  (he  aught  elfe  ? 

Gaz.  That  you  fhould  wait  upon  her. 
And  there  receive  Court  Payment-,  and,  to  pafs 
The  Guards  \  fhe  bids  you  only  fay,  you  QomQ 
To  one  Donufa. 

Vitel.  How  1  remove  the  Wares. 

De; 
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Do  it  without  Reply.     The  Sultan's  Niece  ! 

1  have  heard,  among  the  Turks  for  any  Lady 

To  fliew  her  Face  bare,  argues  Love,  or  fpeaks 

Her  deadly  Hatred.  What  Ihould  I  fear  ?  My  Fortune 

Is  funk  fo  low,  there  cannot  fall  upon  me 

-Aught  worth  my  fhuning. — I  will  run  the  Hazard.— 

She  may  be  a  Means  to  free  diflrefs'd  Paulina. — 

Or,  if  offended,  at  the  worft,  to  die  * 

Is  a  full  Period  to  Calamity.  {^Exeuni^ 

The  Em  of  the  Firfi  A51, 

A  C  T    II.        S  C  E  N  E    L 

A  Room, 

Enter  Carazie,  Man  to. 

C{ir.  T  N  the  Name  of  Wonder,  Manto,  what  hath  my 

1  Lady 

Done  with  herfelf  fince  Yefterday  ? 

Manto.  1  know  not. 
Malicious  Men  report  v;e  are  all  guided 
In  our  Affedions  by  a  wand'ring  Planet : 
But  fuch  a  fudden  Change,  in  fuch  a  Perfon, 
May  ftand  for  an  Example  to  confirm 
Their  falfe  Affertion. 

Car.  She's  now  petti fli,  froward: 
Mufick,  Difcourfe,  Obfervance  tedious  to  her. 

Manto.  She  flept  not  the  laft  Night;  and  yet  prevented 
The  rifing  Sun,  in  being  up  before  him. 
Call'd  for  a  coftly  Bath,  then  will'd  the  Rooms 


To  die 


Is  a  full  Period  to  Calamity. 

MiT/^vg^r  makes  ufe  of  thefe  Words  on  a  Cmiiar  Occafion  in  th« 
Roman  Ailor,    See  tbe  latter  Part  of  the  firft  Scene,  in  Aft  5. 

B  3  Should 
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Should  be  perfum'd  ;  ranfack'd  her  Cabinets 
j^^or  her  choiceft,  richeft  Jewels  •,  and  appears  now 
Like  Cynthia  in  iull  Glory,  waited  on 
By  the  faireft  of  the  Stars. 

'  Car,  Can  you  guels  the  Reafon, 
Why  the  /Iga  of  the  Janizaries^  and  he 
That  guards  the  Entrance  of  the  inmoft  Port, 
Were  call'd  before  her  ? 

Manto:  They  are  both  her  Creatures, 
And  by  her  Grace  prefer'd.     But  \  am  ignorant 
To  what  Purpofe  they  were  fent  for. 

Enter  DonuHi. 

Car.  Here  flie  comes, 
'  Full  of  fad  Thoughts  :  We  muft  Hand  farther  off.-— 
What  a  Frown  was  that! 
Mo.nto.  Forbear. 
Car.  I  pity  her. 

TiGu.  What  Magick  hath  transfcrm'd  me  from  my- 
Where  is  my  Virgin  Pride  ?  How  have  I  loft         [fcif  ? 
My  boafled  Freedom  ?   What  new  Fire  burns  up 
My  fcorched  Entrails  r  What  unknown  Defires 
Invade,  and  take  Pofilffion  of  my  Soul, 
All  virtuous  Objeds  vanifh'd  ?    Have  I  flood 
The  Shock  of  fierce  Temptations,  ftop'd  mine  Ears 
Againft  all  Syren  Notes  Lufl  ever  fung. 
To  draw  myBark  of  Chaflity  (that  with  Wonder 
Flath  kept  a  conftant  and  an  honour'd  Courfe) 
Into  the  Gulf  of  a  deferv'd  ill  Fame  ? 
Now  fall  unpitied  ?  And,  in  a  Moment 
With  mine  ov/n  Hands  dig  up  a  Grave  to  bury 
The  monumental  Heap  of  aM  my  Years, 
Employ 'd  in  noble  Adions  ?  O  my  Fate  ! 
—But  there  is  no  refifcing.     I  obey  thee, 
Imperious  God  of  Love,  and  willingly 
Put  mine  own  Fetters  on,  to  grace  thy  Triumph  ; 
*Twere  therefore  more  than  Cruelty  in  thee 
To  ufe  miC  like  a  Tyrant.     V/hat  poor  Means 

^  Muft 
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Muft  I  make  ufe  of  now  ?  And  flatter  fuch. 

To  whom,  till  I  betray'd  my  Liberty, 

One  gracious  Look  of  mine  would  have  erc<5led 

An  Altar  to  my  Service.     How  now,  Manto  ! 

My  ever  careful  Woman,  and  Carazie 

Thou  haft  been  faithful  too. 

Car.  I  dare  not  call 
My  Life  mine  own,  fince  it  is  yours  -,  but  gladly 
Will  part  with  it,  when  e'er  you  fhall  command  me  j 
And  think  I  fall  a  Martyr,  lb  my  Death 
May  give  Life  to  your  Pieafures. 

Manto.  But  vouchfafe 
To  let  me  underftand  what  you  defire 
Should  beeffefted,  I  will  undertake  it. 
And  curfe  myfelf  for  Cowardice  if  I  paus'd 
To  afk  a  Reafon  Why. 

Bon.  I'm  comforted 
In  the  Tender  of  your  Service,  but  fhall  be 
Confirm'd  in  my  full  Joys,  in  the  Performance. 
Yet,  truft  me,  I  will  not  impofe  upon  you 
But  what  you  ftand  engag'd  for,  to  a  Miftrefs ; 
Such  as  I  have  been  to  you.     All  1  afk 
Is  Faith,  and  Secrecy. 

Car.  Say  but  you  doubt  me, 
And,  to  fecure  you,  I'll  cut  out  my  Tongue 
I  am  libde  in  the  Breech  already. 

Manto.  Do  not  hinder 
Yourfelf  by  thefe  Delays. 

Don.  Thus  then  I  whifper 
My  own  Shame  to  you.     O  that  I  Hiould  blulH 
To  fpeak  what  I  fo  much  defire  to  do  ! 
And  further —         [fVbifpers,  and  ufss  vehement  Alliens, 

Manto.  Is  this  all  ? 

Bon.  Think  it  not  bafe  ; 
Although  I  know  the  Office  undergoes 
A  coarfe  Conllrudion. 

Car.  Coarfe  ?  'Tis  but  procuring 
A  Smock  Employment,  which  has  made  more  Knights, 
In  a  Country  I  could  name,  then  twenty  Years 

B  4  Of 
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Of  Service  in  the  Field. 

Don.   You  have  my  Ends. 

Alanto.  Vs  hich  lay  you  liave  arriv'd  at,  be  not  wanting 
To  yourfelt,  and  lear  not  us. 

Car.  1  know  my  Burthen  : 
I'll  bear  it  wich  Lciight. 

Manio,  l\'ilk  not,  but  do.    [Exeunt  Carazic,  Manto. 

Don.  O  Love !  what,  poor  Shilts  thou  doll  force  us  to  ? 

[Exit  Donufa. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Aga,  Capiaga,  Janizaries. 

Jga.  She  was  ever  our  good  Millrefs,  and  our  Makcr^ 
And  fliould  we  check  at  a  httle  Hazard  tor  her, 
We  were  unthankful. 

Cap.  I  dare  pawn  my  Head, 
'Tis  fome  difgufed  Minion  of  the  Court, 
Sent  from  great  Amiirath^  to  learn  from  her 
The  Viceroy's  Aftions. 

Aga.  That  concerns  not  us; 
His  Fall  may  be  our  Rife  :   Whate'er  he  be, 
He  pafles  through  my  Guards. 

Cap.  And  mine — provided 
He  give  the  Word. 

Enter  Vitelli. 

Viteh  To  faint  now,  being  tijus  far. 
Would  argue  me  of  Cowardice. 

Aga.   Stand — the  Word — 
Or,  being  a  Chriftian,  to  prefs  thus  far, 
Forfeits  thy  Life. 

Vitel.  Donufa. 

Aga.  Pafs  in  Peace.         [Exeunt  Agz,  fl«if  Janizaries. 

Vitel.  What  a  Privilege  her  Name  bears ! 
*Tis  wond'rous  ftrange ! 
If  the  great  Officer      ^ 
The  Guardian  q^  the  inner  Port  deny  not.— 

Cap: 
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Cap.  Thy  Warrant. — Speak, 
Or  thou  art  dead. 

Vitel.  Donufa. 

Cap.  That  protefts  thee ;  without  Fear,  enter. 
So — Difcharge  the  Watch.  [^Exit  Vitelli,  Capiaga, 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Carazie,  Manto. 

Car.  Though  he  hath  paft  the  J^a,  and  chief  Porter, 
This  cannot  be  the  Man. 

Manto.  By  her  Defcription,  I  am  Ture  it  is. 

Car.  O  Women,  Women ! 
What  are  you }  A  great  Lady  dote  upon 
A  Haberdalher  of  fmall  Wares ! 

Manto.  Pifli!  thou  hall  none. 

Car.  No ;  if  1  had  I  might  have  ferv'd  the  Turn: 
This  *tis  to  want  Munition,  when  a  Man 
^hould  make  a  Breach  and  enter. 

Enter  Vitelli. 

Manto.  Sir !  you're  welcome  : 
Think  what  'tis  to  be  happy,  and  polTefs  it. 

Car.  Perfume  the  Rooms  there,  and  make  Way. 
Let  Mufic's  choice  Notes  entertain  the  Man, 
The  Princefs  now  purpofes  to  honour. 

Vitel.  I  am  ravifli'd.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    IV, 

A  Room  of  State. 

A  ^ahle  fet  forth.  Jewels  and  Bags  ttpon  it :  Loud  Mufic. 

Enter  Donufa,  takes  a  Chair-,  to  her  Carazie,  Vitelli, 
Manto. 

Don.  Sing  o'er  the  Ditty,  that  I  laft  compos'd 
Upon  my  Love-fick  Paflion :  Suit  yovr  Voice 

T© 
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To  tlie  Mufic  that's  plac'd  yonder,  we  fhall  hear  you 
^Vith  more  Dehght  and  Plcafuic. 

Car.  I  oLx'y  you.  [,Song. 

Vitcl.  Is  not  this  Tcmpc.,  or  the  blcfled  Shades, 
Where  innocent  Spirits  refide  ?  Or  do  I  dream, 
And  this  a  heavenly  Vifion  ?  Hovvlbevcr, 
It  is  a  Sight  too  glorious  to  behold 
For  fuch  a  Wretch  as  1  am.  [Stands  amaz'd. 

Car.  He  is  daunted. 

Manto.  Speak  to  him,  Madam!  cheer  him  up,  or  you 
Deftroy  what  you  have  built. 

Car.  Would  I  were  furnifli'd 
With  his  Artillery,  and  if  I  flood 
Gaping  as  he  does,  hang  me. 

Vitel.  That  I  might  ever  dream  thus.  [Kneels. 

Don.  Banifli  Amazement : 
You  wake  -,  your  Debtor  tells  you  fo,  your  Debtor  : 
And  to  afllire  you  that  I  am  Subftancc, 
And  no  aerial  Figure,  thus  I  raifc  you. 
"Why  do  you  fhake  ?  My  foft  Touch  brings  no  Ague  -, 
No  biting  Froft  is  in  this  Palm  ;  nor  are 
My  Looks  like  to  the  Gorgon's  Head,  that  turn 
Men  into  Statues  :  Rather  they  have  Power 
(Or  I  have  been  abus'dj  where  they  beftow 
Their  Influence  flet  me  prove  it  Truth  in  you) 
To  give  to  dead  Men  Motion. 

Fit  el.  Can  this  be  ^ 
May  I  believe  my  Senfes  ^  Dare  I  think 
I  have  a  Memory  ?  Or  that  you  are 
That  excellent  Creature,  that  of  late  difdain'd  not 
To  look  on  my  poor  Trifles. 

Don.  I  am  She. 

Fitel.  The  Owner  of  that  blefTedName,  Donu/a, 
Which,  like  a  potent  Charm,  although  pronounc'd 
By  my  prophane,  but  much  unworthier  'i^ongue. 
Hath  brought  me  fafe  to  this  forbidden  Place, 
WHiere  Chriftian  yet  ne'er  trod  .'' 

Don.  I  am  the  fame. 

•  ■        '      ■  Fiul. 
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Vilel.  And  to  what  End,  great  Lady,  pardon  me. 
That  I  prefume  to  afl-:,  did  your  Command 
Command  me  hither  ?  Or  what  am  I,  to  whom 
You  Ihould  vouchlafe  your  Favoursj  nay,  your  Anger? 
If  any  wild  or  uncollefted  Speech 
OfFenfively  deHver'd,  or  my  Doubt 
Of  your  unknown  Perfections,  have  difpleas'd  you. 
You  wrong  your  Indignation,  to  pronounce 
Yourfelf  my  Sentence  :  To  have  leen  you  only. 
And  to  have  touch'd  that  Fortune-making  Hand, 
Will  with  Delight  weigh  down  all  Tortures,  that 
A  flinty  Hangman's  Rage  could  execute. 
Or  rigid  Tyranny  command  with  Plcafure. 

Don.  Hov/  the  Abundance  of  Good,  flowing  to  thee. 
Is  wrong'd  in  this  Simplicity  :  And  thefc  Bounties, 
Which  all  our  Eaftern  Kings  have  kneel'd  in  vain  for. 
Do  by  thy  Ignorance,  or  wilful  Fear, 
Meet  with  a  falfe  Conftrudion.     Chridian  !  know 
(For  till  thou  art  mine  by  a  nearer  Name, 
That  Title  though  abhorr'd  here,  takes  not  from 
Thy  Entertainment)  that  'tis  not  the  FaPnion 
Among  the  greatefl:  and  the  faireft  Dames, 
This  Turkijh  Empire  gladly  owns,  and  bows  to 
To  punifii,  where  there's  no  Offence  ;  or  nouridi 
Difpleafures  againft  thofe,  without  whofe  Mercy 
They  part  with  all  Felicity.     Pr'ythee  be  wife. 
And  gently  underfland  me  •,  do  not  force  her. 
That  ne'er  knew  aught  but  to  command,  nor  e'er  read 
The  Elements  of  Afledion,  but  from  fuch 
As  gladly  fu'd  to  her,  in  the  Infancy 
Of  her  new-born  Defires,  to  be  at  once 
Importunate,  and  immodefl:. 

Vitel.  Did  I  know. 
Great  Lady,  your  Commands  ;  or,  to  what  Purpofe 
This  perfonated  Pafllon  tends,  (fince  'twere 
A  Crime  in  me  deferving  Death,  to  think 
It  is  your  own)  I  fliould,  to  make  you  Sport, 
Take  any  Shape  you  pleafe  t'  impofe  upon  me  ; 
And  with  Joy  ftrive  to  ferve  you. 

Bon. 
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Den.  Sport  ?  Thou  art  cruel, 
If  that  thou  canlt  interpret  my  Dcfcent, 
From  my  high  Birth  and  Greatncfs,  but  to  be 
A  Part  in  which  1  truly  adl  myfelf. 
And  I  mud  hold  thee  for  a  dull  Speflator 
If  it  flir  not  Alfedion,  and  invite 
Companion  lor  my  Suiferings.     Be  thou  taught 
By  my  Example,  to  make  Satisfa(5lion 
For  Wrongs  unjuftly  otfer'd.      Willingly 
I  do  confefs  my  Fault;  I  injur'd  thee 
In  fomc  poor  petty  Trifles  j  thus  I  pay  for 
The  Trelpafs  I  did  to  thee.     Here — receive 
Thefe  Bags  ftufF'd  full  of  our  Imperial  Coin  ; 
Or,  if  this  Payment  be  too  light,  take  here 
Thefe  Jems  for  which  the  flavifh  Indian  dives 
To  th'  Bottom  of  the  Main  :  Or,  if  thou  fcorn 
Thefe  as  bafe  Drofs  (which  take  but  common  Minds) 
But  fancy  any  Honour  in  my  Gift 
(Which  is  unbounded  as  the  Suilaji's  Power) 
And  be  poflell  oft. 

Vilel.  I  am  overwhelm'd 
With  the  W^cight  of  Happinefs  you  throw  upon  me : 
Nor  can  it  fall  in  my  Imagination, 
What  Wrong  I  e'er  have  done  you  ;  and  much  lefs 
How  like  a  royal  Merchant  to  return 
Your  great  Magnificence. 

Dc?t.  They  are  Degrees, 
Not  Ends,  of  my  intended  Favours  to  thee, 
Thefe  Seeds  of  Bounty  I  yet  fcatter  on 
A  Glebe  I  have  not  try'd  : — But,  be  thou  thankful. 
The  Harveft  is  to  come. 

Vitel.  What  can  be  added 
To  that  which  I  already  have  receiv'd, 
I  cannot  comprehend. 

Don.  The  Tender  of 
Myfelf. — WHiy  doft  thou  dart !  and  in  that  Gift 
Full  Reftitution  of  that  Virgin  Freedom 
W  hich  thou  haft  rob'd  me  of.     Yet,  I  profefs, 
I  fo  far  prize  the  lovely  Thief  that  ftole  it, 

That, 
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That,  were  it  poflible  thou  couldft  reftore 
"What  thoLi  unwittingly  haft  ravifli'd  from  me, 
I  fhouW  refufe  the  Prefent. 

Vitel.  How  I  Ihake 
In  my  conftant  Refolution !  and  my  Flefh, 
RebelHous  to  my  better  Part,  now  tells  me. 
As  if  it  were  a  ftrong  Defence  of  Frailty. 
A  Hermit  in  a  Defert,  trench'd  with  Prayers, 
Could  not  refift  this  Battery. 

Bon.  Thou  an  Italian  ? 
Nay  more,  I  know't,  a  natural  Venetian, 
Such  as  are  Courtiers  born  to  pleafe  fair  Ladies, 
Yet  come  thus  flowly  on  ? 

Vitel.  Excufe  me.  Madam, 
What  Imputation  foe'er  the  World 
Is  pleas'd  to  lay  upon  us :  In  myfelf 
I  am  fo  innocent,  that  I  know  not  what  'tis 
That  I  Ihould  offer. 

Don.  By  Inftind  I'll  teach  thee. 
And  with  fuch  Eafe  as  Love  makes  me  to  afk  It. 
When  a  young  Lady  wrings  you  by  the  Hand — thus  s 
Or  with  an  amorous  Touch  prefles  your  Foot 
Looks  Babies  in  your  Eyes,  plays  with  your  Locks, 
Do  not  you  find,  without  a  Tutor's  Help, 
What  'tis  fhe  looks  for. 

Vitel.  I  am  grown  already 
Skilful  i'  th'  Myltery. 

Don.  Or,  if  thus  fhe  kifs  you. 
Then  taftes  your  Lips  again.- 

Vitel.  That  latter  Blow- 
Has  beat  all  chafle  Thoughts  from  me. 

Don.  Say  fhe  points  to 
Some  private  Room,  the  Sun  Beams  never  entei's. 
Provoking  Difhes  palling  by  to  heighten 
Declined  Appetite,  a<5tive  Mufic  ufhering 
Your  fainting  Steps,  the  Waiters  too  as  born  dumb. 
Not  daring  to  look  on  you.  \_Exit^  inviting  him  to  follcw, 

Vitel.  Though  the  Devil 
Stood  by,  and  roar'd,  I  follow.:  Now  I  find, 

That 
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That  \'iitLie's  but  a  Word,  and  no  fure  Guard, 

ir  kt  bpoii  by  Beauty,  and  Reward.  [Exetoif, 

SCENE     V. 
Enter  Aga,  Caplaga,  Grimaldi,  Mtijler,  Boatfivain^  &:c. 

Jga.  The  Devils  in  him,  I  think. 

Grim.  Let  him  be  damn'd  too. 
I'll  look  on  him,  though  he  ftar'd  as  wild  as  FIclI ; 
Nay,  I'll  go  nearer  to  tell  him,  to  his  Teeth, 
If  he  mends  not  fuddenly,  and  proves  more  thankful. 
We  do  him  too  much  Service.     Wer't  not  lor  Shame, 

now, 
I  could  turn  honefl  and  forfwear  my  Trade, 
Which,  next  to  being  truft  up  at  the  Main-yard 
By  iome  low  Country  Butter-box,  I  hate 
As  deadly  as  I  do  falling,  or  long  Grace 
When  Meat  cools  on  the  Table. 

Cap.  But  take  Heed, 
You  know  his  violent  Nature. 

Grira.  Let  his  Whores 
And  Catamites  know'tj  I  underfland  myfelf, 
And  how  unmanly  'tis  to  fit  at  home 
And  rail  at  us,  that  run  abroad  all  Hazards: 
If  ev'ry  Week  we  bring  not  home  new  Pillage, 
Lor  the  fatting  his  Seraglio. 

Enter  Afambeg,  Muflapha,  Aga, 

ylga.  Here  he  comes. 

Cap.  How  terrible  he  looks  ? 

Grim.  To  fuch  as  fear  him  : 
The  Viceroy  Afambeg  I  were  he  the  Sultan's  felf, — ^ 
He'll  let  us  know  a  Reafon  for  his  Fury, 
Or  we  muft  take  Leave  without  his  Allowance, 
To  be  merry  with  our  Ignorance, 

Jfam.  Mahomet's  HtU. 

Light 
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Li"-ht  on  you  all — you  crouch,  and  cringe  now.  Where 
Was  the  Terror  of  my  jufl  Frowns,  when  you  fuffered 
Thofe  Thieves  of  Malta,  almoil  in  our  Harbour, 
To  board  a  Ship,  and  bear  her  fafely  off. 
While  you  ftood  idle  Lookers  on  ? 

A^a.  I'he  odds 
r  \\\"  Men  and  Shipping,  and  the  fuddennefs 
Of  their  Departure  yieldiog  us  no  Leifure 
To  fend  forth  others  to  relieve  our  own, 
Deter'd  us,  mighty  Sir. 

Jfam.  Deter'd  you,  Cowards  ? 
How  duril  you  only  entertain  the  Knowledge 
Of  what  Fear  was,  but  in  the  not  Performance 
Of  our  Command  ?  In  me  great  Amurath  fpakcj 
My  Voice  did  eccho  to  your  Ears  his  Thunder, 
And  will'd  you,  like  fo  many  Seaborn-Tritons, 
Arm'd  only  with  the  Trumpets  of  your  Courage, 
To  fwim  up  to  her,  and,  like  Rcmoras 
Hanging  upon  her  Keel,  to  (lay  her  Flight 
'Till  Refcue,  fent  from  us,  had  fetch'd  you  off. 
You  think  you're  fafe  now  ;  who  durft  but  difpute  it. 
Or  make  it  queftionable,  if  this  Moment^ 
I  charg'd  you  from  yon  hanging  Cliff,  that  glaffes 
His  rugged  Forehead  in  the  neighbouring  Lake, 

If  this  Moment. 


1  charg'd  you  from  yon  hanging  Cliff,  &C. 
In  Hamht  we  have  an  Image  that  bears  fome  Refemblance  to  this, 

The  dreadful  Summit  of  the  Cliff 

That  beetles  o'er  his  Bafe  into  the  Sea  ; 

Adl  1 .  Scene  4, 

And  in  the  Lady  Errant,  a  Tragi-Comedy,  by  Mr.  William  Cart- 
txright,  I  remember  a  PafTage,  which  though  not  firailar  to  the  above, 
I  fliall  for  its  Beauty  and  Elegance  here  tranfcribe. 

Haft  thou  read 

Of  any  Mountain,  whofe  cold  frozen  Top 
Sees  Hail  i'  th'  Bed,  not  yet  grown  round,  and  Snow 
I'  th'  Fleece,  not  carded  yet,  whofe  hanging  Weight 
Archeth  fome  ftill  deep  River,  that  for  Fear 
Steals  by  the  Foot  oft  without  Noife. 

Aft  I .  Scene  4. 
To 
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To  throw  yourfelves  down  headlong  ?  Or  like  Faggots 

To  fill  the  Ditches  of  defended  Forts, 

While  on  your  Backs  we  march'd  up  to  the  Breach  ? 

Grim,  That  would  not  I. 

yZ/'iw.  Ha? 

Grim.  Yet  I  dare,  as  much 
As  any  of  the  Sultan's  boldeft  Sons, 
(Whole  Heaven,  and  Hell,  hang  on  his  Frown,  or  Smile,} 
His  warlike  Javifaries. 

JJam.  Add  one  Syllable  more. 
Thou  doft  pronounce  upon  thyfelf  a  Sentence 
That,  Earthquake-like,  will  fwallow  thee. 

Grim.  Let  it  open  ; 
I'll  {land  the  Hazard  :  Thofe  contemned  Thieves 
Your  Fellow- Pirates,  Sir!  the  bold  Mz//(?/"^ 
Whom  with  your  Looks  you  think  to  quel),  at  Rhodes 
Laugh'd  at  great  Solyman's  Anger  :  And,  if  Treafon 
Had  not  delivered  them  into  his  Power, 
He  had  grown  old  in  Glory,  as  in  Years, 
At  that  fo  fatal  Siege ;  or  ris'n  with  Shame 
His  Hopes  and  Threats  deluded. 

Jfam.  Our  great  Prophet ! 
How  have  I  loft  my  Anger,  and  my  Power  ? 

Grim.  Find  it,  and  ufe  it  on  thy  Flatterers : 
And  not  upon  thy  Friends  that  dare  fpeak  Truth, 
Thefe  Knights  of  Malia  but  a  Handful  to 
Your  Armies  that  drink  Rivers  up,  have  flood 
Your  Fury  at  the  Height,  and  with  their  Crofles 
Struck  pale  your  horned  Moons  j  thefe  Men  of  Malla 
Since  I  took  Pay  from  you,  Pve  met  and  fought  with  j 
Upon  Advantage  too.     Yet,  to  fpeak  Truth, 
By  th'  Soul  of  Honour,  I  have  ever  found  them 
As  provident  to  direft,  and  bold  to  do. 
As  any  train'd  up  in  your  Difcipline  : 
Ravifh'd  from  other  Nations. 

Mujia.  I  perceive 
The  Lightning  in  his  fiery  Looks,  the  Cloud 
Is  broke  already. 

Grim.  Think  not,  therefore,  Sir, 

That 
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That  you  alone  are  Giants  ;  and  fuch  Pigmies 
You  war  upon. 

Jfam.  Villain,  I'll  make  thee  know 
Thou  haft  blafphem'd  the  Ottoman  Power,  and  fafer 
At  Noon-day  might  have  given  Fire  to  St.  Mark^Sy 
Your  proud  Venetian  Temple. — Seize  upon  himj — 
I  am  not  fo  near  reconcil'd  to  him, 
To  bid  him  die  :  That  were  a  Benefit 
The  Dog's  unworthy  of,  to  our  Ufe  confifcate 
All  that  he  ftands  poffefs'd  of:  Let  him  tafte 
The  Mifery  of  Want,  and  his  vain  Riots, 
Like  to  fo  many  walking  Ghofts,  affright  him 
Where  e'er  he  fets  his  defperate  Foot,     Who  is*t 
That  does  command  you  .'' 

Grim.  Is  this  the  Reward 
For  all  my  Service,  and  the  Rape  I  made 
On  fair  Paulina  ? 

Jfam,  Drag  him  hence, — he  dies. 
That  dallies  but  a  Minute. 

Boatfw.  What's  become 
Of  our  Shares  now,  Mafter  ? 

Grimaldi,  dra^d  off,  his  Head  covered, 

Maft.  Would  he  had  been  born  dumb  : 
Patience,  the  Beggar's  Cure,  is  all  that's  left  us. 

\_Exeunt  Majier  and  Boatfwain. 

Mujla.  'Twas  but  Intemperance   of  Speech,   excufe 

him 

Let  me  prevail  fo  far.     Fame  gives  him  out 
For  a  deferving  Fellov/. 

Jfam.  At  Aleppo 
1  durft  not  prefs  you  fo  far  :  Give  me  Leave 
To  ufe  my  own  Will  and  Command  in  Tunis, 
And,  if  you  pleafe,  my  Privacy. 

Mujia.  I  will  fee  you 
When  this  high  Wind's  blown  o'er.       \_Exit  Muftapha. 

Jfam.  So  fhall  you  find  me 
Ready  to  do  you  Service.     Rage,  now  leave  me  ; 
Stern  Looks,  and  all  the  ceremonious  Forms 
Attending  on  dread  Majefty,  fly  from 

C  Transformed 
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Transforrtied  /Ifambeg.     Why  fhould  I  hug 

[Plucks  out  a  gilt  Ke)\ 
So  near  my  Heart,  what  leads  me  to  my  Prifon  ? 
Where  flie,  that  is  inthial'd,  commands  her  Keeper, 
And  robs  me  of  the  Fiercencfs  I  was  born  with. 
Stout  Men  quake  at  my  Frowns  ;  and,  in  Return, 
I  tremble  at  her  Sottnefs.     Bafe  Grimaldi 
But  only  nam'd  Panli?ia,  and  the  Charm 
Had  almoft  choak'd  my  Fury,  e'er  I  could 
Pronounce  his  Sentence.     Would,  when  firft  I  faw  her. 
Mine  Eyes  had  met  with  Lightning,  and,  in  Place 
Of  hearing  her  inchanting  Tongue,  the  Shrieks 
Of  Mandrakes  had  made  Mufic  to  my  Slumbers : 
For  now  I  only  walk  a  loving  Dream, 
And,  but  to  my  Difhonour,  never  wake; 
And  yet  am  blind,  but  when  I  fee  the  Obje(5t, 
And  madly  dote  on  it.     Appear  bright  Spark 

[OpensaDoor^  VauVma.  dij covered,  comes  forth. 
Of  all  Perfedion  !  any  Simile, 
Borrow'd  from  Diamonds,  or  the  faireft  Stars 
To  help  me  to  exprefs,  how  dear  I  prize 
Thy  unmatch'd  Graces,  will  rife  up,  and  chide  me 
For  poor  Detradlion. 

Pau.  I  defpife  thy  Flatteries  : 
Thus  fpit  at  'em,  and  fcorn  'em;  and,  being  arm'd 
In  the  AlTurance  of  my  innocent  Virtue, 
I  fbamp  upon  all  Doubts,  all  Fears,  all  Tortures 
Thy  barbarous  Cruelty,  or,  what's  worfe,  thy  Dotage 
(The  worthy  Parent  of  thy  Jealoufy) 
Can  fhow'r  upon  me. 

Jfam.  If  thefe  bitter  Taunts 
Ravifli  me  from  myfelf,  and  make  me  think 
My  greedy  Ears  receive  angelical  Sounds  ; 
How  would  this  Tongue  tun'd  to  a  loving  Note, 
Invade,  and  take  Pofleflion  of  my  Soul 
Which  then  I  durft  not  call  mine  own  ! 

Pau.  Thou  art  falfe ; 
Falfer  then  thy  Religion.     Do  but  think  me 
Something  above  a  Beaft  i  nay  more,  a  Moniter, 

Would 
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Would  fright  the  Sun  to  look  on,  and  then  tell  me. 

If  this  bale  Ufiige,  can  invite  AfFedion. 

If  to  be  mev/'d  up,  and  excluded  from 

Human  Society  •>  the  Ufe  of  Pleafures  ; 

The  necefTary,  not  fuperfluous.  Duties 

Of  Servants  to  difcharge  thofe  Offices, 

I  blufh  to  name. 

Afam.  Of  Servants  ?  Can  you  think 
That  I,  that  dare  not  truft  the  Eye  of  Heaven 
To  look  upon  your  Beauties  j  that  deny 
Myfelf  the  Happinefs  to  touch  your  Purenefs, 
Will  e'er  confent  an  Eunuch,  or  bought  Handmaid, 
Shall  once  approach  you  ? — There  is  fomething  in  you 
That  can  work  Miracles,  or  I  am  couzen'd ; 
Difpofe  and  alter  Sexes.     To  my  Wrong, 
In  Spite  of  Nature,  I  will  be  your  Nurle, 
Your  Woman,  your  Phyfician,  and  your  Fool  *, 
'Till,  with  your  free  Confent,  which  I  have  vow'd 
Never  to  force,  you  grace  me  with  a  Name 
That  fhall  fupply  all  thefe. 

Pau.  What  is't  ? 

Jfam.  Your  Hufband. 

Pau.  My  Hangman,  when  thou  pleafeft, 

Afam.  Thus  I  guard  me 
Againfl  your  further  Angers. — 

Pau.  Which  fhall  reach  thee. 
Though  I  were  in  the  Center. 

IPuts  too  the  Boor^  and  locks  it. 

Afar,].  Such  a  Spirit, 
In  (uch  a  fmall  Proportion  I  ne'er  read  of; 
Which  Time  muft  alter: — Ravifh  her  I  dare  not; 
The  Magic  that  flie  wears  about  her  Neck, 
I  think,  defends  her,  this  Devotion  paid 
To  this  fweet  Saint,  Miftrcfs  of  my  foure  Pain, 
'Tis  fit  I  take  mine  own  rough  Shape  again. 

[I^xit  Afambeg, 


S  C  E  N  Si 
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SCENE    VI. 
Enter  Francilco,  Gazet. 

Ff-an.  I  think  he's  loft. 

Gaz.  '  lis  ten  to  one  of  that; 
1  ne'er  knew  Citizen  turn  Courtier  yet, 
But  he  loft  his  Credit,  though  he  iav'd  himfelf. 
Why,  look  you.  Sir  !  there  are  fo  many  Lobbies, 
Out-offices,  and  Difputations  here 
Behind  thefe  Turkip  Hangings,  that  a  Chriftian 
llardiy  gets  off  but  circumciTed. 

Enter  Vitelli,  Carazie,  Manto. 

Fran.  I'm  troubled 
Troubled  exceedingly. — Ha  I  what  are  thefe  ^ 

Gaz.  One  by  his  rich  Suitfliould.  be  ion^t  French  Am- 
baflador : 
For  his  'Irain,  I  think  they  are  Turks. 

Fran.  Peace ! — be  not  feen. 

Cara.  You  are  now  paft  all  the  Guards,  and  undif- 
cover'd 
You  may  return. 

Vitel.  There's  for  your  Pains: — Forget  not 
My  humbleft  Service  to  the  beft  of  Ladies. 

Manto.  Deferve  her  Favour,  Sir!  in  making  Hafte 
For  a  fecond  Entertainment. 

Vitel.  Do  not  doubt  me;        [Exeunt  Q2.v2iZ\^  Manto, 
I  ftiall  not  live  till  then. 

Gaz.  The  Train  is  vanifn'd  : 
They've  done  him  fomegood  Office,  he's  fo  free 
And  liberal  of  his  Gold.     Ha!   do  I  dream  ? 
Or  is  this  mine  own  natural  Mafter  ? 

Fran.  ?Tis  he  -, 
But  ftrangely  metamorphns'd.     You  have  made,  SIf. 
A  profperous  Voyage  \  Heaven  grant  it  be  honeft ! 
I  fiiall  rejoice  then  too. 
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€az.  You  make  him  blufh. 
To  talk  of  Honefty :  You  were  but  now 
In  the  giving  Vein,  and  may  think  of  Gazet 
Your  Worfliip's  'Prentice. 

Vilel.  There's  Gold  :  Be  thou  free  too. 
And  Mafter  of  my  Shop,  and  all  the  Wares 
We  brought  from  Venice. 

Gaz,  Rivo  then. 

Vitel.  Dear  Sir ! 
This  Place  affords  not  Privacy  for  Difcourfe  -, 
But  1  can  tell  you  Wonders :   My  rich  Habit 
Deferves  leaft  Admiration  ;  there's  nothing. 
That  can  fall  in  the  Compafs  of  your  Wifhes 
Though  it  were  to  redeem  a  thoufand  Slaves 
From  the  Turkift)  Gallies,  or  at  home  to  ered 
Some  pious  Work,  to  fliame  all  Hofpitals 
But  I  am  Mailer  of  t-he  Means. 

Fran.  'Tis  flrange. 

Vitel.  As  I  walk,  FU  tell  you  more. 

Gaz.  Pray  you  a  Word,  Sir ! 
And  then  I  will  put  on.     I  have  one  Boon  more — 

Vitel.  Whatis't?  Speak  freely. 

Gaz.  Thus  then  :  As  I  am  Mafter 
Of  your  Shop,  and  Wares,  pray  you,  help  me  to  fome 

Trucking, 
With  your  laft  QieCuftomer  j  though  fhe  crack'd  my  beft 

Piece, 
I  will  endure  it  with  Patience. 

Vitel.  Leave  your  prating. 

Gaz.  I  may  :  You  have  been  doing  ;  we  will  do  too,. 

Fran.  I  am  amaz'd,  yet  will  not  blame,  nor  chide  you, 
'Till  you  inform  me  further:  Yet  muft  fay. 
They  fteer  not  the  right  Courfe,  nor  trafSck  well. 
That  feek  a  PafTage,  to  reach  Heaven,  through  Hell. 

[^Exeunt. 

"The  End  of  the  Secvnd  A^, 

C  ^  ACT 


3S  T  H  E    R  E  N  E  G  A  D  O.. 

ACT     III.         SCENE     I. 

EfiUr  Donufa,  Manto. 

he  would  come  again? 


o 


JDo}!.     TT/HENiaidhe, 

AL-.n'o.  VV       He  fwore, 

Short  Minutes  fhould  be  tedious  Ages  to  him. 

Until  the  Tender  of  his  fecond  Service, 

So  much  he  feem'd  tranfported  with  tnc  firft. 

Don.  I'm  fure  I  was.     I  charge  thee,  Manto,  tell  mc, 
iBy  all  my  Favours,  and  my  Bounties,  truly. 
Whether  thou  art  a  Virgin  j  or,  like  me. 
Haft  forfeited  that  Name. 

Manto.  A  Viro-in,  Madam? 
At  my  Years,  being  a  Waiting- Woman,  and  in  Cour^ 

too  ? 
That  were  miraculous.     I  fo  long  fince  loft 
That  barren  Burthen,  I  almoft  forget 
That  ever  I  was  one. 

Don.  And  could  thy  Friends 
Read  in  thy  Face,  thy  Maidenhead  gone;  that  thou 
Had  ft  parted  with  it  ? 

Manto.  No,  indeed  :  I  paft 
For  current  many  Years  after  ;  'till,  by  Fortune, 
Long  and  continued  Pradice  in  the  Sport 
Blew  up  my  Deck  :   A  Hufband  then  was  found  out 
jjBy  my  indulgent  Father,  and  to  the  World 
AH  was  made  whole  again.     What  need  you  fear,  then, 
That  at  your  PIcafure  may  repair  your  Honour  ? 
Durft  any  envious,  or  malicious  Tongue, 
Prefume  to  taint  it  ? 

J)on.  How  now  ? 


Enter 
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\E71ter  Carazie. 

Car.  Madam,  the  Bafhaw 
Humbly  defires  Accefs. 

Bon.  If  it  had  been 
My  neat  Italian,  thou  hadft  met  my  Wilhes. 
— Tell  him  we  would  be  private. 

Car.  So  I  did  •, 
But  he  is  much  importunate. 

Manto.  'Belt  difpatch  him  ; 
His  iing'ring  here,  elfe,  will  deter  tjie  other 
From  making  his  Approach. 

Don.  His  Entertainment 
Shall  not  invite  a  fecond  Vifit. — Go, 
Say  we  are  pleas'd. 

Enter  Muftapha. 

Mujla.  All  Happinefs. 

Don.  Be  fudden.  ° 

'Twas  faucy  Rudenefs  in  you,  Sir,  to  prefs 
On  my  Retirements  ;  but  ridiculous  Folly 
To  wafte  the  Time,  that  might  be  better  fpent. 
In  complimental  Wifhes. 

Car.  There's  a  Cooling 
For  his  hot  Encounter. 

Don.  Come  you  here  to  flare  ^ 
If  you  have  loft  your  Tongue,  and  Ufe  of  Speech, 
Refign  your  Government :  There's  a  Mute's  Place  void 
In  my  Uncle's  Court,  1  hear,  and  you  may  >;vork  me 
To  write  for  your  Preferment. 

MuJla.  This  is  ftrange  ! 
I  know  not.  Madam,  what  Neglefl  of  mine 
Has  cali'd  this  Scorn  upon  ine. 

Don.  To  the  Purpofe 

My  Will's  a  Reafon,  and  we  fland  not  bound 
To  yield  Account  to  you. 

Mtijia.  Not  of  your  Angers, 

C  4  But 
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But  with  ereded  Ears,  I  fliould  hear  from  you 
The  Story  of  your  good  Opinion  of  nie 
Confirm'd  by  Love,  and  Favours. 

Don.  How  deferv'd  ? 
I  have  confider'd  you  from  Head  to  Foot, 
And  can  find  nothing  in  that  Wainfcot  Face, " 
That  can  teach  me  to  dote  •,  nor  am  I  taken 
With  your  grim  Afped,  or  toadpole-like  Complexion. 
Thofe  Scars  you  glory  in,  I  fear  to  look  on  ; 
And  had  much  rather  hear  a  merry  Tale 
Than  all  your  Battles  won  with  Blood  and  Sweat, 
Though  you  belch  forth  the  Stink  too,  in  the  Service, 
And  fwear  by  your  Muftachios  all  is  true. 
You're  yet  too  rough  for  me  :  Purge  and  take  Phyfick, 
Purchafe  Ferfumeis  •,  get  me  fomc  French  Taylor, 
To  new-create  you  j  the  firft  Shape  you  were  made  with 
Is  quite  worn  out  :   Let  your  Barber  wafh  your  Face  too. 
You  look,  yet,  like  a  Bugbear  to  fright  Children  ; 
Till  ^^hen  I  take  my  Leave  — Wait  me,  Carazie. 

[^Exeunt  Donuia  and  Carazie. 

Mujla.  Stay  you,  my  L  ady's  Cabinet-Key  ! 

Manto.  How's  this.  Sir  .'' 

Mujla.  Stay,  andfland  quietly,  or  you  fhall  fall,  elfej 
Not  to  firk  your  Belly  up,  Flounder-like,  but  never 
To  rife  again.     Offer  but  to  unlock 
Thefe  Doors  that  ftop  your  fugitive  Tongue  (obferve 
And,  by  my  Fury,  Fll  fix  there  this  Bolt  me) 

To  bar  thy  Speech  for  ever. — So. — Be  fafe,  now. 


7  And  can  find  nothing  in  that   Wainfcot  face. 


The  abufive  Terms  contained  in  this  Speech,  and  its  Impropriety 
in  the  Mouth  of  a  Princefs,  mull  render  it  very  difguftful  to  every 
Reader  converfaat  with  the  more  refined  Language  of  our  modern 
Poets. 

However,  in  fome  meafure  to  defend  MaJJinger;  he  is  not  the  only 
Poet  guilty  of  fuch  il!  IVIanners  :  Homer  makes  his  "  Heroes  of 
Old,  in  rating  each  other,  very  free  with  the  mutual  Terms  of  Dogs, 
Cowards,  Villains,  &:C.  In  t\xQ  OdyJJey  we  have  impudent  Bitch ;  and 
'jupiter,  if  I  miftake  not,  pays  exadtly  tlie  fame  Compliment  to  his 
Royal  Confort  in  the  Ihady  The  P^ev.  Mr.  Sfence. 

And 
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And  but  refolve  me  (not  of  what  1  doubt. 
But  bring  Affurance  to  a  Thing  behev'd) 
Thou  mak'ft  thyfelf  a  Fortune  ;  not  depending 
On  the  uncertain  Favours  of  a  Miftrefs, 
But  art  thyfeif  one.     I'll  not  fo  fir  queftion 
My  Judgment,  and  Obfervance,  as  to  aflc 
Why  I  am  flighted,  and  contemn'd  j  but  in 
Whofe  Favour  it  is  done,     I,  that  have  read 
The  copious  Volumes  of  all  Women's  Falfliood, 
Commented  on  by  the  Heart-breaking  Groans 
Of  abus'd  Lovers ;  all  the  Doubts  wafli'd  off 
With  fruitlefs  Tears,  the  Spider's  Cobweb  Veil 
Of  Arguments,  alledg'd  in  their  Defence, 
Blown  off  with  Sighs  of  defperate  Men,  and  they 
Appearing  in  their  full  Deformity  : 
Know  that  fonie  other  hath  difplanted  me, 
With  her  Difhonour.     Has  Ihe  giv'n  it  up  ? 
Confirm  it  in  two  Syllables. 

Manto.  She  has. 

Mujia.  I  cherifh  thy  Confeffion  thus,  and  thus, 

'  [Gives  her  Jewels. 
Be  mine.  —  Again  I  court  thee  thus,  and  thus  : 
Now  prove  but  conftant  to  my  Ends. 

Manto.  By  all 

Mufta.    Enough  ;  I  dare  not  doubt  thee.     O  Land- 
Crocodiles, 
Made  of  .Egyptian  Slime,  accurfed  Women  ! 
But  'tis  no  Time  to  rail  :  Come,  my  befl  Manto. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Vitelli,  Francifco. 

Vitel.  Sir,  as  you  are  my  Confeffor,  you  Hand  bound 
Not  to  reveal  whatever  I  difcover 
In  that  Religious  Way  :   Nor  dare  I  doubt  you. 
Let  it  fuffice,  you've  made  me  fee  my  Follies, 
And  wrought,  perhaps,  Compundion  •,  for  I  would  not 
Appear  an  Hypocrite  :  But,  when  you  impofe 

A  Pe- 
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A  Pen.mce  on  me,  beyond  Flefh  and  Blood 
7'o  undergo,  you  muft  inftrud:  me  how 
To  put  off  the  Condition  of  a  Man  ; 
Or,  if  not  pardon,  at  the  lead,  excufe 
IMy  Difobedience.     Yet,  dcfpair  not.  Sir; 
For,  though  I  take  mine  own  Way,  I  fhall  do 
Something  that  may  hereafter,  to  my  Glory, 
Speak  me  your  Scholar. 

Fran.  1  enjoin  you  not 
To  go,  but  fend. 

Vitel.  That  were  a  petty  Trial ; 
Not  worth  one,  fo  long  taught,  and  exercis'd 
Under  fo  grave  a  Mafter.     Reverend  Francifco  f 
My  Friend,  my  Father  !  in  that  Word,  my  All ! 
Reft  confident,  you  fhall  hear  fomething  oi  me 
That  will  redeem  me  in  your  good  Opinion, 
Or  judge  me  lofl  for  ever.     Send  Gazet 
(She  fhall  give  Order  that  he  m.ay  have  Entrance) 
To  acquaint  you  with  my  Fortunes.  [Exit  Vitelli, 

Fran.  Go,  and  pro'per. 
Holy  Saints  guide  and  flrengthen  thee !    Howfoever, 
As  my  Endeavours  are,  fo  may  they  find 
Gracious  Acceptance. 

Enfer  Gazet,  Grimaldi,  in  Rags. 

Gaz.  Now,  you  do  not  roar.  Sir  -, 
You  fpeak  not  Tempefts,  nor  take  Ear-rent  from 
A  poor  Shop-keeper.     Do  you  remember  that.  Sir  ? 
I  wear  your  Marks  here  {till, 

Fran.  Can  this  be  poflible  ? 
All  Wonders  are  not  ceas'd  then. 

Grim.  Do,  abufe  me. 
Spit  on  me,  fpurn  me,  pull  me  by  the  Nofe ! 
Thruft  out  thefe  fiery  Eyes,  that  Yeflerday 
Would  have  look'd  thee  dead. 

Gaz.  O  fave  me,  Sir!  I 

Grim.  Fear  nothing !  i 

I'm  tame,  and  quiet  j  there's  no  Wrong  can  force  me 

To 
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To  remember  what  I  was.     I  have  forgot, 
i  e'er  had  ireful  Fiercenefs,  a  fteel'd  Heart, 
Infenfible  of  CompalTion  to  others  : 
Nor  is  it  fit  that  I  fhould  think  myfelf 
Worth  mine  own  Pity. — Oh  ! 

Fran.  Grows  this  Dejedion 
From  his  Difgrace,  do  you  fay  ? 

Gaz.  Why  he's  cafhicr'd,  Sir ! 
His  Ships,  his  Goods,  his  Livery-Punks  confifcate  : 
And  there  is  fuch  a  Punilhment  laid  upon  him, 
The  miferable  Rogue  mull  (leal  no  more. 
Nor  drink,  nor  drab. 

Fran.  Does  that  torment  him  ? 

Gaz.  O,  Sir ! 
Should  the  State  take  Order  to  bar  Men  of  Acres 
From  thofe  two  laudable  Recreations, 
Prinking  and  Whoring,   how  fhould  Panders  pu.rchafe, 
Or  thrifty  Whores  build  Hofpitals  ?    'Slid  !  if  I, 
That,  fince  I  am  made  fiee,  may  write  myfelf 
A  City-Gali.'.it,  iliould  forfeit  two  fuch  Charters, 
I  fliouid  be  ilon'd  to  Death,  and  ne'er  be  pitied 
By  th'  Liveries  of  -.hofe  Companies. 

Fran,  Yoli'U  be  whip'd,  Sir  ! 
If  you  bridle  not  your  Tongue.     Plafte  to  the  Palace, 
Your  Mafter  looks  for  you, 

Gaz.  My  quondam  Mafter, 
Rich  Sons  forget  they  ever  had  poor  Fathers  : 
In  Servants  *tis  more  pardonable — As  a  Companion, 
Or  fo,  I  may  confent :  But,  is  there  Hope,  Sir ! 
He  has  got  me  a  good  Chapwoman  ?  Pray  you  write 
A  Word  or  two  in  my  Behalf. 

Fran.  Out,  Rafcal  ! 

Gaz.  I  feel  fome  Infurredions, 

Fran.  Hence ! 

Gaz.  I  vanifh.  [Exit  Gazet. 

Grim.  Why  Ihould  I  ftudy  a  Defence,  or  Comfort, 
In  whom  black  Guilt,  and  Mifery,  if  balanc'd, 
I  know  not  which  would  turn  the  Scale  .?    Look  upward 
I  dare  not ;  for,  fhould  it  but  be  believ'd 

That 
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That  I  (dy'd  deep  in  Hell's  mofl  horrid  Colours) 

Should  dare  to  hope  for  Mercy,  it  would  leave 

No  Check  or  Feeling,  in  Men  innocent 

To  catch  at  Sins,  the  Devil  ne'er  taught  Mankind  yet. 

No  !   I  mull  downward,  downward  ;  tho'  Repentance  ^ 

Could  borrow  all  the  glorious  Wings  of  Grace, 

My  mountainous  Weight  of  Sins  would  crack  their  Pi- 

And  imk  them  to  Hell  with  me.  [nions, 

Fraji.  Dreadful !  hear  me, 
Thou  miferable  Man  ! 

Grim.  Good  Sir  !  deny  not 
But  that  there  is  no  Punidiment  beyond 
Damnation. 

Enter  Majier  and  Boatfwain. 

Majler.  Yonder  he  is  :  I  pity  him. 
■-    Boatfw,  Take  Comfort,   Captain  :    We  live  ftill  to 
ferve  you. 

Grim.  Serve  me  ?  1  am  a  Devil  already. — Leave  me! ' 
Stand  farther  off!  you're  blafted,  elfe,    I've  heard 
Schoolmen  affirm,  Man's  Body  is  compos'd 
Of  the  four  Elements  •,  and,  as  in  League  together 
They  nourifh  Life,  fo  each  of  them  affords 
Liberty  to  the  Soul,  when  it  grows  weary 
Of  this  flefhy  Prifon.— Which  fhall  I  make  Choice  of  ? 

^  No,  I  mud  do-vjr.ivard,  donjon%vard,  though  Repentavce 
Could  borrciv  all  the  glorious  IVings,  &c. 
The  Beauty   of   this  Paflage  is   inimitable,    and   truly   original  : 
Shake/pear  has,  indeed  many  that  are  fimilar  to  it ;  but  none  that  can 
be  brought  in  Competition. 


Lea've 


Stand  fart  htr  o^  !  you  re  blafied  elfe. 
Whenever  the  Mind  is  harrafled  by  the  Sting"!  of  Confcience,  or 
tbe  Horrors  of  Guilt,  the  Senfes  are  liable  to  infinite  Delufions,  and 
ftartle  at  hideo'js  imaginary  Monfters.  The  Poet,  vho  can  touch 
fuch  Incidents  with  happy  Dexterity,  and  paint  fuch  Images  of  Con- 
Ilerniition,  will  infailiblj'  work  upon  the  Minds  of  others. 

Tht  Rev.  Mr.  Smith. 

The 
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The  Fire  ?  No  i  1  fhall  feel  that  hereafter. 
The  Earth   will  not  receive  me. — Should  fome  Whirl- 
Snatch  me  into  the  Air,  and  I  hang  there,  [wind 
Perpetual  Plagues  would  dwell  upon  the  Earth, 
And  thofe  fuperior  Bodies,  that  pour  down 
Their  cheerful  Influence,  deny  to  pafs  it 
Through  thofe  vaft  Regions  I  have  infeded. 
The  Sea,  I,  that  is  Juftice,  there  I  plow'd  up 
Mifchief  as  deep  as  Hell :  There,  there  I'll  hide 
This  curfed  Lump  of  Clay :  May  it  turn  Rocks 
Where  Plummet's  Weight  could  never  reach  the  Sands!  " 
And  grind  the  Ribs  of  all  fuch  Barks  as  prefs 
The  Ocean's  Breafl  in  my  unlawful  Courfe. 
I  hafte  then  to  thee  :  Let  thy  rav'nous  Womb, 
Whom  all  Things  elfe  deny,  be  now  my  Tomb ! 

[Exii  Grimaldi. 

Mafter.  Follow  him,  and  reftrain  him. 

Fran.  Let  this  fland 
For  an  Example  to  you.     I'll  provide 
A  Lodging  for  him,  and  apply  fuch  Cures 
To  his  wounded  Confcience,  as  Heaven  hath  lent  me. 
He's  now  my  fecond  Care  -,  and  my  Profeflion 
Binds  me  to  teach  the  Defperate  to  repent. 
As  far  as  to  confirm  the  Innocent.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    III. 
Enter  Afambeg,  Muftapha,  Aga,  Capiaga. 

Jfam.  Your  Pleafure  ? 

Mujta.  'Twill  exad  your  private  Ear ;      ^ 
And,  when  you  have  receiv'd  it,  you  will  think 
Too  many  know  it.  {Exeunt  Aga,  Capiaga, 

Jfam.  Leave  the  Room  •,  but  be 

»°  Where  Vlummefi  Weight  could  never  reach  the  Sands  I 
So   in  Shokefpearf 

«'  Where  Fathom -Line  could  never  touch  the  Ground." 

Henry  IVth,  ift  Part,  A^  i.  Scene  3; 

Within 
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Within  our  Call. Now,   Sir,  what  burning  Sccters 

brings  you 
(With  which  it  Teems  you  arc  turn'd  Cinders) 
To  quench  in  my  Advice,  or  Power  ? 

Mujla.  The  Fire 
Will  rather  reach  you. — 

Afjw.  Mc  ? 

Mufia.  And  confume  both  ; 
For  'tis  impoffible  to  be  put  out, 
But  with  the  Blood  of  thofe  that  kindle  it  : 
And  yet  one  Vial  of  it  is  fo  precious. 
It  being  borrow'd  from  the  Ottoman  Spring, 
That  better  'tis,  I  think,  both  we  fhould  pei  ifh 
Than  prove  the  defp'rate  Means,  that  muft  reilrain  it 
From  fpreading  farther. 

Afam.  To  the  Point,  and  quickly  : 
Thefe  winding  Circumftances  in  Relations 
Seldom  environ  Truth. 

Mujia.  I'ruth,  Ajambeg? 

Afam.  Truth,  Mujtapha.     I  faid  it,  and  add  more : 
You  touch  upon  a  String  that  to  my  Kar 
Does  found  Dontifa. 

Mujla.  You  then  underftand 
Who  'tis  I  aim  at. 

Afam.  Take  Heed,  Mujlapha; 
Remember  what  flie  is,  and  whofe  we  are. 
'Tis  her  Negle6l,  perhaps,  that  you  complain  of  ;• 
And,  fhould  you  pradilc  to  revenge  her  Scorn, 
With  any  Plot  to  taint  her  in  her  Honour, — 

Mufta.  Hear  me. 

Afam.  I  will  be  heard  firft  -,  there's  no  Tongiicf 
A  Subject  owes,  that  fhall  out-thunder  mine, 

Miifia.  Well,  take  your  Way. 

Afam.   I  then  again  repeat  it. 
If  Mnjiapha  dares  with  malicious  Breath 
(On  jealous  Suppofitions)  prefume 
To  blaft  theBlofTom  of  Donuja'i  Fame, 
Becaufe  he  is  deny'd  a  Happincfs 
Which  Men  of  equal,  nay,  of  more  Defert, 

Have 
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Have  fu'd  in  vain  for — 

Mufta.  More? 

Afam.  More.     'Twas  I  fpake  it. 
The  Ba[haw  of  Natalia^  and  myfelf 
Were  Rivals  for  her  -,  either  of  us  brought 
More  Vidories,  more  Trophies,  to  plead  for  us 
To  our  great  Mailer,  than  you  dare  lay  claim  to ; 
Yet  flill,  by  his  Allowance,  fhe  was  left 
To  her  Eledion  :  Each  of  us  ow'd  Nature 
As  much  for  outward  Form,  and  inward  Worth, 
To  make  Way  for  us  to  her  Grace  and  Favour, 
As  you  brought  with  you.     We  were  heard,  repuls'd  4 
Yet  thought  it  no  Difhonour  to  fit  down 
With  the  Difgrace ;  if  not  to  force  AfFedion 
May  merit  fuch  a  Name. 

Mujta.  Have  you  done,  yet  ? 

Afam.  Be,  therefore,  more  than  fure,  the  Ground,  on 
which 
You  raife  your  Accufation,  may  admit 
No  underminding  of  Defence  in  her : 
For  if  with  pregnant  and  apparent  Proofs, 
Such  as  may  force  a  Judge,  more  then  inclin'd. 
Or  partial  in  her  Caufe,  to  fwear  her  guilty ; 
You  win  not  me  to  fet  off  your  Belief: 
Neither  our  ancient  Friendfliip,  nor  the  Rites, 
Of  lacred  Hofpitality  (to  which 
1  would  not  offer  Violence)  Ihall  proted  you. 
•■ — Now  when  you  pleafe. 

Mufia.  I  will  not  dwell  upon 
Much  Circumftance  ;  yet  cannot  but  profefs. 
With  the  Afllirance  of  a  Loyalty 
Equal  to  yours,  the  Reverence  I  owe 
The  Sultan,  and  all  fuch  his  Blood  makes  facred  : 
That  there  is  not  a  Vein  of  mine,  which  yet  is 
Unemptied  in  his  Service,  but  tlws  Moment 
Should  freely  open,  fo  it  might  waili  off 
The  Stains  of  her  Difhonour.     Could  you  think  r 
Or,  though  you  faw  it,  credit  your  own  Eyes  } 
That  She,  the  Wonder  and  Amazement  of 

Her 
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Her  Sex,  the  Pride,  and  Glory  of  the  Empire, 

That  hath  difdaia'd  you,  (lighted  me,  and  boafted 

A  frozen  Coldnels,  which  no  Appetite, 

Or  Height  of  Blood  could  thaw,  fliould  now  fo  far 

Be  hurry 'd  with  the  Violence  of  her  Lufl", 

As,  in  it  burying  her  high  Birth  and  Fame, 

Bafely  defcend  to  fill  a  Chrilfian's  Arms  ? 

And  to  him  yield  her  Virgin  Honour  up  ? 

Nay,  fue  to  him  to  take't. 

Jfam.  A  Chriltian  ? 

Mujia.  Temper 
Your  Admiration  : — And  what  Chriftian,  think  you  ? 
No  Prince  difguis'd  •,  no  Man  of  Mark,  nor  Honour  j 
No  daring  Undertaker  in  our  Service, 
But  one,  whofe  Lips  her  Foot  fhould  fcorn  to  touch, 
A  poor  Mechanick  Pedlar. 

Afam.  He? 

Mnjla.  Nay,  more-. 
Whom  do  you  think  fhe  made  her  Scout,  nay,  Bawd, 
To  find  him  out,  but  me?  What  Place  makes  Choice  of 
To  wallow  in  her  foul  and  loathfome  Pleafures, 
But  in  the  Palace  ?  Who  the  Inftruments 
Of  clofe  Conveyance,  but  the  Captain  of 
Your  Guard,  the  Jga^  and,  that  Man  of  Truft, 
Hie  Warden  of  the  inmoft  Port  ? — Pll  prove  this  j 
And,  though  I  fail  to  ihcw  her  in  theAdl, 
Glu'd  like  a  neighing  Gcnnet  to  her  Stallion, 
Your  Incredulity  fliall  be  convinc'd 
"With  Proofs  I  blufli  to  diink  on. 

Jfam.  Never  yet 
This  Flefh  felt  fuch  a  Fever.— By  the  Life 
And  Fortune  of  great  Amurath^  Iliould  our  Prophet 
(Whofe  Name  I  bow  to)  in  a  Vifion  fpeak  this, 
'Twould  make  me  doubtful  of  my  Faith. — Lead  on  -, 
And,  when  my  Eyesj  and  Ears,  are,  like  yours,  guilty. 
My  Rage  fliall  then  appear  •,  for  I  will  do 
Something  \ — but  what,  I  am  not  yet  determin'd. 

{ExeuHi. 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Enter  Carazie,  Manto,  Gazet. 

Car.  They're  private  to  their  Wifhes. 

Manto.  Doubt  it  not ! 

Gaz.  A  pretty  Strufture  this !   a  Court  do  you  call  it? 
Vaulted  and  arch*d  :  O!  here  has  been  old  jumbling 
Behind  this  Arras. 

Car.  Pry'thee  let's  have  fome  Sport 
With  this  frefh  Codfliead. 

Manto.  I  am  out  of  Tune, 
But  do  as  you  pleale.  My  Confcience.— Tufli!  the  Hops 
Of  Liberty  does  throw  that  Burthen  off; 
I  mull  go  watch,  and  make  Difcovery.  [Ey:>J, 

Car.  He's  mufing. 
And  will  talk  to  himfelf ;  he  Cannot  hold  s 
The  poor  Fool's  ravifli'd. 

Gaz.  I  am  in  my  Mafter's  Clothes ; 
They  fit  me  to  a  Hair  too;  let  but  any- 
Indifferent  Gamefter  meafure  us  Inch  by  Inch, 
Or  weigh  us  by  the  Standard,  I  may  pafs  : 
I  have  been  prov'd,  and  prov'd  again,  true  Metal.' 

Car.  How  he  furveys  himfelf. 

Gaz.  I've  heard,  that  fome 
Have  fool'd  themfelves  at  Court  into  good  Fortunes, 
That  never  hop'd  to  thrive  by  Wit  i'  th'  City, 
Or  Honefty  i'  th' Country.     If  I  do  not 
Make  the  befl  Laugh  at  me.     I'll  weep  for  myfelf. 
If  they  give  me  Heai-ing.— 'Tis  refolv'd — I'll  try 
What  may  be  done.     By  your  Favour,  Sir!  Iprayyou^ 
Were  you  born  a  Courtier? 

Car.  No,  Sir  j  why  do  you  afk  ? 

Gaz.  Becaufe  I  thought,  that  none  could  be  prefer*dj 
But  fuch  as  were  begot  there. 

Car.  O,  Sir !  many  ; 
And,  howfoe'r  you  are  a  Citizen  born. 
Yet  if  your  Mother  were  a  handfome  Woman, 

Vol.  IL  D  And 
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And  ever  long'd  to  fee  a  Mafl^L  at  Court, 
It  is  an  even  Lay,  but  that  you  had 
A  Courtier  to  your  Father  ^  and  1  think  fo, 
You  bear  yourlelf  lb  fprightly. 

Gaz.  It  may  be  ; 
But  pray  you,  Sir !  had  I  fuch  an  Itch  upon  me 
To  change  my  Copy,  is  there  Mope  a  Place 
May  be  had  here  for  Money  ? 

Car.  Not  without  it ; 
That  I  dare  warrant  you. 

Gaz.  I  have  a  pretty  Stock, 
And  would  not  have  my  good  Parts  undifcover'd, 
"What  Places  of  Credit  are  there  ? 
Car.  There's  your  Beglerhg.  ^* 

Gaz.  By  no  Means  that  -,  it  comes  too  near  the  Beg- 
gar i 
And  moft  prove  fo  that  come  there. 
Car.  Or  your  Sangiack.  '^ 
Gaz.  Saucy  Jack  ?  Fie  !  none  of  that. 
Car.  Your  Chiaus.  '^ 
Gaz.  Nor  that. 
Car.  Chief  Gardener ! 
Gaz.  Out  upon't ! 
'Twill  put  me  in  Mind  my  Mother  was  an  Herb-woman> 
What  is  your  Place,  I  pray  you  ? 
Car.  Sir !  an  Eunuch. 

Gaz.  An  Eunuch?  Very  fine  !  I  Faith  !  an  Eunuch  ! 
And  what  are  your  Employments?  Neat  and  eafy. 

Car.  In  the  Day,  I  wait  on  my  Lady,  when  (he  eats. 
Carry  her  Pantofles,  bear  up  her  Train  \ 
Sing  her  afleep  at  Night,  and,  when  Ihe  pleafes, 
I  am  her  Bedfellow. 

*  >  There's  your  Beglerberg. 
(i.  e.  Lord  of  Lords)  a  chief  Governor  of  a  T^urklJJj  Province. 

'*  Or  your  Sargiack. 
A  Turkijh  Governor  of  a  City  or  Province. 

■  J   Your  Chiaus. 
An  Officer  in  the  Tiirkijh  Court,  who  performs  the  Duty  of  an  Ufher, 
and  alfo  an  Ambaffador  to  foreign  Princes  and  States. 

Gaz. 


T  H  E     R  E  N  E  G  A  D  O.  5^ 

Gaz.  How  ?   Her  Bedfellow  ? 
And  lie  with  her? 

Car.  Yes,  and  lie  with  her. 

Gaz.  O  rare ! 
I'll  be  an  Eunuch,  though  I  fell  my  Shop  for't, 
And  all  my  Wares. 

Car.  It  IS  but  parting  with 
A  precious  Stone  or  two.     i  know  the  Price  on*t. 

Gaz.   I'll  part  with  all  my  Stones  ;  and,  when  I  am 
An  Eunuch,  I'll  fo  tofs  and  towle  the  Ladies  5 
Pray  you  help  me  to  a  Chapman, 

Car.  The  Court-Surgeon 
Shall  do  you  that  Favour. 

Gaz.  I  am  made  !  an  Eunuch  ! 

^nier  Man  to. 

MaHto.  Carazie.,  quit  the  Room  ! 
Car.  Come,  Sir !  we'll  treat  of 
Your  Bufinefs  further. 

Gaz.  Excellent !  an  Eunuch  !  {Exeunt'^ 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  Donufa,  Vitelli. 

Vitel.  Leave  me,  or  I  am  loft  again  :  No  Prayers^ 
No  Penitence,  can  redeem  me. 

Don.  Am  I  grown 
Old,  or  deform'd,  fincc  Yefterday  ? 

Vitel.  You  are  ftill. 
Although  the  fating  of  yourLuft  hath  fullied 
Th'  imaculate  Whitenefs  of  your  Virgin  BeautieSj 
Too  fair  lor  me  to  look  on  :  And,  though  Purenefs, 
The  Sword  with  which  you  ever  fought,  and  conquer'dj 
Is  ravifh'd  from  you  by  unchafte  Defires, 
You  are  too  ftrong  tor  Flelh  and  Blood  to  treat  with. 
Though  Iron  Grates  v/ere  interpos'd  between  us. 
To  warrant  me  from  Treafon. 

D  2  B-^n, 
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Bon.  Whom  do  you  fear  ? 

Vitel.  That  human  Frailty  I  took  from  my  Mother, 
That,  ^s  my  Youth  increas'd,  grew  ftronger  on  me: 
That  llill  purfues  me,  and,  thought  once  recover'd. 
In  Scorn  of  Reafon,  and,  what's  more,  ReHgion, 
Again  feeks  to  betray  me. 

Don.  If  you  mean.  Sir! 
To  my  Embraces,  you  turn  Rebel  to 
The  Laws  of  Nature,  the  great  Qiiecn,  and  Motlier 
Of  all  Produftions,  and  deny  Allegiance, 
Where  you  fland  bound  to  pay  it. 

Vitel.  I  will  ftop 
Mine  Ears  againft  thefe  Charms,  which,  if  Ulyjfes 
Could  live  again,  and  hear  this  fecond  Syren, 
Though  bound  with  Cables  to  his  Maft,  his  Ship  too 
Faften'd  with  all  her  Anchors,  this  Inchantment 
Would  force  him,  in  Defpite  of  all  Refiftance, 
To  leap  into  the  Sea,  and  follow  her ; 
Although  Deftruftion  with  outflretched  Arms, 
Stood  ready  to  receive  him. 

Don.  Gentle  Sir ; 
Though  you  deny  to  hear  me,  yet  vouchfafe 
To  look  upon  me.     Though  I  ufe  no  Language 
The  Grief  for  this  unkind  Repulfe  will  print 
Such  a  dumb  Eloquence  upon  my  Face, 
As  will  not  only  plead,  but  prevail  for  me. 

Vitel.  I  am  a  Coward  :  1  will  fee  and  hear  you  j 
The  Trial,  elfe,  is  nothing  ;  nor  the  Conqueft, 
My  Temperance  fhall  crown  me  with  hereafter. 
Worthy  to  be  remember'd.     Up,  my  Virtue  \ 
And  holy  Thoughts,  andRefolutions  arm  me, 
Againft  this  fierce  Temptation  \  give  me  Voice, 
Tun'd  to  a  zealous  Anger,  to  exprefs 
At  what  an  Over-value  I  have  purchas'd 
The  wanton  Treafure  of  your  Virgin  Bounties, 
That  in  their  falfe  Fruition  heap  upon  me 
Defpair  and  Horror — That  I  could  with  that  Eafe 
Redeem  my  forfeit  Innocence,  or  eaft  up 
The  Poifon  I  receiv'd  into  my  Intrails, 

From 
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From  the  alluring  Cup  of  your  Enticements, 

As  now  I  do  deliver  back  the  Price,    {Returns  the  Cajket. 

And  Salary  of  your  Luft  !  or  thus  uncloth  mc 

Of  Sin's  gay  Trappings,  (the  proud  Livery 

[T^'hroivs  off  his  Cloak  and  Doublet. 
Of  wicked  Pleafure)  which  but  worn,  and  heated 
With  the  Fire  of  Entertainment  and  Confent, 
Like  to  Alcides*  fatal  Shirt,  tears  off 
Our  Flefli,  and  Reputation  both  together. 
Leaving  our  ulcerous  Follies  bare,  and  open 
To  all  malicious  Cenfure, 

Don.  You  muft  grant, 
If  you  hold  that  aLofs  to  you,  mine  equals. 
If  not  tranfcends  it.     If  you  then  firft  tafted 
That  Poifon,  as  you  call  it,  I  brought  with  me 
A  Palat  unacquainted  with  the  Relifh 
Of  thofe  Delights,  which  moft  (as  I  have  heard) 
Greedily  fwallow ;  and  then  the  Offence 
(If  my  Opinion  may  be  believ'd; 
Is  not  fo  great  ;  howe'er,  the  Wrong  no  more 
Than  if  Hippolitus  and  the  Virgin  Huntrefs, 
Should  meet  and  kifs  together. 

Vitel.  What  Defences 
Can  Luft  raife  to  maintain  a  Precipice 

[Afambeg  and  Muftapha  above. 
To  the  Abyfs  of  Loofenefs  ?  But  affords  not 
The  ieaft  Stair,  or  the  faft'ning  of  one  Foot, 
To  re-afcend  that  glorious  Height  we  fell  from. 

Mujla.  By  Mahomet  fhe  courts  him  ! 

Afam.  Nay,  kneels  to  him  : 
Obferve  the  fcornful  Villain  turns  away  too. 
As  glorying  in  his  Conqueft. 

Don.  Are  you  Marble  ?  [Kneels. 

If  Chriftians  have  Mothers,  fure  they  fhare  in 
The  Tygrefs  Fiercenefs  -,  for,  if  you  were  Owner 
Of  human  Pity,  you  could  not  endure 
A  Princefs  to  kneel  to  you,  or  look  on 
Thefe  falling  Tears  which  hardeft  Rocks  would  {oktn^ 
And  yet  remain  unmov'd.     Did  you  but  give  me 
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A  Tafte  of  Happinefs  in  your  Embraces, 
That  the  Remembrance  of  the  Swcctnels  of  it 
Might  leave  pirpetiial  Bitterncfs  brhind  it  ? 
Qr  flicw^d  me  what  it  was  to  be  a  Wite, 
To  live  a  Widow  ever  ? 

Enter  Capiaga,  Aga,  iJiith  others. 

Afam.  She  has  confeft  it  •, — 
Seize  on  him,  Villains  !   O  the  Furies ! 

Bcii.  How  ? —  [Afambeg  and  Muftapha  defcend. 

Are  we  betray'd  ? 

Vilel.  The  be:  :cr  ^  I  expeded 
A  lurkijh  Faith, 

Jjon.  Who  am  I,  that  you  dare  this  ? 
'Tis  I  that  do  command  you  to  forbear 
A  Touch  of  Violence. 

Aga.  We  already.  Madam, 
Have  fatisfied  your  Pleallire  further  than 
We  know  to  anfwer  it. 

Cap.  Would  we  were  well  off; 
W^e  (tand  too  far  engag'd,  I  fear. 

D^».  For  us  .? 
Vv^e'll  bring  you  fafc  off.     Who  dares  contradi(fl 
What  is  our  Plcafure  \ 

Enter  Afambeg,  Muflapha. 

Afcm.  Spurn  the  Dog  to  Prifon  ! 
I'll  anlwer  you  anon. 

Vilel.  What  PuniHiment 
So  e'er  I  undergo,  I'm  liill  a  Chriflian  \Exit  with  ViteL 

Don.  Vv  hat  bold  Prefumption's  this.^  Under  what  Law- 
Am  I  to  fall,  that  fet  my  Foot  upon 
Your  Statutes  and  Decrees  .^ 

Mufta.  The  Crime  committed 
Our  Alcoran  calls  Death. 

Don.  Tufh  !  who  is  here. 
That  is  not  Amurath's  Slave,  and  fo  unfit 
^^^  fit  a  judge  upon  his  Blood  ? 

Afam. 
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Afam.  You've  loft 
And  fham'd  the  Privilege  of  it ;  rob'd  me  too 
Of"  my  Soul,  my  Underfianding,  to  behold 
Your  bafe,  unworthy  Fall  from  your  high  Virtue. 

Don.  I  do  appeal  to  Amurath. 

Afam.  We'll  offer 
No  Violence  to  your  Perfon,  'till  we  know 
His  facred  Pleafure  ;  'till  when,  under  Guard 
You  fhall  continue  here. 

Don.  Shall  ? 

Afam.  1  have  faid  it. 

Don.  We  fhall  remember  this. 

Afam.  It  ill  becomes 
Such,  as  are  guilty,  to  deliver  Threats 
Againfl  the  innocent.  SfThe  Guard  leads  ^jf  Donufa 

I  could  tear  this  Flefh  now. 
But  'tis  in  vain  ;  nor  muft  I  talk,  but  do  : 
Provide  a  well  man'd  Galley  for  Conftantinople : 
Such  fad  News  never  came  to  our  great  Mailer. 
As  he  diredts ;  we  muft  proceed,  and  know 
No  Will  but  his,  to  whom  what's  Ours  we  owe.   [Exeuh\ 

The  End  of  the  Third  Act. 
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A  C  T     IV.         SCENE!, 

Enter  Majler,  Bcatfwain. 

Majier.  T  TE  does  begin  to  eat? 

Boatf    Xl     A  little,  Mailer: 

But  our  beft  Hope  for  his  Recovery  is,  that 

His  Raving  leaves  him  •,  and  thofe  dreadful  Words, 

Damnation,  and  Defpair,  with  which  he  ever 

Ended  all  his  Difcourfes  are  forgotten. 

Mafter.  This  Stranger  is  a  moft  religious  Man,  fure. 
And  1  am  doubtful,  whether  his  Charky 

D  4  la 
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In  the  relieving  of  our  Wants,  or  Care 

To  cure  tiie  wounded  Conlcience  ot   Grimaldi 

Ceferves  more  Admiration. 

Boatf.  Can  you  guels 
"What  the  Reafon  flioiild  be,  that  we  never  mention 
The  Church,  or  the  high  Altar,  but  his  Melancholy 
Grows,  and  incrcales  on  him? 

Ivlajler.  I  have  heard  him 
(When  he  gloried  to  profefs  himfelf  an  Atheifl:,) 
Talk  often,  and  with  much  Delight  and  Boafting, 
Of  a  rude  Prank  he  did  e'er  he  turn'd  Pirate, 
The  Memory  of  which,  as  it  appears, 
Lies  heavy  on  him. 

Boatf.  'Pray  you,  let  me  underfiand  it. 

Mafler.  Upon  a  folemn  Day,  when  the  whole  City 
Join'd  in  Devotion,  and  with  barefoot  Steps 
Pafs'd  to  S.  Mark's,  the  Duke  and  the  whole  Signiory, 
Helping  to  psrfed:  the  religious  Pomp 
Witn  which  they  were  received ;  when  all  Men  tK^ 
Were  full  of  Tears,  and  groan'd  beneath  the  Weight 
Of  paft  Offences  (of  whofe  heavy  Burden 
They  came  to  be  abfolv'd  and  freed,)  our  Captain, 
Whether  in  Scorn,  of  thofe  fo  pious  Rites 
He  had  no  Feeling  of,  or  elfe  drawn  to  it. 
Out  of  a  wanton,  irreligious  Madnefs, 
<I  know  not  which")  ran  to  the  holy  Man, 
As  he  was  doing  of  the  Work  of  Grace, 
And,  fnatching  from  his  Hands  the  fandtify'd  MeanS; 
Dafh'd  It  upon  the  Pavement. 

Boatf.  How  efcap'd  he  ? 
It  being  a  Deed  deferving  Death  with  Torture. 

Mafler.  The  general  Amazement  of  the  People 
Gave  him  Leave  to  quit  the  Temple,  and  a  Gondola,'* 
(Prepar'd,  it  feems,  before)  brought  him  aboard, 
Since  which  he  ne'er  faw  Venice.     The  Remembrance 
Of  this,  it  feems,  torments  him  j  aggravated 


And  c.  Gondola. 


A  Venetian  Wherry-BoRt. 

With 


THERENEGADO.  57 

With  a  ftrong  Belief,  he  cannot  receive  Pardon 

J^or  this  foul  Fact,  but  from  his  Hands,  'gainft  whom 

It  was  committed. 

Boatf.  And  what  Coiirfe  intends 
His  heavenly  Phyfician  Reverend  Francifco^ 
To  beat  down  this  Opinion  ? 

Mafier.  He  promised 
To  ufe  fonie  holy  and  religious  FinefTe, 
To  this  good  End  •,  and,  in  the  mean  Time,  charg'd  me 
To  keep  him  dark,  and  to  admit  no  Vifitants ; 
But  on  no  Terms  to  crofs  him. — Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Grimaldi  with  a  Book, 

Grim.  For  Theft,  he  that  reftores  treble  the  Value,  *' 
Makes  Satisfaflion  ;  and,  for  want  of  Means, 
To  do  fo,  as  a  Slave,  mull  ferve  it  out, 
'Till  he  hath  made  full  Payment. — There's  Hope  left 

here; 
Oh  !  with  what  Willingnefs  would  I  give  up 
My  Liberty  to  thofe  that  I  have  pillag'd  ; 
And  wilh  the  Numbers  of  my  Years,  though  wafted 
Jn  the  moil  fordid  Slavery,  might  equal 
The  Rapines  I  have  made ;  'till  with  one  Voice, 
My  Patient  Sufferings  might  exadt  from  my 
Moll  cruel  Creditors,  a  full  Remiflion, 
An  Eye's  Lofs  with  an  Eye,  Limbs  with  a  Limb  -,  *^ 
A  fad  Account ! — yet,  to  find  Peace  within  here. 
Though  all  fuch  as  I  have  maim'd,  and  difmember'd 

'S  For  Theft,  he  that  refioret  treble  the  Value,  mahet  Satiif ac- 
tion. Sec. 
This,  and  the  following  Part  of  this  Speech  alludes  to  the  Law  of 
Mo/a  :  As  inEx'jilui  we  read,  "  If  a  Man  fhall  (leal  an  Ox  or  a  Sheep, 
"  and  kill  it,  or  fell  it,  iie  fhall  reftore  five  Oxen  for  an  Ox;  and  four 
"  Sheep  for  a  Sheep. — If  he  have  nothing,  then  he  fhall  be  fold  for 
"  his  Theft."  Cap.  22.  Ver.  r,  3. 

'  ^  An  Eye's  Lojs  nvith  an  Eye,  Limhi  with  a  Limb. 
Thefe  are  common  Expreflions  both  in  the  Old,  and  in  the  New 
Teftament. 

In 


5$  T  H  E    R  E  N  E  G  A  D  O. 

In  drunken  Qiiarrels,  or  o'crcome  with  Rage, 

When  they  were  giv'n  up  to  iny  Power,  ftood  here  now. 

And  cry'd  for  Reititution  ;  to  appeafe  'em, 

rd  do  a  bloody  Jullice  on  myfcH  -, 

Pull  out  thefe  Eyes,  that  guided  me  to  ravifh 

Their  Sight  from  others  i  lop  thefe  Legs,  that  bore  me 

To  barbarous  Violence  •,  with  this  Hand  cut  off 

This  Inftrumcnt  of  wrong,  'till  nought  were  left  me, 

But  this  poor  bleeding  limblefs  Trunk,  which  gladly 

J  would  divide  among  them. — Ha!  what  think  I 

E^iter  Francifco  in  a  Cofe  like  a  BiJJjop. 

Of  petty  Forfeitures !   in  this  reverend  Habit, 

(All  that  I  am  turn'd  into  Eyes)  I  look  on 

A  Deed  of  mine  fo  fiend-like,  that  Repentance, 

Though  with  my  Tears  I  taught  the  Sea  new  Tides, 

Can  never  wafn  off:  All  my  Thefts,  my  Rapes 

Are  venial  Trelpafies,  compar'd  to  what 

I  offer'd  to  that  Shape ;  and  in  a  Place  too, 

Where  I  Itood  bound  to  kneel  to't.  [Kneels, 

Fran.  'Tis  forgiven  •, 
I  with  his  Tongue  (whom  in  thefe  facrcd  Veftments 
With  impure  Hands  thou  did'ft  offend)  pronounce  it ; 
I  bring  Peace  to  thte  ;  fee,  that  thou  delerve  it 
In  thy  fair  Life  hereafter. 

Grm.  Can  it  be  ? 
Dare  I  believe  this  Vifion  ?  Or  hope 
A  Pardon  e'er  may  find  me  ? 

Fran.  Purchafe  it 
By  zealous  Undertakings,  and  no  more 
^Twill  be  remembered. 

Grim.  What  ccleftial  Balm 
I  feel  now  pour'd  Into  my  wounded  Confcience  ! 
What  Penance  is  there  Pil  not  undergo  ; 
Though  ne'er  fo  Hiarp  and  rugged,  with  more  Pleafure 
Than  Flefh  and  Blood  e'er  tailed!   fliew  me  true  Sorrow, 
Arm'd  v/ich  an  Iron  Whip,  and  I  will  meet 
The  Stripes  Q^t  brings  along  with  her,  as  if 

They 
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They  were  the  gentle  Touches  of  a  Hand 

That  comes  to  cure  me.     Can  good  Deeds  redeem  me  ? 

I  will  rife  up  a  Wonder  to  the  World, 

When  1  have  giv'n  ftrong  Proofs  how  I  am  alter'dj 

I  that  have  fold  fuch  as  profefs'd  the  Faith 

That  I  was  born  in,  to  Captivity, 

Will  make  their  Number  equal,  that  I  fhall 

I^eliver  from  the  Oar  ;  and  win  as  many 

Py  the  Clearnefs  of  my  Adlions,  to  look  on 

Their  MiiT^elief,  and  loath  it.     I  will  be 

A  Convoy  for  all  Merchants  ;  and  thought  worthy 

To  be  reported  to  the  World  hereafter 

The  Child  of   your  Devotion,  nurs'd  up, 

And  made  ftrong  by  your  Charity,  to  break  through 

All  Dangers  Hell  can  bring  forth  to  oppofe  me  : 

Nor  am  1,  though  my  Fortunes  were  thought  defperate. 

Now  you  have  reconcii'd  me  to  myfelf, 

So  void  cf  worldly  Means,  bur,  in  Defpight 

Of  the  proud  Viceroy's  Wrongs,  1  can  do  fomething 

To  prove,  that  I  have  Power;  when  you  pleafe  try  me. 

And  i  will  perfect  what  you  fhall  injoin  me. 

Or  fall  a  joytal  Martyr. 

F'ran.  You  will  reap 
The  "comfort  of  it  •,  live  yet  undifcover'd. 
And  with  your  holy  Meditations  ftrengthen 
Your  Chrillian  Refolution  ;  e'er  long. 
You  fhall  hear  further  from  me. 

Grim.  I'll  attend  [Exit  Frar^cifco. 

AH  your  Commands  with  Patience  ;--«come,  my  Mates! 
I  hitherto  have  liv'd  an  ill  Example  •, 
And  as  your  Captain  led  you  on  to  Mifchief ; 
But  now  will  truly  labour,  tb.at  good  Men 
May  lay  hereafter  of  me,  to  my  Glory, 
Let  but  my  Power  and  Means  hand  v.'ith  my  Will, 
*'  His  good  Endeavours,  did  weigh  down  his  ill," 

[Exeunt  Grimaldi,  Majier,  Boatfivain. 


Enter 
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Enter  Francifco. 

Fynn.  This  Penitence  is  not  counterfeit;  howfoever 
Good  Alliens  are  in  themfelves  rewarded  ; 
My  Travail's  to  meet  with  a  double  Crown, 
It  that  FiieHi  come  otT  fafe,  and  prove 
Himfelf  the  Mafter  of  his  wild  AtFedions. 

Enier  Gazet. 

Oh !  I  fliall  have  Intelligence,  how  now,  Gazei ! 
Why  thefe  fad  Looks  and  Tears  ? 

Gaz.  Tears,  Sir  ?  I  have  loft 
My  worthy  Mafter.  Your  rich  Heir  feems  to  mourn  for 
A  miferable  Father,  your  young  Widow 
Following  a  bed-rid  Huft^and  to  his  Grave, 
Would  have  her  Neighbours  think  flie  cries,  and  roars. 
That  (he  muft  part  with  fuch  a  Goodman  Do-nothing  ; 
When  'tis,  becaufe  he  ftays  fo  long  above  Ground, 
And  hinders  a  rich  Suitor  :  —  All's  come  out.  Sir  ! 
We  are  fmok'd  for  being  Cunny-catchers-,  My  Mafter 
Is  put  in  Prifon  ;  his  She-Cuftomer 
Is  under  Guard  too. — Thefe  are  Things  to  weep  for  j 
But  mine  ov/n  Lofs  confider'd,  and  what  a  Fortune 
I  have,  as  they  fay,  fnatch'd  out  of  my  Chops, 
W^ould  make  a  Man  run  mad. 

Fran.  I  fcarce  have  Leifure, 
I  am  fo  wholly  taken  up  with  Sorrow 
For  my  lov'd  Pupil,  to  enquire  thy  Fate  j 
Yet  I  will  hear  it. 

Gaz.  Why,  Sir!  I  had  bought  a  Place, 
A  Place  of  Credit  too,  and  had  gone  through  with  it : 
I  fliould  have  been  made  an  Eunuch. — There  was  Ho- 
nour 
For  a  late  poor  'Prentice  •,  when  upon  the  fudden 
There  was  fuch  a  Hurly-burly  in  the  Court, 
That  I  was  glad  to  run  away,  and  carry 
The  Price  of  my  Office  with  me. 

Fran, 
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Fran.  Is  that  all  ? 
You've  made  a  faving  Voyage.    We  mufl:  think  now. 
Though  not  to  free,  to  comfort  fad  Vitelli  -, 
My  griev'd  Soul  fuffers  for  him. 

Gaz.  1  am  fad  too  ; 
But,  had  I  been  an  Eunuch 

Frsn.  I'hink  not  on  it.  [Eoceunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    II.     . 

Enter  Afambeg,  unlocks  the  Door,  leads  forth  Paulina. 

Jfam.  Be  your  own  Guard  :  Obfequioufnefs  and  Ser- 
Shall  win  you  to  be  mine.     Of  all  Reftraint  [vice 

For  ever  take  your  Leave  :  No  Threats  ihall  awe  you  j 
No  jealous  Doubts  of  mine  difturb  your  Freedom  : 
No  fee'd  Spies  wait  upon  your  Steps.    Your  Virtue 
And  due  Confideration  in  yourfelf, 
Of  what  is  noble,  are  the  faithful  Helps 
I  leave  you,  as  Supporters  to  defend  you 
From  falling  bafely. 

Paul.  This  is  wond*rous  ftrange  ! 
Whence  flows  this  Alteration  ? 
Jfam.  From  true  Judgment, 
And  ftrong  Aflfurance  :  Neither  Grates  of  Iron, 
Hem'd  in  with  Walls  of  Brafs,  ftrid  Guards,  high  Birth, 
The  Forfeiture  of  Honour,  nor  the  Fear 
Of  Infamy,  or  Punifhment,  can  (lay 
A  Woman  flav'd  to  Appetite  from  being 
Falfe,  and  unworthy. 

Paul.  You  are  grown  fatyrical 
Againft  our  Sex.     Why,  Sir,  I  durft  produce 
Myfelf  in  our  Defence,  and  from  you  challenge 
A  Teftimony  that's  not  to  be  denied  j 
All  fall  not  under  this  unequal  Cenfure. 
I,  that  have  flood  your  Flatteries,  your  Threats, 
Bore  up  againft  your  fierce  Temptations  j  fcorn'd 
The  cruel  Means  you  praftis'd  to  fupplant  me. 
Having  no  Arms  to  help  me  to  hold  out, 

^  *^  -  But 
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But  Love  ot  Piety,  and  conftant  Goodnefs, 
If  you  are  unconlirm'd,  dare  again  boldly 
Enter  into  the  Lids,  and  combat  with 
All  Oppofites  Man's  Malice  can  bring  Ibrth 
To  fliake  me  in  my  Chaftity,   buiit  upon 
The  Rock  of  my  Religion. 

A  fain.   I  do  wifli 
I  could  believe  you  •,  but,  when  I  fliail  fliew  you 
A  moil  incredible  Example  of 
Your  Frailty  in  a  Princcis,  fu'd  and  fought  to 
By  Men  ot  Worth,  of  Rank,   of  Eminence  j  courtedi 
By  Happinefs  itfelf,  and  her  cold  Temper 
Approv'd  by  many  Years  \  yet  (he  to  fall. 
Fall  from  herfelf,  her  Glories,  nay,  her  Safety^ 
Into  a  Gulf  of  Shame,  and  black  Defpair  \ 
I  think  you'll  doubt  yourfelf,  or,  in  beholding 
Eler  Punifhment,  for  ever  be  deter'd 
From  yielding  bafely. 

Paul.  I  would  fee  this  Wonder  5 
'Tis,  Sir,  my  firft  Petition. 

Afam.  And  thus  granted  \ 

Above  you  fhall  oblerve  all.  [Paulina  Jieps  afiddi 

Enter  Muftapha. 

Mufia.  Sir,  1  fought  you, 
And  muft  relate  a  Wonder.     Since  I  ftudied 
And  knew  what  Man  was,  I  was  never  Witnefs 
Of  fuch  invincible  Fortitude  as  this  Chriiiian 
Shews  in  his  Sufferings  :  All  the  Torments  that    • 
We  could  prefent  him  with  to  fright  his  Conftancyj 
Confirm'd,  not  Ihook  it  \  and  thofe  heavy  Chains 
That  eat  into  his  Flelh,  appear'd  to  him 
Like  Bracelets,  madeof  fome  lov'd  Miflrefs'  Hairs^ 
We  kifs  in  the  Remembrance  of  her  Favours. 
I'm  ftrangely  taken  with  it,  and  have  loft 
Much  of  my  Fury. 

Afam.  Had  he  fuffer'd  poorly. 
It  had  call'd  on  my  Contempt  \  but  manly  Patience 

And 


T  H  E    R  E  N  E  G  A  D  O.  6j 

And  all-commanding  Virtue,  wins  upon 
An  Enemy.     I  fnall  think  upon  him.     Ha  ! 

Enier  Aga  with  a  Black  Box. 

So  foon  return'd  ?  This  Speed  pleads  in  Excufe 
Of  your  late  Fault,  which  I  no  more  remember. 
What's  the  Grand  Signior's  Pleafure  ? 

Aga.  'Tis  inclos'd  here. 
The  Box  too,  that  contains  it,  may  inform  you 
How  he  ftands  affeded  :  I  am  trufted  with 
Nothing  but  this. — On  Forfeit  of  your  Head, 
She  muft  have  a  fpeedy  Trial. 
.    Afam.  Bring  her  in 

In  Black,  as  to  her  Funeral :  'Tis  the  Colour 
Her  Fault  wills  her  to  wear  -,  and  which,  in  Juflice, 
I  dare  not  pity. — Sit,  and  take  your  Place  : 
However  in  her  Life  ihe  has  degenerated. 
May  fhe  die  nobly  ;  and  in  that  confirm 
Her  Greatnefs,  and  High  Blood. 

A  folemn  Muftck.  A  Guard.  The  Aga,  and  Capi-Aga, 
leading  in  Donufa  in  Black ;  her  'Train  borne  up  by  Ca- 
razie  and  Manto. 

Mufta.  I  now  could  melt ;  — 
But  foft  Companion  leave  me. 

Manto.  I  am  affrighted 
With  this  difmal  Preparation.     Should  the  enjoying 
Of  loofe  Dcfires  find  ever  fuch  Conclufions, 
All  Women  would  be  Veftals.  \^Afide, 

Don.  That  you  cloath  me 
In  this  fad  Livery  of  Death,  afllires  me 
Your  Sentence  is  gone  out  before,  and  I 
Too  late  am  call'd  for,  in  my  guilty  Caufe 

To  ufe  Qualification,  or  Excufe 

Yet  muft  1  not  part  fo  with  mine  own  Strength, 
But  borrow  from  my  Modefty  Boldnefs,  to 
Enquire  by  whofe  Authority  you  fit 

My 
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My  Judges,  and  whofe  Warrant  digs  my  Grave 
In  the  Frowns  you  dart  againll  my  Life  ? 

j^fam.  See  here ! 
This  fatal  Sign,  and  Warrant !   This,  brought  to 
A  General  fighting  at  the  Head  of  his 
Vi(ftorious  Troops,  raviflies  from  his  Hand 
His  e'en  then  conquering  Sword  :  This  {hewn  unta 
The  Sultan's  Brothers,  or  his  Sons,  delivers 
His  deadly  Anger  ;  and,  all  Hopes  laid  by, 
Commands  them  to  prepare  themfelves  for  Heaven  ^ 
Which  would  ftand  with  the  Quiet  of  your  Soul 
To  think  upon,  and  imitate.  '" 

Do?t.  Give  me  Leave 
A  little  to  complain  :  Firft,  of  the  hard 
Condition  of  my  Fortune,  which  may  move  you. 
Though  not  to  rife  up  Interceffors  for  me. 
Yet,  in  Remembrance  of  my  former  Life, 
(This  being  the  firft  Spot  tainting  mine  Honour) 
To  be  the  Means  to  bring  me  to  his  Prefence ; 
And  then  I  doubt  not,  but  I  could  alledge 
Such  Reafons  in  mine  own  Defence,  or  plead 
So  humbly  (my  Tears  helping)  that  it  fhould 
Awake  his  deeping  Pity. 

Afam.  'Tis  in  vain  ! 
If  you  have  aught  to  fay,  you  fhall  have  Hearings 
And  in  me  think  him  prefent. 

Don.  I  would  thus  then 
Firft  kneel,  and  kifs  his  Feet;  and  after,  tell  him 
How  long  Fd  been  his  Darling;  what  Delight 
My  infant  Years  afforded  him  ;  how  dear 
He  priz'd  his  Sifter,  in  both  Bloods,  my  Mother  i 
That  ftie,  like  him,  had  Frailty,  that  to  me 
Defcends  as  an  Inheritance  -,  then  conjure  him. 
By  her  bleft  Afties,  and  his  Father's  Soul, 
The  Sword  that  rides  upon  his  Thigh,  his  Right  Hand 
Holding  the  Scepter,  and  the  Ottoman  Fortune, 
To  have  Compaflion  on  me. 

Afam.  But  fuppofe 
(As  I  am  fure)  he  would  be  deaf,  what  then 
Could  you  infer  ?  Bon. 
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1)0)1.   I,  then,  would  thus  rrie  up, 
And  to  his  Teeth  tell  him,  he  was  a  Tyrant, 
A  moft  voluptuous,  and  infatiable  Epicure 
In  his  own  Flealures  •,  which  he  hugs  fo  dearly. 
As  proper,  and  peculiar  to  himfeJt, 
I'hat  he  denies  a  moderate  lawful  Ufe 
Of  all  Delight  to  others.     And  to  thee. 
Unequal  Judge,  I  Ipeak  as  much,  and  charge  thee 
But  with  impartial  '^yes  to  look  into 
Thyfelf,  and  then  confider  with  what  Juftice 
Thou  cand  pronounce  my  Sentence.  Unkind  Nature ! 
To  make  weak  Women,  Servants;  proud  Men,  Maflers. 
Indulgent  Mahomet !  Do  thy  bloody  Laws 
Call  my  Embraces  with  a  Chriilian,  Death  ? 
Having  my  Heat  and  Mny  of  Youth,  to  plead 
In  my  Excufe  ?  and  yet  want  Power  to  punilh 
Thefe  that  with  Scorn  break  thro'  thy  Cobweb-Ediclsj* 
And  laugh  at  thy  Decrees  ?  To  tame  their  Lulls 
There's  no  religious  Bit  ;  let  her  be  fair. 
And  pleafing  to  the  Eye,  though  Perfian^  Moor^ 
Idolatrefs,  "Turk.,  or  Chrifiian^  you  are  privileg'd. 
And  freely  may  enjoy  her.     At  this  Inftant, 
I  know,  unjuft  Man !  thou  haft  in  thy  Power 
A  lovely  Chriftian  Virgin  ;  thy  Offence 
Equal,  if  not  tranfcending  mine:   Why,  then. 
We  being  both  guilty,  doft  thou  not  defcend 
From  that  ufurp'd  Tribunal,  and  with  me 
Walk  Hand  in  Hand  to  Death  ? 

Afam.  She  Raves !  and  we 
Lofe  Time  to  hear  her : — Read  the  Law. 

Don.  Do!  do! 

I  ftand  rcfolv'd  to  fuffer. 

Aga.  If  any  Virgin,  of  what  Degree  or  Quality  fo- 
ever,  born  a  natural  'Turk.,  fhall  be  convifled  of  cor- 
poral Loofenefs,  and  Incontinence  with  any  Chriftian, 
fhe  is,  by  the  Decree  of  our  great  Prophet,  Mahomet, 
to  lofe  her  Head. 

Afam.  Mark  that !  then  tax  our  Juftice. 

Vol.  II.  E  '4^r\ 
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Aga.  Ever  provided,  That  if  fhe,  the  faid  Offender, 
by  any  Reafons,  Arguments,  or  Perfuafion,  can  win 
and  prevail  with  the  laid  Chriilian,  offending  with  her, 
to  alter  his  Religion,  and  marry  her,  that  then  the 
\Vinning  of  a  Soul  to  the  Mahometan  Seft  fliail  acquit 
her  from  all  Shame,  Difgrace  and  Puniihment  what- 
foever. 

Don.  I  lay  hold  on  that  Claufe,  and  challenge  from 
The  Privilege  of  the  Law.  [yoii 

Mujla.   What  will  you  do  ? 

Don.  Grant  me  Accefs  and  Means,  Pll  undertake 
To  turn  r.\\\s  Chrijlian  Turk.,  and  marry  him  : 
This  Trial  you  cannot  deny. 

Mujta.  O  bafe  ! 
Can  Fear  to  die  make  you  defcend  fo  low 
From  your  high  Birth,  and  brand  the  Ottoman  Line 
With  fiich  a  Mark  of  Infamy  .'' 

Jfam.  This  is  worfe 
Than  the  parting  with  your  Honour. — Better  fuffer 
Ten  thoufand  Deaths,  and  without  Hope  to  have 
A  Place  in  our  great  Prophet's  Paradife, 
Than  have  an  Aft  to  After-times  remembered 
So  foul  as  this  i^;. 

Mufta.  Chear  your  Spirits,  Madam  ! 
To  die  is  nothing  \  'tis  but  parting  with 
A  Mountain  of  Vexations. 

Afam.  I'hink  of  your  Honour: 
In  dying  nobly  you  make  Satisfacflion 
For  your  Offence  i  and  you  fliall  live  a  Story 
Cf  bold  heroic  Courage. 

Don.  You  {ball  not  fool  me 
Out  of  my  Life  :    I  claim  the  Law,  and  fue  for 
A  fpecdy  Trial  ;  if  1  fail,  you  may 
Determine  of  me  as  you  pleafe. 

Afam.  Bafe  Woman  ! 
— But  ufe  thy  Ways,  and  fee  thou  profper  in  *em  : 
For,  if  thou  fall  again  into  my  Power, 
Thou  fhalt  in  vain,  after  a  thoufand  Tortures, 
Cry  out  for  Death,  that  Death  which  now  thou  fiy'ft  from. 

Unloofe 
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tlnloof;;  the  Prifoner's  Chains. — Go!  lead  her  on 

To  try  the  Magiek  of  her  Tongue 1  follow  :  — 

I'm  on  the  Rack. ^Deicend,  my  bell  Paulina. 

[EseunL 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Francifco,  Jailor. 

Fran.  I  come  not  empty-handed  ; — I  will  pnrchafe 
YoLir  Favour  at  what  Rate  you  pleafe. — There's  Gold. 

Jailor.  '  ris  the  bell  Oratory.     I  will  hazard 
A  Check  for  your  Content. — Below  there  1 

Fitei.  Welcome!- [YittlVi  under  the SUge, 

Art  thou  the  happy  Meiienger,  that  brings  me 
News  of  my  Death  ? 

Ja:icr.  Your  [land  !  [Vitelli  pkck'd  «/. 

Fraji.  Nov/,  if  you  pleafe,' 
A  little  Privacy. 

Jailor.  You  have  bought  it.  Sir  ; 
Enjoy  it  freely.  [Exit  Jailor,, 

Fran.  O,  my  dearcfl  Pupil  ! 
Witnefs  thefe  Tears  of  Joy  :  I  never  faw  you, 
*Till  now,  look  lovely  ;  nor  durft  I  e'er  glory 
In  the  Mind  of  any  Man  I  had  built  up 
With  the  Hands  of  virtuous  and  religious  Precepts, 
'Till  this  glad  Minuce.     Now  you  have  made  good 
My  Expeftation  of  you.      By  my  Order  ! 
All  Reman  Cefars^  that  led  Kings  in  Chains, 
Fall  bound  to  their  triumphant  Chariots,  if 
Compar'd  with  that  true  Glory,  and  full  Luftre 
You  now  appear  in,  all  their  boaited  Honours, 
Purchas'd   with   Blood,  and  Wrong,   would  lofe  their 

Names, 
And  be  no  more  remember'd. 

Vitel.  This  Applaufe, 
CdnPirm'd  in  your  Allowance,  joys  me  more 
Than  if  athoufand  fuU-cram'd  Theatres 
Should  clap  their  eager  Hands,  to  witnefs  that 
The  Scene  I  a6l  did  pleafe,  and  they  admire  it, 

E  2  But 
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But  thefe  are.  Father,  but  Beginning<5,  not 

The  Ends,  of  my  high  Aims.     1  grant  t'  have  mafter'd 

The  rebel  Appetite  of  Flelh  and  Blood, 

Was  far  above  my  Strength  j  and  ftill  owe  for  it 

To  that  great  Power  that  lent  it.     But,  when  I 

Shall  make't  apparent,  the  grim  Looks  of  Death 

Affright  me  not  \  and  that  I  can  put  off 

The  fi  nd  Defire  of  Life  (that,  like  a  Garment 

Covers,  and  cloaths  our  Frailty)  haft'ning  to 

My  Martyrdom,  as  to  a  heavenly  Banquet, 

To  which  I  was  a  choice  invited  Gueft. 

Then  you  may  boldly  fay,  you  did  not  plough. 

Or  truft  the  barren  and  ungrateful  Sands 

With  the  fruitful  Grain  of  your  religious  Counfels. 

Fran.  You  do  inftruft  your  Teacher.     Let  the  Sua 
Of  your  clear  Life  (that  lends  to  good  Men  Light) 
But  fet  as  glorioufly  as  it  did  rife. 
Though  fometiraes  clouded,  you  may  write  nil  ultra 
To  human  Wilhcs. 

Vitel.  I  have  almoft  galn'd 
The  End  o'  th'  Race,  and  will  not  faint,  or  tire  now. 

E7iter  Aga  and  Jailor. 

Aga.    Sir,   by  your  Leave   (nay  flare  not)  I  bring 
Conifort ; 
The  Viceroy,  taken  with  the  conftant  Bearing 
Of  your  Afflictions  -,  and  prefuming  too 
You  vvill  not  change  your  Temper,  does  command 
Your  Irons  fhould  be  ta'en  off.    Now  arm  yourfelf 
With  your  old  Relblution  :  Suddenly 

\^he  Chains  taken  off. 
You  fhall  be  vifited.     You  mufl  leave  the  Room  too  \. 
And  do  it  without  Reply. 

Fran.  There's  no  contending : 
Be  ftill  thyfelf,  my  Son  !  {Exit  Francifco. 

ViteL 
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Fitel.  'Tis  not  in  Man 

Entei-  Donufa,  Afambeg,  Muflapha,  Paulina. 

To  change  or  alter  me. 

Paul.   Whom  do  I  look  on  ? 

My  Brother  ?  — '  fis  he  ! — But  no  more,  my  Tongue  ! 
Thou  wilt  betray  all.  \_4fide. 

Afam.  Let  us  hear  this  Tt^mptrefs  : 
The  Fellow  looks  as  he  would  Hop  his  Ears 
Againft  her  powerful  Spells. 

Paul.  He  is  undone  elfe. 

Vitel.  I'll  ftand  th'  Encounter  —  Charge  me  home. 

Don.  I  come,  Sir  !  [Bows  her/elf, 

A  Beggar  to  you,  and  doubt  not  to  find 
A  good  Man's  Charity,  which,  if  you  deny. 
You're  cruel  to  yoihrlelf  •,  a  Crime  a  wife  Man 
(And  fuch  I  hold  you)  would  not  willingly 
Be  guilty  of;  nor  let  it  find  lefs  Welcome, 
Though  I  (a  Creature  you  contemn)  now  fhew^  you 
The  Way  to  -certain  Happinefs  -,  nor  think  it 
Imaginary  or  phantaflical, 
And  lb  not  worth  th'  acquiring,  in  refpe(51: 
The  PaiTage  to  it  is  not  rough  nor  thorny  ; 
No  fteep  Hills  in  the  Way  which  you  muft  climb  up  4 
No  Monfters  to  be  conquer'd ;  no  Inchantments 
To  be  diffolv'd  by  Counter-Cliarms,  before 
You  take  Pofleflion  of  it. 

Vitel.  What  ftrong  Poifon 
Is  wrap'd  up  in  thefe  fugar'd  Pills  ? 

Don.  My  Suit  is, 
That  you  would  quit  your  Shoulders  of  a  Burthen 
Under  whofe  pond'rous  Weight  you  wilfully 
Have  too  long  groan'd,  to  call  thofe  Fetters  off. 
With  which,  with  your  own   Hands,    you  chain  your 

Freedom  : 
Forfake  a  fevere,  nay,  imperious  Miftrefs, 
Whole  Service  does  exact  perpetual  Cares, 
Watchings,  and  Troubles  j   and  give  Entertainment 

E  3  To 
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To  one  that  courts  you,  whofe  leafl  Favours  are 
\'aricty,  and  Choice  of  all  Delights 
Mankind  is  capable  of. 

ViU-].  You  Ipeak  in  Riddles, 
What  Burthen,  or  what  Mill  ids?  or  what  Fetters 
Are  thofe,  you  point  at  ? 

Den.  Thok,  which  your  Religion, 
The  Miftreis  you  too  long  have  ieiv-d,  compels 
To  bear  with  Slave-like  Patience. 

Vitel.  Ma! 

P^.uL  How  bravely 
That  virtuous  Anger  fhows!  [JJiJt. 

Don.  Be  wife,  and  weigh 
The  profperous  Succefs  ot   Things  ;  if  Bicffings 
Are  Donatives  from  Heaven  (which,  you  mult  grant, 
Were  Blafphemy  to  qiieftion)  and  that 
They  are  call'd  down,  and  pour'd  on  furh,  as  are 
Moil  gracious  with  the  great  Difpofer  of  'em. 
Look  on  our  flourifhing  Empire,  if  the  Splendor, 
Ihe  Majefty,  and  Glory  of  it  dim  not 
Your  feeble  Sight,  and  then  turn  back,  and  fee 
The  narrow  Bounds  of  yours  ;  yet  that  poor  Remnant 
lient  in  as  many  Faftions,  and  Opinions, 
As  you  have  petty  Kingdoms  ;  and  then,  if 
You  are  not  obftinate  againft  Truth  and  Reafon, 
You  muft  confefs  the  Deity  you  worHiip 
W'antsCare,  or  Power  to  help  you. 

Paul.  Hold  out  now. 
And  then  thou  art  vicflorious. 

^fam.  How  he  eyes  her  ! 

Mtijla.  As  if  he  would  look  through  her. 

Afam.  His  Eyes  flame  too, 
As  threat'ning  Violence. 

Vitel.  But  that  I  know 
The  Devil,  thy  Tutor  fills  each  Part  about  thee, 
And  that  I  cannot  play  the  Exorcifl: 
To  difpoffefs  thee,  unlefs  I  fh'uild  tear 
Thy  Body  Limb  by  Limb,  and  throw  it  to 
The  Furies  that  expecf]:  it,  I  would  now 

Pluck 
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Pluck  out  that  wicked  Tongue,  that  hath  Wafphem'd 

That  great  Omnipotency,  at  whofe  Nod 

The  Fabrick  of  ths  World  fhakes.     Dare  you  bring 

Your  juggling  Prophet  in  Comparifon  with 

That  molt  inl'crutablc,  and  infinite  Efience 

That  made  this  All,  and  comprehends  his  Work  ? 

The  Place  is  too  prophane  to  mention  him 

Whole  only  Name  is  facred.     O  Doniija! 

How  much  in  my  Compaffion  I  fuller. 

That  thou,  on  whom  this  mod  excelling  Form, 

And  Faculties  of  Difcourfe,  beyond  a  Woman, 

Were  by  his  liberal  Gift  confer'd,  (hould'tt  ftili 

Remain  in  Ignorance  of  him  that  gave  it ! 

I  will  not  foul  my  Mouth  to  Ipeak  the  Sorceries 

Of  your  Seducer,  his  bafe  Birth,  his  Whoredoms, 

His  ftrange  Impoftures  ^  nor  deliver  how 

He  taught  a  Pigeon  to  feed  in  his  Ear-, 

Then  made  his  credulous  Followers  believe 

It  was  an  Angel  that  in{tru(5led  him 

In  the  framing  of  his  Alcoran.     Pray  you  mark  me. — 

Jfam.  Thefe  Words  are  Death,  were  he  in  nought 
elfe  guilty. 

Vitel.  Your  Intent,  to  win  me 
To  be  of  your  Belief,  proceeded  from 
Your  Fear  to  die.     Can  there  be  Strength  in  that 
Religion,  that  fuffers  us  to  tremble 
At  that  which  every  Day,  nay.  Hour,  we  hafte  to  ? 

Don.  This  is  unanfwerable,  and  there's  Ibmething  tells 
me 
I  err  in  my  Opinion, 

Vitel.  Cheriih  it ! 
It  is  a  heavenly  prompter;  entertain 
This  holy  Motion,  and  wear  on  your  Forehead 
The  lacred  Badge  he  arms  his  Servants  with. 
You  (hall,  like  me,  with  Scorn  look  down  upon 
All  Engines  Tyranny  can  advance  to  batter 
Your  conftant  Refolution  :  Then  you  fhali 
Look  truly  fair,  when  your  Mind's  Purenefs  anfwers 
Your  outward  Beauties. 

E  4  Don. 
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Don,  I  came  here  to  take  you, 
But  I  perceive  an  yielding  in  myfelf 
To  be  your  Prilbner. 

yilel.  ' Tis  an  Overthrow, 
That  will  outfliine  all  V'idories.     O  Donufa  ! 
Die  in  my  Faith  like  me-,   and  'tis  a  Marriage 
At  which  ccledial  Angels  fliall  be  Waiters, 
And  fuch  as  have  been  Tainted  welcome  us. 
— Are  you  confirm'd  ? 

Do?!.  I  would  be  •,  but  the  Means 
That  may  afllire  me  ? 

FiuL  Heaven  is  merciful, 
And  will  not  fuffer  you  to  want  a  Man 
To  do  that  facred  Office,  build  upon  it. 

Don.  Then  thus  I  fpit  at  Mahomet. 

Afam.  Stop  her  Mouth  : 
In  Death  to  turn  Apoftate  !  1*11  not  hear 
One  Syllable  from  any  \ — wretched  Creature  : 
With  the  next  rifing  Sun  prepare  to  die. 
Yet  Chriilian,  in  Reward  of  thy  brave  Courage, 
Be  thy  F'aith  right,  or  wrong,  receive  this  Favour, 
In  Perfon  I'll  attend  thee  to  thy  Death ; 
And  boldly  challenge  all  that  1  can  give. 
But  what's  not  in  my  grant,  which  is  to  live.    {Exeuni. 

The  End  of  the  Fourth  AtJ. 

A  C  T     V.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Vitelli,  Francifco. 

Fran.  "XT'  OU'RE  wond'rous  brave,  and  jocund. 
Vucl.    j[       Welcome,  Father! 
Should  1  fpare  Coft,  or  not  wear  chearful  Eooks 
Upon  my  Wedding  Day,  it  were  ominous, 
And  (hew'd  I  did  repent  it ;  which  I  dare  not. 
It  being  a  Marriage,  howfoevcr  fad 

In 
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fn  the  fird  Ceremonies  that  confirm  it, 
That  will  ior  ever  arm  me  againil  Fears, 
Repentance,  Doubts,  or  Jealoufies,  and  bring 
Perpetual  Comforts,  Peace  of  Mind,  and  Qiiiet 
To  the  glad  Couple, 

Fran.  I  well  underftand  you  ; 
And  my  full  Joy  to  fee  you  fo  refolv'd 
Weak  Words  cannot  exprefs,     What  is  the  Hour 
Defign'd  for  this  Solemnity  ? 

Vitel.  The  fixth  ; 
Something  before  the  fetting  of  the  Sun 
We  take  our  laft  Leave  of  his  fading  Light, 
And  with  our  Soul's  Eyes  feek  for  Beams  eternal. 
Yet  there's  one  Scruple  with  which  I  am  much 
Perplex'd,  and  troubl'd,  which  I  know  you  cari 
Refolve  me  of. 

Fran.  What  is't  ? 

Vitel,  This,  Sir  -,  my  Bride, 
Whom  I  firft  courted,  and  then  won  (not  with 
Loofe  Lays,  poor  Flatteries,  apifh  Compliments, 
But  facred,  and  religious  Zeal;  yet  wants 
The  holy  Badge  that  fhould  proclaim  her  fit 
For  thefe  celeftial  Nuptials  :  Willing  fhe  is, 
I  know,  to  wear  it,  as  the  choiceft  Jewel 
On  her  fair  Forehead  •,  but  to  you,  that  well 
Could  do  that  Work  of  Grace,  I  know  the  Viceroy 
Will  never  grant  Accefs.     Now,  in  a  Cafe 
Of  this  Neceflity,  I  would  gladly  learn. 
Whether  in  me  a  Layman,  without  Orders, 
It  may  not  be  religious,  and  lawful 
As  we  go  to  our  Deaths  to  do  that  Ofiice  ? 

Fran.  A  Queftion,  in  itfelf,  with  much  Eafe  anfwer'd; 
Midwives  upon  Neceffity  perform't  j 
And  Knights  that  in  the  holy  Land  fought  for 
The  Freedom  of  Jerufnlem.,  when  full 
Of  fweat,  and  Enemy's  Blood,  have  made  their  Helmets 
The  Fount,  out  of  whidi  with  their  holy  Hands 
They  drew  that  heavenly  Liquor :  'Twas  approved  then 
By  the  holy  Church,  nor  muft  I  think  it  now 
In  you  a  Work  lefs  pious.  Vitel, 
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Vitel.  You  confirm  me  ; 
I  will  find  a  Way  to  do  it.     In  the  mean  Time 
Your  holy  Vows  a  111  It  me. 

Fran.  They  fhall  ever 
Be  prefent  with  you. 

ViteL  You  Ihall  lee  me  acl 
This  lad  Scene  to  the  Life. 

Fran.  And,  though  now  fall, 
Jvife  a  blefs'd  Martyr. 

Vitel.  That's  my  End,  my  All.  ^Exeunt, 

SCENE     II. 
Enter  Grimaldi,  Mafte'r\  Boatfwain^  Sailers, 

Boatf.  Sir,  if  you  flip  this  Opportunity, 
Never  exped:  the  like. 

Majter.  With  as  much  Eafe  now 
We  may  Heal  the  Ship  out  of  the  Harbour,  Captain, 
As  ever  Gallants  in  a  wanton  Bravery 
Have  fet  upon  a  drunken  Conftable, 
And  bore  him  from  a  fleepy,  Rug-gown'd  Watch- 
Be  therefore  wife. 

Grim.  I  muft  be  honefl:  tQO, 
And  you  fhall  wear  that  Shape  :  You  fliallobferve  me. 
If  that  you  piirpofe  to  continue  mine. 
Think  you  Ingratitude  can  be  the  Parent 
To  our  unfeign'd  Repentance .''  Do  I  owe 
A  Peace  within  here,  Kingdoms  could  not  purchafe. 
To  my  religious  Creditor,  to  leave  him 
Open  to  Danger,  the  great  Benefit 
Never  remembred  ?  No  ;  though  in  her  Bottom, 
We  could  flow  up  the  Tribute  ot  the  Turk  j 
Nay,  grant  the  Paflage  lafe  too-,  I  will  never 
Confent  to  weigh  an  Anchor  up,  till  he, 
That  only  muft,  commands  it. 

Boatf.  This  Religion 
Will  ktep  us  Slaves  and  Beggars. 

Majler. 
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Majler.  The  Fiend  prompts  me 
To  change  my  Copy  :   Plague  on't,  we  are  Seamen  : 
W.har  have  we  to  do  with't,  but  for  a  Snatch,  or  fo, 
Ac  the  End  of  a  long  Lf  nt  ? 

Enter  Franclfco. 

Foatf.  Mum.     See,  who  is  here  ? 

Gnm.  My  Father ! 

Fran.  My  good  Convert!   I  am  full 
Qf  feripus  Bufinels,  which  denies  me  Leave 
To  hold  long  Conference  with  you  :  Only  thus  much 
JBriefiy  receive  j — a  Day  or  two  at  the  moft. 
Shall  make  me  fit  to  take  my  Leave  of  'TuniSy 
Or  give  me  loft  for  ever. 

Grim.  Days,  nor  Years, 
Provided  that  my  Stay  may  do  you  Service, 
But  to  nie  fliail  be  Minutes. 

Fra7u  I  much  thank  you  : 
In  this  fmall  Scroll  you  may,  in  private  read 
What  my  Intents  are  ;  and,  as  they  grow  ripe, 
I  will  inllruft  you  further :  In  the  mean  Time 
Borrow  your  late  diftrafted  Looks,  and  Gefture ; 
The  more  dejedled  you  appear,  the  lefs 
The  Viceroy  muft  fufpeft  you, 

Grim.  1  am  nothing, 
But  what  you  pieafe  to  have  me  be. 

Fran.  Farewell,  Sir  ! 

Be  cheerful,  Mafter  !  fomething  we  will  do 
That  fhali  reward  itfelf  in  the  Performance  i 
And  that's  true  Prize  indeed. 

Majler,  \  am  obedient. 

[^Exeunt  Grimaldi,  Majler.,  Boatfivain. 

Boatf.  And  I  : — There's  no  contending. 

Fran.   Peace  to  you  all. 
Profper  thou  great  Exiftence,  my  EndeavOvirs, 
As  they  religioufly  are  undertaken. 
And  diftant  equally  from  fervile  Gain, 

Enter 
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Enter  Paul  inn,  Cnizi,  a7td  Manto. 

Or  glorious  Oftentation. — I  am  heard 

In  this  bleft  Opportunity,  which  in  vain 

I  long  have  waited  tor. — I  muft  fliow  myfelf  I 

O,  ilie  has  found  me !  now  if  Hie  prove  right 

All  Hope  will  not  forlake  us. 
Pjaul.  Farther  of}'! 

And  in  that  Diflance  know  your  Duties  too! 

You  were  beftow'd  on  me  as  Slaves  to  ierve  me. 

And  not  as  Spies  to  pry  into  my  Adions, 

And  after  to  betray  me.     You  fliall  find 

If  any  Look  of  mine  be  unobferv'd, 
I  am  not  ignorant  of  a  Miftrefs'  Power, 
And  from  whom  I  receive  it. 

Car.  Note  this,  Manto, 
The  Pride,  and  Scorn,  with  which  fhe  entertains  us! 
Now  we  are  made  her's  by  the  Viceroy's  Gift. 
Our  fweet  condition'd  Princefs,  fair  Donufa^ 
(Reft  in  her  Death  wait  on  her !)  never  us'd  us 
"With  fuch  Contempt.     I  would  he  had  fent  me 
To  theGallies,  or  the  Gallows,  when  he  gave  me 
To  this  proud  little  Devil.  \_Afide, 

Manto.  I  expert 
All  tyrannous  Ufage,  but  I  muft  be  Patient ; 
And,  though  ten  'Pimes  a  Day,  ftie  tears  thefe  Locks, 
Or  makes  this  Face  herFootftooI,  'tis  but  Juftice. 

[Jfide, 
Paul.  'Tis  a  true  Story  of  my  Fortunes,  Father  ! 
My  Chaftity  preferv'd  by  Miracle, 
Or  your  Devotions  for  me  •,  and,  believe  it. 
What  outward  Pride  fo  e'er  I  counterfeit, 
Or  State  to  thefe  appointed  to  attend  me, 
J  am  not  in  my  Difpofition  alter'd. 
But  ftill  your  humble  Daughter,  and  ftiare  with  you, 
In  my  poor  Brother's  Sufferings. — All  Hell's  Torments 
Revenge  it  on  accurs'd  Grimaldi's  Soul, 
That,  in  his  Rape  of  me,  gave  a  Beginning 

To 
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To  all  the  Miferies  that  fince  have  follow*d. 

Fran.  Be  charitable,  and  forgive  him,  gentle  Daugh- 
ter! 
He's  a  chang'd  Man,  and  may  redeem  his  Fault 
In  his  fair  Life  hereafter.     You  muft  bear  too 
Your  forc'd  Captivity  (for  'tis  no  better. 
Though  you  wear  golden  Fetters)  and  of  him, 
Whom  Death  affrights  not,  learn  to  hold  out  nobly^ 

Paul.  You  are  ftill  the  fame  good  Counfellor. 

Fran.  And  who  knows, 
(Since  what  above  is  purpos'd,  is  infcrutable) 
But  that  the  Viceroy's  extreme  Dotage  on  you 
May  be  the  Parent  of  a  happier  Birth 
Than  yet  our  Hopes  dare  fafhion.     Longer  Conference 
May  prove  unfafe  for  you,  and  me,  however. 
Perhaps  for  Trial,  he  allows  you  Freedom. 

\_Delivers  a  Paper. 
From  this  learn  therefore  what  you  muft  attempt. 
Though  with  the  Hazard  of  yourfelf, — Heaven  guard 

you. 
And  give  Vitelli  Patience  -,  then  I  doubt  not 
But  he  will  have  a  glorious  Day,  fince  fome 
Hold  truly,  fuch  as  fuffer,  overcome.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Afambeg,  Muflapha,  Aga,  Capiaga. 

Afam.  What  we  commanded,  fee  perform'd  •,  and  fail 
not    ' 
In  all  Things  to  be  pun£l:ual. 

Jga.  We  fhall.  Sir !  [Exeunt  Aga,  Capiaga. 

Mujia.  'Tis  ftrange,  that  you  ihouid  ufe  fuch  Cir- 
cumftance 
To  a  Delinquent  of  fo  mean  Condition  I 

Afam^  Had  he  appear'd  in  a  more  fordid  Shape 
Then  difguis'd  Greatnefs  ever  deign'd  to  malk  in, 
The  gallant  bearing  of  his  prefent  Fortune 
A  loud  proclaims  him  noble. 

Mujlct. 


75  THE     R  E  N  E  G  A  D  6,  . 

Mujlci.  It"  you  doubt  him 
To  be  a  Man  built  up  for  great  Employments, 
And,  as  a  cunning  Spy,  lent  to  explore 
The  Cities  Strength,  or  Weaknefs,  you  by  Torture 
May  force  him  to  difcover  it. 

Afam.  I'hat  were  bafe  -, 
Nor  dare  1  do  fuch  Injury  to  Virtue 
And  bold,  afllired  Courage-,  neither  can  I    " 
Be  won  to  think,  but,  if  1  ihould  attempt  it, 
I  fhoot  againft  the  Moon,     He,  that  hath  flood 
The  roughed  Battery,  that  Captivity 
Could  ever  bring  to  Ihake  a  conftant  Temper*, 
Defpis'd  the  Fawnings  of  a  future  Greatnefs, 
By  Beauty  in  her  full  Pcrfedion  tendered  ; 
Ihat  hears  of  Death  as  of  a  quiet  Slumber, 
And,  from  the  Surplufage  of  his  own  Firmnefs, 
Can  fpare  enough  of  Fortitude,  to  affure 
A  feeble  Woman  -,  will  now,  Muftapha^  never 
Be  aker'd  in  his  Soul  for  any  Torments 
We  can  affii6l  his  Body  with  ? 

Mujia.  Do  your  Pjeafure  ! 
I  only  offer'd  you  a  Friend's  Advice, 
But  without  Gall,  or  Envy,  to  the  Man 
That  is  to  fuffer. — But  what  do  you  determine 
Of  poor  Grimaldi"^  The  Difgrace  call'd  on  him, 
I  hear,  has  run  him  mad. 

Afam.  There  weigh  the  Difference 
In  the  true  Temper  of  their  Minds.     The  one^ 
A  Pirate  fold  to  Mifchiefs,  Rapes,    and  all 
That  make  a  Slave  relentlefs  and  obdurate  -, 
Yet,  of  himfelf  wanting  the  inward  Strengths 
That  fhould  defend  him,  finks  beneath  Compaffion^ 
Or  Pity  of  a  Man  ;  whereas  this  Merchant, 
Acquainted  only  with  a  civil  Life, 
Arm'd  in  himfelf,  intrench'd,  and  fortify'd 
With  his  own  Virtue,  valuing  Life  and  Death 
At  the  fame  Price,  poorly  does  not  invite 
A  Favour,  but  commands  us  do  him  right  i 
Which  unto  him,  and  her  (we  both  once  honour*d) 

As 
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i^s  a  jiift  Debt  I  gladly  pay  *em — they  enter  ; 

Now  fit  equal  Hearers.     [J  dreadful  Mp/ick  at  one  Door, 

The  Aga,  Janizaries^  ViteJli,  Francifco,  Gazet  at  the 
other:  Donufa,  Paulina,  Carazie,  Manto. 

Mujla.  I  fliall  bear. 
And  lee,  Sir !   without  PafTion ;  my  Wrongs  arm  me. 

Vitel.  A  joyful  Preparation  !   to  whofe  bounty 
Owe  we  our  ihanks  for  gracing  thus  our  Hymen  ? 
The  Notes,  though  dreadful  to  the  Ear,  found  here 
As  our  EpithaUmium  were  fung 
By  a  Cgeleiiial  Choir,  and  a  full  Chorus 
AiTur'd  us  future  Happinefs.     Thefe  that  lead  me 
Gaze  not  with  v;anton  Eyes  upon  my  Bride, 
Nor  for  their  Service  are  repaid  by  me 
With  Jealoufies,  or  Fears  ;  nor  do  they  envy 
My  Pafi^ige  to  thofe  Pleafures  from  which  Death 
Cannot  deter  me.     Great  Sir,  pardon  me ! 
Imagination  of  the  Joys  I  haften  to 
Made  me  forget  my  Duty  -,  but,  the  Form 
And  Ceremony  pait,  I  will  attend  you. 
And  with  our  conllant  Refolution  feaft  you, 
Not  with  courfeCates,  forgot  asfoon  as  tailed. 
But  fuch  as  fnall,  while  you  have  Memory, 
Be  pleafing  to  the  Palate. 

Fran.  Be  not  loft 
In  what  you  purpofe.  \^Exi(  Francifco, 

Gaz.  Call  you  this  a  Marriage  ? 
It  diifers  little  from  Hanging  •,  I  cry  at  it. 

Vitel.  See,  where  my  Bride  appears  !  in  what  full  Lu- 
ftre! 
As  if  the  Virgins,  that  bear  up  her  Train, 
Had  long  coficended  to  receive  an  Honour 
Above  their  Births,  in  doing  her  this  Service. 
Nor  comes  fhe  fearful  to  meet  thofe  Delights, 
Which,  once  paft  o*er,  immortal  Pleafures  fcjlow. 
I  need  not,  therefore,  comfort,  or  encourage 
Her  forward  Steps  j  and  i  fhouid  offer  Wrong 

To 
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To  her  Mind's  Fortitude,  flioiild  I  but  aflv 

How  iLe  can  brook  tlie  rough  high  going  Sea, 

Over  vvhofe  loamy  Back  our  Ship,  weil  rig'd 

With  Hope  and  llrong  AlTurancc,  mui1:  tranfport  us. 

Nor  will  1  tell  her,  when  we  reach  the  Haven 

(Which  l>mpefts  lliall  not  hinder)  what  loud  Welcome 

Shall  entertain  us ;  nor  commend  the  Place, 

To  tell  whole  leaft  Perfedlion  would  ftrike  dumb 

The  Eloquence  of  all  boafted  in  Story^ 

Though  join'd  together. 

Don.  'lis  enoughj  my  deareft  ? 
I  dare  not  doubt  you  •,  as  your  humble  Shadow, 
Lead  where  you  pleafe,  I  follow. 

Vitcl.  One  Suit,  Sir  I 
And  willingly  I  ceafe  to  be  a  Beggar  ; 
And,  that  you  may  with  more  Security  hear  it, 
Knov/,  'tis  not  Life  I'll  ail<,  nor  to  deler, 
Our  Deaths,  but  a  few  Minutes. 

Jfam.  Speak  -,  'tis  granted. 

Vitel.  We  being  now  to  take  our  lateft  Leave 
And  grown  of  one  Belief,  I  do  defire 
I  may  have  your  Allowance  to  perform  it, 
But  in  the  Fafhion  which  we  Chriftians  ufe, 
Upon  the  like  Occafions. 

j^fam.  'Tis  allow'd  of. 

Viiel.  My  Service:  Hafte,  G^s;^/,  to  the  next  Spring, 
And  bring  me  of  it. 

GazeL  Would  I  could  as  well 
Fetch  you  a  Pardon  •,  I  would  not  run  but  fly, 
And  be  here  in  a  Moment. 

Mujla.  What's  the  Myftery  of  this  ?  Difcover  it. 

Vitel.  Great  Sir  !  I'll  tell  you. 
Each  Country  hath  it's  own  peculiar  Rites  : 
Some,  when  they  are  to  die,  drink  Store  of  Wine, 
Which  pour'd  in  liberally  does  oft  beget 
A  baflard  Valour,  with  which  arm'd  they  bear 
'l"he  not  to  be  declined  Charge  of  Death 
With  lels  Fear,  and  Aftonifhment :  Others  take 
Drugs  to  procure  a  heavy  Sleep,  that  fo 

They 
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They  may  infenfibly  receive  the  Means 
rhat  cads  them  in  an  everlafting  Slumber; 
Otliers — O  welcome  ! 

Enter  Gazet  with  Water. 

Afani.  Now  the  Ufe  of  yours  ? 

Vitel.  The  Clearnefs  of  this  is  a  perfeft  Sign 
Of  Innocence  j  and  as  this  wafhes  off 
Stains,  and  Pollutions  from  the  Things  we  wear, 
Thrown  thus  upon  the  Forehead,  it  hath  Power 
To  purge  thofe  Spots  that  cleave  unto  the  Mind, 

[X brows  it  on  her  Face^ 
If  thankfully  receiv'd. 

Afam.  'Tis  a  ftrange  Cufiom  ! 

Vitel.  How  do  you  entertain  it,  my  Donufa? 
Feel  you  no  Alteration  ?  No  new  Motives  ? 
No  unexpeded  Aids  that  may  confirm  you 
In  that  to  which  you  were  inclin'd  before  ? 

Don.  I  am  another  Woman, — till  this  Minute 
I  never  liv'd,  nor  durft  think  how  to  die. 
Flow  long  have  I  been  blind  !  yet  on  the  fudden. 
By  this  bleft  Means  I  feel  the  Films  of  Error, 
Ta'en  from  my  Soul's  Eyes.     O  divine  Phyfician ! 
That  haft  beftow'd  a  Sight  on  me,  which  Death, 
Though  ready  to  embrace  me  in  his  Arms, 
Cannot  take  from.  rne.     Let  me  kifs  the  Hand 
That  did  this  Miracle,  and  feal  my  Thanks 
Upon  thofe  Lips  from  whence  thefe  fweet  Words  va- 

nilh'd 
That  freed  me  from  the  crueleft  of  Prifons, 
Blind  Ignorance,  and  Mifbelief :  falfe  Prophet ! 
Impoftor  Mahomet  I 

Afam.  I'll  hear  no  more  -, 
You  do-abufe  my  Favours,  fever  'em: 
Wretch  if  thou  had  ft  another  Life  to  lofe. 
This  Blafphemy  deferv'd  it, — inftantly 
Carry  them  to  their  Deaths. 

Vol.  II.  F  Vitel, 
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ViteJ.  We  part  now,  bleft  one  ! 
To  meet  hereafter  in  a  Kingdom,  where 
Hell's  Malice  fliall  not  reach  us. 
Paul   Ha!  ha!  ha! 
Jfam.  What  means  my  Miftrefs  ? 
Paul.  Who  can  hold  her  Spleen, 
When  fuch  ridiculous  Follies  are  prefented ; 
The  Scene  too  made  Religion  ?  O,  my  Lord, 
How  from  one  Caufe  two  contrary  Effe6ls 
Spring  up  upon  the  ludden. 
Afam.  This  is  ftrange  ! 

Paul.  That  which  hath  fool'd  her  in  her  Death,  wins 
me. 
That  hitherto  have  bar'd  myfelf  from  Pleafure, 
To  live  in  all  Delight. 

Afam.  There's  Mufick  in  this. 
Paul.   I  now  will  run  as  fiercely  to  your  Arms 
As  ever  longing  Woman  did,  borne  high 
On  the  fwift  Wings  of  Appetite. 
Vitel.  O  Devil! 

Paul.  Nay  more ;  for  there  fhall  be  no  odds  betwixt 
us, 
I  will  turn  Turk. 

Gazet.  Moft  of  your  Tribe  do  fo. 
When  they  begin  in  Whore.  {^Aftde. 

Jfam.  You  are  ferious  Lady  ? 
Paul.  Serious  : — But  fatisfy  me  in  a  Suit 
That  to  the  World  may  witnefs  that  I  have 
Some  Power  upon  you,  and  To-morrow  challenge 
Whatever's  in  my  Gift;  for  I  will  be 
At  your  Difpofe. 

Gazet.   That's  ever  the  Subfcription 
To  a  damn'd  Whore's  falfe  Epillle.  [A/ide. 

Afam.  A{k  this  Hand, 
Or,  if  thou  wilt,  the  Heads  of  thefe.     I  am  rapt 
Beyond  myfelf  with  Joy.— Speak,  fpeak,  what  is  it  ? 
Paul.  But  twelve  ihort  Hours  reprieve  for  this  bafe 

Couple. 
Afam.  TheReafon,  fince  you  hate  them? 

Paul, 
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Paul.  That  I  may 
Have  Time  to  triumph  o'er  this  wretched  Woman  : 
I'll  be  myfelf  her  Guardian.     1  will  feaft. 
Adorned  in  her  Choice  and  richeft  Jewels, 
Commit  him  to  what  Guards  you  pleale.     Grant  this, 
I  am  no  more  mine  own,  but  yours. 

Jfam.  Enjoy  it. 
Repine  at  it  who  dares.     Bear  him  fafc  off 
To  the  Black  Tower,  but  give  him  all  Things  ufeful  5 
The  contrary  was  not  in  your  Requeft. 

Paul.  I  do  contemn  him. 

Don.  Peace  in  Death  deny'd  me  ? 

Paul.  Thou  fhalt  not  go  in  Liberty  to  thy  Grave, 
For  one  Night  a  Sultana  is  my  Slave. 

Mufta.  A  terrible  little  Tyrannefs. 

Ajam.  No  more  •, 
Her  Will  fhall  be  a  Law.     'Till  now  ne'er  happy. 

{Exeunt'^ 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

£«/^rFrancirco,  Grimaldi,  Majier^  Boatfwain^  and  Sailors: 

Grim.  Sir!  all  Things  are  in  Readinefs;  tht  Turks 
That  feiz'd  upon  my  Ship  ftow'd  under  Hatches ; 
My  Men  refolv'd,  and  chearful.     Ufe  but  Means 
To  get  out  of  the  Ports,  we  will  be  ready 
To  bring  you  aboard,  and  then  (Heaven  be  but  pleas'd) 
This  tor  the  Viceroy's  Fleet. 

Fran.  Diicharge  your  Parts, 
In  mine  I'll  not  be  wanting :  Fear  not,  Mafter ! 
Something  will  come  along  to  fraught  your  Bark, 
That  you  will  have  juft  Cauic  to  fay  you  never 
Made  fuch  a  Voyage. 

Majler.  We  will  ftand  the  Hazard. 

Fran.  What's  the  beft  Hour  ? 

Boatf.  After  the  fecond  Watch. 

Fran.  Enough  •, — each  to  his  Charge. 

Grim.  We  will  be  careful.  [Exeunt: 

f  2  s  c  E  N  b; 


U  T  H  E     R  E  N  E  G  A  D  a 

SCENE     V. 

Efitcr  Paulina,  Donula,  Carazie,  Manto. 

Paul.  Sic,  Madam !   it  is  fit  that  I  attend  you  ; 
And  pardon,  I  bcfeech  you,  my  rude  Language, 
To  whicli  the  fooner  you  will  be  invited. 
When  you  fhail  underftand,  no  Way  was  left  me 
To  ^ree  you  from  a  prefent  Fxecution, 
But  by  my  perfonating  that,  which  never 
My  Nature  was  acquainted  with. 

Don.  I  believe  you. 

Ptiul.  You  will,  when  you  fliall  underftand  I  may 
Receive  the  Honour  to  be  known  unto  you 
By  a  nearer  Name. — And,  not  to  rack  you  further, 
The  Man  you  pleafe  to  favour  is  my  Brother ; 
No  Merchant,  Madam,  but  a  Gentleman 
Of  the  bcft  Rank  in  Venice. 

Don.  I  rejoice  in't, 
But  what's  this  to  his  Freedom  ?  For  myfelf, 
Were  he  well  off,  I  were  fecure. 

Paul.  I  have 
A  prefent  Means,  not  plotted  by  myfelf, 
But  a  religious  Man,  my  Confcffor, 
That  may  preferve  all,  if  we  had  a  Servant 
Whofe  Faith  we  might  rely  on. 

Don.  She,  that's  now. 
Your  Slave,  was  once  mine  ;  had  I  twenty  Lives, 
I  durft  commit  them  to  her  Truft. 

Manto.  Oh!   Madam! 
I  have  been  falfe, — forgive  me  — I'll  redeem  it 
By  any  Thing,  however  defperate. 
You  pleafe  t'  impofe  upon  me. 

Paul.  'Troth  thefe  Tears, — 
I  think,  cannot  be  counterfeit, — I  believe  her. 
And  if  you  pleafe  will  try  her. 

Don.  At  your  Peril  -, 
There  is  no  further  Danger  can  look  towards  me. 

Paul 
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Paul.  This  only  then — canft  thou  uk  Means  to  carry 
This  bak'd  Meat  to  Vitelli  ? 

Manto.  With  much  Eafe; 
I  am  familiar  with  the  Guard  -,  befide, 
It  being  known  'twas  I  that  did  betray  him. 
My  Entrance  hardly  will  of  them  be  queftion'd. 

Paul.  About  it  then. — Say  it  was  fent  to  him 
From  his  Donufa :  Bid  him  fearch  the  midll  ot  't. 
He  there  (hall  find  a  CordiaL 

Manto.  What  I  do 
Shall  fpeak  my  Care  and  Faith.  '^Exit  Manto. 

Don.  Good  Fortune  with  thee  ! 

Paul.  You  cannot  eat. 

Don.  The  Time  we  thus  abufe 
We  might  employ  much  betten 

Paul.  I  am  glad 
To  hear  this  from  you.     As  for  you  Carazie! 
If  your  Intents  do  prolper,  make  Choice,  whether 
You'll  ileal  away  with  your  two  MiftrefTes, 
Or  take  your  Fortune. 

Car.  I'll  be  gelded  twice  firft  ; 
Hang  him  that  flays  behind. 

Paul.  I  wait  you  Madam. 
Were  but  my  Brother  off,  by  the  Command 
Of  the  doting  Viceroy  there's  no  Guard  dare  (lay  me ; 
And  I  will  fafely  bring  you  to  the  Place 
Where  we  muft  expe6t  him. 

Don.  Heaven  be  gracious  to  us.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     VI. 

Enter  Vitelli,  Aga,  and  a  Guard. 

Vitel.  Paulina  to  fall  off  thus  !  'tis  to  me 
More  terrible  than  Death  ;  and,  like  an  Earthquake 
Totters  this  walking  Building  'fuch  I  am) 
And  in  my  fudden  Ruin  would  prevent. 
By  choking  up  at  once  my  vital  Spirits, 
This  pompous  Preparation  for  my  Death. 

F  3  But 
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But  I  am  loft  j  ihat  good  Man,  good  Francifco, 

Deliver'd  me  a  Paper,  which  till  now 

1  wanted  Leilurc  to  perulb.  [Raids  the  Paper. 

Aga.  This  Chriftian 
Fears  not,  it  leems,  the  ne'er  approaching  Sun 
Whole  lecond  Rile  he  never  mutt  lalute. 

Enter  Manto  ivith  the  hak\i  Meat, 

1  Guard.  Who's  that  ? 

2  Guard.  Stand  ! 
Aga.  Manto  ? 

Manto.  Here's  the  Viceroy's  Ring 
Gives  Warrant  to  my  Entrance.     Yet  you  may 
Partake  of  any  1  hing  I  Ihall  deliver  j 
'Tis  but  a  Prefcnt  to  a  dying  Man 
Sent  from  the  Princefs  diat  muft  luiTer  with  hinri, 

Aga.  Ufe  your  own  Freedom. 

Manto.  I  would  not  dillurb 
This  his  laft  Contemplation. 

Vitel.  O,  'tis  well ! 
He  has  reftor'd  all,  and  I  atPeaqe  again 
With  my  Paulina. 

Manto.  Sirl  the  fad  Domtfa 
Grieved  for  your  Sufferings,  more  than  for  her  own, 
Knowing  the  long  and  tedious  Pilgrimage 
You  are  to  take,  preients  you  with  this  Cordial, 
Which  privately  Ihe  wifhes  you  fhould  tafte  of, 
Andfearchthe  middle  Part,  where  you  fliall  find 
Something  that  hath  the  Operation  to 
Make  Death  look  lovely. 

Vitelli.  I  will  not  difpute 
What  fne  commands,  but  ferve  it.  [Exit  Vitelli. 

Aga.  Pr'ythee,  Manto! 
How  hath  the  unfortunate  Princefs  fpent  this  Night 
Under  her  proud  new  Miftrefs  ^ 

Manto.  With  fuch  Patience 
As  it  o'ercomes  the  other's  Infolence ; 
Nay,  triumphs  o'er  her  Pride.     My  much  Hade  now 

Commands 


THERENEGADO.  87 

Commands  me  hence;  but,  the  fad  Tragedy  pad, 

I'll  give  you  Satisfaftion  to  the  full 

Of  all  hath  pafs'd,  and  a  true  Charadler 

Of  the  proud  Chriftian's  Nature.  [Exit  Manto. 

Jga.  Break  the  Watch  up. — 
What  fnould  we  fear  i'  th'  midlt  of  our  own  Strengths? 
'Tis  but  theBafhaw'sJealoufy.     Farewell,  Soldiers. 

[ExeunL 

SCENE    VII. 

Ent£r  YkdW,  with  the  bal^d  Meats  above. 

Vitel  There's  fomething  more  in  this  than  means  to 
cloy 
A  hungry  Appetite, — which  I  muft  difcover. 
She  will'd  me  fearch  the  midft.— Thus,  thus  I  pierce  it : 
. — Ha !  what  is  this .?  A  Scroll  bound  up  in  Pack-thread  ? 
What  may  the  Myftery  be  f  [He  reads  the  Scroll. 

"  Son,  let  down  this  Pack-thread,  at  the  Weft  Win- 
^«  dow  of  the  Caftle.  By  it  you  Ihall  draw  up  a  Ladder 
*'  of  Ropes,  by  which  you  may  defcend,  your  deareft 
*'  Dofiufa  with  the  reft  of  your  Friends,  below  attend 
'^'  you.     Heaven  profper  you  !"  Francifco. 

0  beft  of  Men  !  he  that  gives  up  himfelf 
To  a  true  religious  Friend,  leans  not  upon 
A  falfe  deceiving  Reed,  but  boldly  builds 
Upon  a  Rock  ;  v/hich  now  with  Joy  I  find 
In  reverend  Francifco^  whofe  good  Vows, 
Labours,  and  Watchings  in  my  hoped-for  Freedom, 
Appear  a  pious  Miracle. — I  come, 

1  come,  good  Man,  with  Confidence  •,  though  the  De- 

fcent 
Were  fteep  as  Hell,  I  know  I  cannot  Aide 
Beins  call'd  down  by  fuch  a  faithful  Guide. 

^  [Exit  Vitelli. 

V  A  SCENE 
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SCENE     the     lafi. 

A  fa m beg,  Muftapha,  Janizaries. 

Jjam.  Excufe  me  ALiJi^pba,  though  this  Night  to  me 
Appear  as  tedious  as  that  treble  one 
\\'as  to  the  World,  when  Jove  on  fair  Alctnena 
Begot  AUides.     Were  you  to  encounter 
Thofe  ravifning  Pleafures,  which  the  flow-pac'd  Hours 
(To  me  they  are  fuch)  bar  me  from,  you  would 
"VVith  your  continued  Wifhes  flrive  to  imp 
New  Feathers  to  the  broken  Wings  of  Time, 
And  chide  the  amorous  Sun,  for  too  long  Dalliance 
In  Thetis'  wat'ry  Bofom. 

Mufta.  You  are  toD  violent 
In  your  Defircs,  of  which  you  are  yet  uncertain, 
Having  no  more  AiTurance  to  enjoy  'em 
Than  a  weak  Woman's  Promife,  on  which  wife  Mea 
Faintly  rely. 

Afam.  Tufli !  flie  is  made  of  Truth  j 
And  what  (he  fays  fhe  will  do,  holds  as  firm 
As  Laws  in  Brafs  that  know  no  Change :  What's  this  ? 
Some  new  Prize  brought  in,  fure. — Why  are  thy  Looks 

[APieceJJjctof. 
So  ghaftly.— rVillain,  fpeak  ! 

Enter  Aga. 

Aga.  Great  Sir!  hear  me, 
Then,  after,  kill  me. — We  are  all  betray'd, 
The  falfe  Grimaldi  funk  in  your  Difgrace, 
With  his  Conrederates,  have  feiz'd  his  Ship, 
And  thofe  that  guarded  it  ftow'd  under  Hatclies  : 
W^ith  him  the  condemn'd  Princefs,  and  the  Merchant, 
That  with  a  Ladder  made  of  Ropes  delcended 
From  the  black  Tower  in  which  he  v;as  inclos'd. 
And  your  fair  Millrefs. — 

Afam.  Ha! 


THERENEGADO.  89 

/iga.  -With  all  their  Train, 
And  choiceil  Jewels,  are  gone  fafe  aboard. 
Their  Sails  fpread  forth,  and  with  a  Fore-gale 
Leaving  our  Coaft,  in  Scorn  of  all  Furfuic 
As  a  Farewell  they  fliew'd  a  Broad-fide  to  us. 

Jfam.  No  more, 

Mufta.  Now  note  your  Confidence! 

Afam,  No  more. »- 

O  my  Credulity!   I  am  too  full 

0\  Grief,  and  Rage  to  fpeak. — Dull  heavy  Fool! 

Worthy  of  all  the  Tortures  that  the  Frown 

Of  thy  incenfed  Mafter  can  throw  on  thee 

Without  one  Man's  Companion.     I  will  hide 

This  Head  among  the  Defarts,  or  fome  Cave 

Fill'd  with  my  Shame  and  me  ;  where  I  alone 

May  die  without  a  Partner  in  my  Moan.  \Exeunt, 
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T  O 

My  Honoured  and  Seledted  Friends 

OF      THE 

Noble  Society  of  the  Inner  Temple. 

J'^M^'^  2"  may  he  ohjecfed,  my  not  infcribing  their  Names, 
^  J  y^  or  Titles,  to  whom  I  dedicate  this  Poem,  pro- 
?^  ^  ceedeth  either  from  my  Diffidence  of  their  Af- 
^HkM^M.  fg^ion  to  me,  or  their  Unwillingnefs  to  be  puh- 
lifhed  ^he  Patrons  of  a  Trifle.  To  fuch  as  fhall  make  fo 
flricl  an  Inqui/ition  of  me,  I  truly  anfwer.  The  Play,  in 
the  Prefentment,  found  fuch  a  general  Approbation,  that 
it  gave  me  Affiurance  of  their  Favour  to  whofe  Protection 
it  is  now  facred  -,  and  they  have  profeffed  they  fo  fincerely 
allow  of  it,  and  the  Maker,  that  they  would  have  freely 
granted  that  in  the  Publication,  which,  for  fome  Reafons^ 
^I  denied  my f elf.  One,  and  that  is  a  main  one  -,  I  had  rather 
enjoy  (as  I  have  done)  the  real  Proofs  of  their  Friendfhip^ 
than  Mountebank-like  boaji  their  Numbers  in  a  Catalogue, 
Accept  it,  noble  Gentlemen,  as  a  Confirmation  of  his  Ser- 
vice, who  hath  nothing  elfe  to  affure  you,  and  witnefs  to 
the  World  how  much  he  ftands  engaged  for  your  fo  fre- 
quent Bounties,  and  in  your  charitable  Opinion  of  me  be- 
lieve, that  you  now  may,  and  fhall  ever  command. 

Your  Servant, 
Philip  Massinger, 


Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfons. 

hadifiaus^  King  o(  Hungary. 

Euhilus,  an  old  Counfellor. 

Ferdinand,   General  of  the 
Army. 

Mathias,  a  Knight  of  Bo- 
hemia. 

Ubaldo^   7  Two  wild  Cour- 

Ricardo,  3      tiers. 

Hilario,  Servant  to  Sophia. 

Julio  Baptijia,   a   great 
Scholar. 

Honoria,  the  Queen. 
Acanthe,  a  Maid  of  Honour. 
Sophia,  Wife  to  Mathias. 
Corifca,  Sophia's  Woman. 

Six  Mafquers. 

Six  Servants  to  the  Queen. 

Attendants. 


T/je  Ongi?ia!  Asiors. 

Robert  Benfield. 
John  Lewin, 
Richard  Sharpe. 

Joseph  Taylor. 

Thomas  Pollard, 
evlardt  swanstone, 
John  Shanucke. 
William  Pen. 


John  Tomson. 
Alexander  Goffe, 
John  Hunnieman. 
William  Trigge. 
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PICTURE. 

A  True  Hungarian  History. 

ACT     I.         SCENE     I. 

Enier  Mathias  in  Armour,  Sophia  in  a  riding  Suit^  Co- 
rifca,  Hilario,  with  other  Servants. 

Mathias. 
FMM"^  I N  C  E  we  muft  part,  Sophia,  to  pafs  further 
)^  S   !^  Is  not  alone  impertinent,  but  dangerous. 
w'Wj^^'  ^^  ^^^  "^^  diftant  from  the  'Turkijh  Camp 
iWLMXJft  Above  five  Leagues,    and  who  knows  but 

ibme  Party 
Of  his  Timariots,  that  fcour  the  Country, 
May  fall  upon  us  ? — Be  now,  as  thy  Name 
Truly  interpreted,  hath  ever  fpoke  thee. 
Wife,  and  difcreet,  and  to  thy  Underilanding 
Marry  thy  conftant  Patience. 

Soph.  You  put  me.  Sir, 
To  the  utmoft  Trial  of  it. 

Math.  Nay,  no  Melting  -, 
Since  the  Neceffity  that  now  feparates  us. 
We  have  long  fince  difputed,  and  the  Reafons 
Forcing  me  to  it,  too  oft  wafh'd  in  Tears, 
I  grant  that  you  in  Pirth  were  far  above  me. 
And  great  Men,  my  Superiors,  Rivals  for  you  ; 
But  mutual  Confent  of  Heart,  as  Hands 
Join'd  by  true  Love,  hath  made  us  one,  and  equal : 

Nor 
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Nor  Is  it  in  me  mere  Defire  of  Fame, 

Or  to  be  cry'd  up  by  the  publick  Voice 

For  a  brave  Soldier,  tiiat  puts  on  my  Armour  i, 

Such  airy  Tumours  take  not  me.     You  know 

How  narrow  our  Demeans  arc,  and  what's  more. 

Having  as  yet  no  Charge  of  Children  on  us, 

We  hardly  Can  lubfin:. 

Soph.  In  you  alone,  Sir,  * 
I  have  all  Abundance. 

Math.   For  my  Mind's  content. 
In  your  own  Language  I  could  anfwer  you  ; 
You  have  been  an  obedient  Wife,  a  right  one  ; 
And  to  my  Power,  though  fhort  of  your  Defert, 
I  have  been  ever  an  indulgent  Hufband. 
We  have  long  enjoy'd  the  Sweets  of  Love,  and  though 
Not  to  Satiety,  or  L.oathing,  yet 
We  muft  not  live  fuch  Dotards  on  our  Pleafures, 
As  ftill  to  hug  them  to  the  certain  Lofs 
Of  Proiit  and  Preferment.     Competent  Means 
Maintains  a  quiet  Bed  \  Want  breeds  Diffention, 
Even  in  good  Women. 

Soph.  Have  you  found  in  me,  Sir, 
Any  Diftafte,  or  Sign  of  Difcontenr, 
For  want  of  what's  fupcrfluous  .'' 

Math.  No,  Sophia  ; 
Nor  Ihalt  thou  ever  have  Caufe  to  repent 
Thy  conftant  Courfe  in  Gcodnefs,  it  Heaven  blefs 
My  honeft  Undertakings.     'Tis  for  thee 
That  I  turn  Soldier,  and  put  forth,  Deareft, 
Upon  this  Sea  of  Adion  as  a  Factor, 
To  trade  for  rich  Materials  to  adorn 
Thy  noble  Parts,  and  fhew  'em  in  full  Luftre^ 
I  blufli  that  other  Ladies,  lefs  in  Beauty 

*  I  am  apt  to  think  this  Speech  of  Siphia  ought  to  be  read  thas : 

Soph.  In  you  alone,  Sir, 
I  have  all  Abundance  ;  for  my  Mind's  content. 


Math.  In  your  own  Language  I  could  anfwer  you 
You  have,  i^c. 


And 
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And  outward  Form  (but  in  the  Harmony 

Of  the  Soul's  ravilliing  Mufick,  the  fame  Age 

Not  to  be  nam'd  with  theej  fhould  fo  out-lhme  thee 

In  Jewels  and  Variety  of  Wardrobes  •, 

While  you  (to  whofe  fweet  Innocence  both  Indies 

Compar'd  are  of  no  Value)  wanting  thefe 

Pafs  unregarded; 

Soph.  If  {  am  fo  rich,  or 
In  your  Opinion  fo,  why  (hould  you  borrov/ 
Additions  for  me  ? 

Math.  Why  ! — I  fhould  be  cenfur'd 
Of  Ignorance,  poffeffing  fuch  a  Jewel 
Above  all  Price,  if  I  forbear  to  give  it 
The  bell  of  Ornaments.     Therefore,  Sophia^ 
In  few  Words  know  my  Pleafure,  and  obey  me. 
As  you  have  ever  done.     To  your  Difcretion 
I  leave  the  Government  of  my  Family, 
And  our  poor  Fortunes,  and  from  thefe  command 
Obedience  to  you  as  to  myfelf : 
To  the  utmoft  of  what's  mine  live  plentifully  ; 
And  e'er  the  Remnant  of  our  Store  be  fpent. 
With  my  good  Sword,  I  hope,  I  fhall  reap  for  you 
A  Harveft  in  fuch  full  Abundance,  as 
Shall  make  a  merry  Winter. 

Soph.  Since  you  are  not 
To  be  diverted,  Sir,  from  what  you  purpofe^ 
All  Argurhents  to  (lay  you  here  are  ufelefs. 
Go  when  you  pleafe,  Sir :  Eyes,  I  charge  you  wafte  no^ 
One  Drop  of  Sorrow,  look  you  hoard  all  up 
TjII  in  my  widow'd  Bed  I  call  upon  you, 
But  then  be  fure  you  fail  not.      You  bleft  Angels, 
Guardians  ot  human  Life,  I  at  this  Inftanc 
Forbear  t'  invoke  you,  at  our  parting;  'twere 
To  perfonate  Devotion.     My  Soul 
Shall  go  along  with  you,  and  when  you  are 
Circled  with  Death  and  Horror,  feek  and  find  you  i 
And  then  I  will  not  leave  a  Saint  unfu'd  to 
For  your  Prote6tion.     To  tell  you  what 
1  will  do  in  your  Abfence,  would  fhew  poorly  5 

Vol.  II.  G  M^ 
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My  Aiflions  fliall  Ipeak  me  •,  'twere  to  doubt  you. 

To  beg  I  may  hear  from  you  where  you  are-. 

You  cannot  live  oblcurc,  nor  fliall  one  Poit 

By  Night,  or  Day,  pafs  unexamin'd  by  me. 

It"  I  dwell  long  upon  your  I.ips,  confider 

After  this  Feall  the  griping  Faft  that  follows. 

And  it  will  be  excuiablc  ;  Pray  turn  from  me. 

All  that  I  can  is  fpoken.  ^  Exit  Sophia, 

M^fb.  Follow  your  Miftrefs. 
Forbear  your  Willies  for  me  •,  let  me  find  'em 
At  my  Return,  in  your  prompt  Will  to  ferve  her. 

Hil.  For  my  Part,  Sir,  I  will  grow  lean  with  Study 
To  make  her  merry. 

Co?'if.  Though  you  are  my  Lord, 
Yet  being  her  Gentlewoman,  by  my  Place 
I  may  take  my  Leave  j  your  Hand,  or  if  you  pleafe 
To  have  me  fight  fo  high,  Pll  not  be  coy. 
But  (land  a  tip-toe  for't. 

Malb.  O  !  farewel,  Girl. 

Hil.  A  Kifs  well  begg'd,  Corifca. 

Cor  if.  'Twas  my  Fee  •, 
Jove^  how  he  melts !  I  cannot  blame  my  Lady's 
Unwillirignefs  to  part  with  fuch  Marmulade  Lips. 
There  will  be  fcrambling  for  'em  in  the  Camp  -, 
And  were  it  not  for  my  Honefty,  I  cou'd  wiih  now 
I  were  his  leager  Landrefs,  I  would  find 
Soap  of  mine  own,  enough  to  wafh  his  Linnen, 
Or  I  would  ft  rain  hard  for't. 

Hil.  Flow  the  Mammet  twitters  ! 
Come,  come,  my  Lady  Hays  for  us. 

Corif.  Would  I  had  been 
Her  Ladyfhip  the  laft  Night. 


Pray  turn  from  me  ■■ 


All  that  I  can  is  fpoken. 

The  foregoing  Scene  between  Mathias  and  Sophia,  though  fhort, 
is  very  beautiful :  The  Aflemblage  of  Love  and  Grief  at  their  part- 
ing, muft  be  very  pleafing  to  every  Heart  that  is  capable  of  being 
touched  with  Tendernefs. 
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Htl.  No  more  of  that,  Wench 

lExeunt  Hilario  and  Corlfca, 

Malh.  I  am  ftrangely  troubled :    Yet  why  I  fliould 
nourifli 
A  Fury  here,  and  with  imagin'd  Food  ? 
Having  no  real  Grounds  on  which  to  raife 
A  Building  of  Sufpicion  fhe  ever  was. 
Or  can  be  falfe  hereafter  ?  I  in  this 
But  foolifiily  inquire  the  Knowledge  of 
A  future  Sorrow,  which,  if  I  find  out. 
My  prefent  Ignorance  were  a  cheap  Purchafe, 
Though  with  my  Lofs  of  Being.     I  have  already 
Dealt  with  a  Friend  of  mine,   a  general  Scholar, 
One  deeply  read  in  Nature's  hidden  Secrets, 
And  (though  with  much  Unwiliingnefs)  have  won  hirri 
To  do  as  much  as  Art  can  to  refolve  me 
My  Fate  that  follows  —  To  my  Wilh  he's  come. 

Enter  Baptifta. 

Julio  Baptijla^  now  I  may  affirm 
Your  Promife  and  Performance  walk  together ; 
And  therefore,  without  Circumltance  to  the  Point^ 
Inftrud  me  what  I  am. 

Bapt.  1  could  wifli  you  had 
Made  Trial  of  my  Love  fome  other  Way. 

Maih.  Nay,  this  is  from  the  Purpofe. 

Bapt.  If  you  can, 
Proportion  your  Defire  to  any  Mean, 
I  do  pronounce  you  happy  :    I  have  found. 
By  certain  Rules  of  Art,  your  matchlefs  Wife 
Is  to  this  prefent  Hour  from  all  Pollution 
Free  and  untainted. 

Math.  Good. 

Bapt.  In  reaibn  therefore 
You  fhould  fix  here,  and  make  no  farther  Search 
Of  what  may  fall  hereafter. 

Math.  O  Baptifta ! 
'Tis  not  in  me  to  mafter  fo  my  Pafllons  5 
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I  muft  know  farther,  or  you  have  made  good 

But  half  your  Promile. — While  my  Love  Hood  by. 

Holding  her  i;])right,  and   my  Prclence  was 

A  Watch  upon  her,  1  cr  DtTires  being  met  too 

With  equal  Ardour  from  me,  what  one  Proof 

Could  ihe  give  of  her  Conftancy,  being  untempted  ? 

But  when  I  am  a'  knt,  and  my  coming  back 

Uncertain,  and  thole  wanton  Pleats  in  Women 

Not  to  be  quench'd  by  lawful  Means,  and  Ihe 

The  abiblute  Difpofer  of  herfelf. 

Without  Controul  or  Curb  ;  nay  more,  invited 

By  Opportunity  and  ail  ftrong  Temptations, 

If  then  Ihe  hold  out 

Bapt.  As  no  doubt  flie  will. 

Math.  Thofe  Doubts  muft  be  made  Certainties,  Bap- 
By  your  AlTurance,  or  your  beaded  Art  [,iift^i 

Deferves  no  Admiration.     How  you  trifle  — 
And  play  with  my  Affliclion  ?  Pm  on 
The  Rack,  till  you  confirm  me. 

Bapt.  Sure,  MathiaSy 
I  am  no  God,  nor  can  I  dive  into 
Her  hidden  Thoughts,  or  know  what  her  Intents  are ; 
That  is  deny'd  to  Art,  and  kept  conceal'd 
E'en  from  the  Devils  themfelves  :   They  can  but  guefs. 
Out  of  long  Obfervation,  what  is  likely  ; 
But  pofitively  to  foretel  that  this  fhall  be, 
You  may  conclude  impoiTible ;  all  I  can 
I  will  do  for  you,  when  you  are  diHant  from  her 
A  thoufand  Leagues,  as  if  you  then  were  with  herj 
You  fhall  know  truly  when  fhe  is  folicited. 
And  how  far  wrought  on. 

Math.  I  defire  no  more. 

Bapt.  Take  then  this  little  Model  of  Sophia, 
With  more  than  human  Skill  hmb'd  to  the  Life  ; 
Each  Line  and  Lineament  of  it  in  the  Drawing 
So  punctually  obferv'd,  that,  had  it  Motion, 
In  fo  much  'twere  herfelf. 

Math.  It  is,  indeed, 
An  admirable  Piece  ^  but  if  it  have  not 

Some 
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Some  hidden  Virtue  that  I  cannot  guefs  at. 
In  what  can  it  advantage  me  ? 

Bapt.  I'll  inftriMSt  you. 
Carry  it  ftill  about  you,  and  as  oft 
As  you  defire  to  know  how  Ihe's  afFecled, 
"With  curious  Eyes  perufe  it :   While  it  keeps 
The  Figure  it  now  has  entire  and  perfed:. 
She  is  not  only  innocent  in  Fa<5t, 
But  unattempted  •,  but  if  once  it  vary 
From  the  true  Form,  and  what's  now  white  and  red 
Incline  to  yellow,  reft  moft  confident 
She's  with  all  Violence  courted,  but  unconquer'd. 
But  if  it  turn  all  black,  'tis  an  AfTurance 
The  Fort,  by  Compoficion  or  Surprize, 
Is  forc'd,  or  v,^ith  her  free  Confent,  furrender'd. 

Math.  How  much  you  have  engag'd  me  for  this  Fa- 
vour, 
The  Service  of  my  whole  Life  fhall  make  good. 
Bapt.  We  will  not  part  fo ;  I'll  along  with  you. 
And  it  is  needful,  with  the  rifing  Sun 
The  Armies  meet  •,  yet,  e'er  the  Fight  begin. 
In  fpite  of  Oppofition  I  will  place  you 
In  the  Head  of  the  Hungarian  General's  Troop, 
And  near  his  Perfon. 

Math.  As  my  better  Angel 
You  fliall  direct  and  guide  me. 

Bapt.  As  we  ride 
ril  tell  you  more. 

Math.  In  all  Things  I'll  obey  you.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Ubaldo  and  Ricardo. 

Ric.  When  came  the  Poll  ^ 
Ubal.  The  laft  Night. 
Ric.  From  the  Camp  ? 

Ubal.  Yes,  as  'tis  laid,  and  the  Letter  writ  and  f^gn'd 
By  the  General  Ferdinand. 
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Ric.  Nay,  then  fans  qucftion 
It  is  of  Moment. 

UbrJ.  It  concerns  the  Lives 
Of  two  great  Armies. 

Ric.  Was  it  chearfully 
Received  by  the  King  ? 

UbciL  Yes,  for  being  afilired 
The  Armies  were  in  View  of  one  another ; 
Having  proclaim'd  a  public  Faft  and  Prayer 
For  the  good  Siiccefs,  he  difpatch'd  a  Gentleman 
Of  his  Privy  Chamber  to  the  General, 
With  abfolute  Authority  from  iiim 
To  try  the  Fortune  of  a  Day. 

Ric.  No  doubt  then 
The  General  will  come  on,  and  fight  it  bravely. 
Heaven  profper  him  :  This  military  Art 
I  grant  to  be  the  nobleft  of  Profeflions ; 
And  yet  (I  thank  my  Stars  for't)  I  was  never 
Inclin'd  to  learn  it,  fince  this  bubble  Honour,  ^ 
(Which  is  indeed  the  Nothing  Soldiers  fight  for. 
With  the  Lofs  of  Limbs  or  Life)  is  in  my  Judgment 
Too  dear  a  Purchafe. 

U^nl.  Give  me  our  Court-warfare  : 
The  Danger  is  not  great  in  the  Encounter 
Of  a  fair  Miftrefs. 
.    Ric.  Fair  and  found  together 
Do  very  well,  Ubaldo.     But  fuch  are 
With  Difficulty  to  be  found  out ;  and  when  they  know 
Their  Value,  priz'd  too  high.     By  thy  own  Report 
Thou  Vv'aft  at  Twelve  a  Gamefter,  and  fince  that 
Studied  all  Kinds  of  Females,  from  the  Night-trader 
I'the  Street,  with  certain  Danger  to  thy  Pocket, 


This  Bubble  Hono:ir. 


In  fpeaking  of  //ow//?-,  I'." ^J^n^er  kemz  to  \\z\t  \iz^  Shake/pear  in 
his  Eye:  Thus,  in  j^s you  like  it. 

Seeking  the  Bubble,  Reputation, 
Even  in  the  Cannon's  Mouth, 

And  in  FalJIajfs  Catechifm,     See  the  Firll  Pa^rt  of  Henry  IV.  Aft  5. 
SJcene  2. 

To 
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To  the  great  Lady  in  her  Cabinet, 

That  Ipent  upon  thee  more  in  Cullifes, 

To  llrengthen  thy  weak  Back,  than  would  maintaia 

Twelve  Flanders  Mares,  and  as  many  running  Horfes; 

Befides  Apothecaries  and  Chirurgeons  Bills, 

Paid  upon  all  Occafions,  and  thole  frequent. 

Ubal.  You  talk  Ricardo^  as  if  yet  you  were 
A  Novice  in  thofe  Myfteries. 

Ric.  By  no  Means  \ 
My  Docflor  can  aflure  the  contrary, 
I  lofe  no  Time.     I  have  felt  the  Pain  and  Pleafure, 
As  he  that  is  a  Gamefer,  and  plays  often, 
Muft  fometimes  be  a  lofer. 

JJlml.  Wherefore  then 
Do  you  envy  me  ? 

Ric.  It  grows  not  from  my  Want, 
Nor  thy  Abundance,  but  being  as  I  am 
The  likelier  Man,  and  of  much  more  Experience, 
My  good  Parts  are  my  Curfes :  There's  no  Beauty 
But  yields  e'er  it  be  fummon'd ;  and  as  Nature 
Had  fign'd  me  the  Monopolies  of  Maidenheads, 
There's  none  can  buy  till  I  have  made  my  Market : 
Satiety  cloys  m.e  :  As  I  live,  I  would  part  with 
Halt  my  Eifate,  nay,  travel  o'er  the  World, 
To  find  that  only  Fh^nix  in  my  Search 
That  could  hold  out  againft  me. 

Ubal.  Be  not  rap'd  fo  : 
You  may  fpare  that  Labour,  as  Ihe  is  a  Woman, 
What  think  you  of  the  Queen  ? 

Ric.  I  dare  not  aim  at 
The  Petticoat  royal  j  that  is  ftill  excepted  : 
Yet  were  Ihe  not  my  King's,  being  the  Abftraft 
Of  all  that's  rare,  or  to  be  wifli'd  in  Woman, 
To  write  her  in  my  Catalogue,  having  enjoy'd  her, 
I  would  venture  my  Neck  to  a  Halter.     But  we  Talk  qf 
Impoflibilities  ;  as  flie  hath  a  Beauty 
"Would  make  old  Neftor  young,  fuch  Majefty 
Draws  forth  a  Sword  of  I'error  to  defend  it. 
As  would  fright  Paris^  though  the  Queen  of  Love 
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Vow'd  her  bell  Furtherance  to  him. 

Ubal.  Have  you  ohlervM 
The  Gravity  of  her  Language  mix'd  with  Swcctnefs  ? 

Ric.  1  hen,  at  v.'hat  Diflance  Ihe  relerves  herlelf 
When  the  King  hinifcit  mai-ccs  his  Aproaches  to  her? 

Uhal.  As  file  were  tlill  a  \';rgin,  and  his  Life'* 
But  one  continued  Wooing. 

Ric.  She  well  knows 
Her  Worth,  and  values  it. 

Ubal.  And  fo  far  the  King  is 
Indulgent  to  her  Humours,  that  he  forbears 
The  Duty  of  a  Huiband,  but  when  fhe  calls  for't. 

Ric.  All  his  Imaginations  and  Thoughts 
Arc  buried  in  her;  the  loud  Noife  of  War 
Cannot  awake  him. 

Ubal.  At  this  very  Indant, 
When  both  his  Life  and  Crown  are  at  the  Stake, 
He  only  ftudics  her  Content,  and  when 
She's  pleas'd  tofliew  herfelf,  Mufic  and  Mafques 
Are  with  all  Care  and  Coft  provided  for  her. 

Ric.  This  Night  fhe  promis'd  to  appear. 

Ubal.  You  may  believe  it  by  the  Diligence  of  the  King, 
As  if  he  were  her  Harbinger. 

E;?/^^  Ladiflaus,  Eubulus,  and  Attendants  laith  Perfumes'. 

Ladif.  Thefc  Rooms 
Are  not  pertum'd,  as  we  direiled. 

Eub.  Not  Sir. 
I  know  not  what  you  would  have  ;  I  am  fure  the  Smoak 
Cell  treble  the  Price  of  the  whole  Week's  Provifion 
Spent  in  your  Majefty's  Kitchens. 

Ladif.  How  !  1  fcorn 
Thy  grofs  Comparilbn.     When  my  Hojioria^ 

+  As  Jhe  njcere  jlill  a  Firgin  and  his  Life 
But  one,   &c. 
This  PafTage  I  think  would  read  better  thus. 
As  fhe  were  ftill  a  Virgin — His  Life's 
But  pne  continued  Wooing. 

Th' 
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Tli'  Amazement  of  the  prefent  Tifne,  and  Envy 

Of  all  lucceeding  Ages,  does  defcend 

To  fanftify  a  Place,  ar,d  in  her  Prefence 

JV'lakes  it  a  Temple  to  me,  can  I  be 

Too  curious,  mAi.cb  lels  Prodigal  to  receive  her  r 

But  that  the  Splendour  of  her  Beams  of  Beauty 

Hath  ftruck  thee  blind. 

£«^.  As  Dotage  hath  done  you. 

Lddif.  Dotage,  O  Blafphemy  !  is  it  in  me 
To  lerve  her  to  her  Merit  ?  Is  flie  not 
The  Daughter  of  a  King  ? 

EuIp.  And  you  the  Son 
(Of  ours  I  take  it,  by  what  Priviledge  elfe 
Do  you  reign  over  us  ?  For  my  Part,  I  know  not 
Where  the  Difparity  lies. 

Ladif.  Her  Birth,  old  Man, 
Old  in  the  Kingdom's  Service  which  protedls  thee. 
Is  the  leaft  Grace  in  her  :  And  though  her  Beauties 
Might  make  the  Thunderer  a  Rival  for  her. 
They  are  but  fuperficial  Ornaments, 
And  faintly  (peak  her.     From  her  heavenly  Mind,  ^^ 
Were  all  Antiquity  and  Fidion  loft. 
Our  modern  Poets  could  not  in  their  Fancy 
But  falhion  a  Minerva  far  tranfcending 
Th'  imagin'd  one,  whom  Homer  only  dream't  of  : 
But  ther>  add  this,  fhe's  mine,  mine  Eubulus. 
And  though  fhe  knows  one  Glance  from  her  fair  Eyes 
Muft  make  all  Gazers  her  Idolaters, 
She  is  fo  fparing  of  their  Influence, 
That  to  fhun  Superftition  in  others. 
She  fhoots  her  powerful  Beams  only  at  me. 
And  can  I  then,  vv'hom  fhe  defires  to  hold 
Her  kingly  Captive  above  all  the  World, 
Whofe  Nations  and  Empires  if  fhe  pleas'd 

5  From  her  hea'venly  Mind 
Were  all  Antiquity ^  &C. 
MaJJlnger  abounds  in  thefe  Allufions,  and  is  very  happy  in  them : 
They  muft  be  very  pleafing  to  every  Reader  of  a  poetical  Turn. 

She 
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She  might  command  as  Slaves,  but  gladly  pay 
The  humble  Tribute  of  my  Love  and  Service  ? 
Nay,  if  I  Hiid  of  Adoration  to  her, 
I  did  not  err. 

Eub.  Well,  fince  you  hug  your  Fetters, 
In  Love*s  Name  wear  'em.     You  are  a  King,  and  that 
Concludes  you  wife.     Your  Will  a  powerful  Reafon, 
\Vhich  we  that  are  foolilli  Subjctfts  mufl  not  argue. 
And  what  in  a  mean  Man  I  ihould  call  Folly, 
Is  in  your  Majefty  remarkable  Wifdom. 
But  tor  me  I  fublcribe. 

Ladif.  Do,  and  look  up, 
Upon  this  Wonder. 

Lend  Mufick^  Honoria  in  State  uitder  a  Canopy^  her  'Train 
born  up  by  Sylvia  and  Acanthe. 

Ric.  Wonder  ?  Ic  is  more  Sir. 

Ubal.  A  Rapture,  an  Aftonifhment. 

Ric.  What  think  you.  Sir  ? 

Etib.  As  the  King  thinks,  that  is  the  furefl  Guard 
W^e  Courtiers  ever  lie  at.     Was  ever  Prince 
So  drown'd  in  Dotage }  Without  Speftacles 
I  can  fee  a  handfome  Woman,  and  llie  is  lb : 
But  yet  to  Admiration  look  not  on  her. 
Heaven,  how  he  fawns !  and  as  it  were  his  Duty, 
With  what  aflured  Gravity  fl^iC  receives  it ! 
Her  Hand  again  I   O  fhe  at  length  vouchfafes 
Her  Lip,  and  as"  he  had  fuck'd  Neftar  from  it. 
How  he's  exalted  !  Women  in  their  Natures 
Affeft  Command,  but  this  Humility 
In  a  Hufband  and  a  King,  marks  her  the  Way 
To  abfolute  Tyranny.     So,  Juno's  plac'd 
In  Jove'?.  Tribunal,  and  like  Mercury 
(Forgetting  his  own  Greatnefs,)  he  attends 
For  her  Employments.     She  prepares  to  fpeak, 
What  Oracles  (hall  we  hear  now  ? 

Hon.  That  yo.u  pleafe.  Sir, 
With  fuch  AfTu ranees  of  Love  and  Favour, 

To 
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To  grace  your  Handmaid,  but  in  being  yours,  Sir, 

A  matchlefs  Qiieen,  and  one  that  knows  hedelf  fo. 

Binds  me  in  Retribution  to  deferve. 

'i'he  Grace  conferr'd  upon  me. 
Ladif.   You  tranfccnd 

In  all  Things  excellent,  and  it  is  my  Glory, 

(Your  Worth  weigh'd  truly)  to  depofe  myfelf 

From  abfolute  Command,  furrendering  up 

My  Will  and  Faculties  to  your  Difpofure  : 

And  here  I  vow,  not  for  a  Day  or  Year, 

But  my  whole  Life,  which  I  wiih  long,  to  ferve  you  % 

That  whatfoever  I  in  Juftice  may 

Exa6t  from  thefe  my  Subjects,  you  from  me 

May  boldly  challenge.     And  when  you  require  it. 

In  Sign  of  my  Subjedion,  as  your  VaflTal, 

Thus  I  will  pay  my  Homage. 
Hon.  O  forbear.  Sir, 

Let  not  my  Lips  envy  my  Robe  :  On  them 

Print  your  Allegiance  often.     I  defire 

No  other  Fealty. 

Ladif.  Gracious  Sovereign, 

Boundlefs  in  Bounty ! 

Eub.  Is  not  here  fine  fooling  ? 
He's  queftionlefs  bewitch'd.     Would  I  were  gelt 
So  that  would  difenchant  him.     Though  I  forfeit 
My  Life  for  it  I  muft  fpeak. — By  your  good  Leave,  Sir, 
I  have  no  Suit  to  you,  nor  can  you  grant  one, 
Having  no  Power.     You  are  like  me,  a  Subjeft, 
Her  more  then  ferene  r.iajefty  being  prefent. 
And  I  muft  tell  you,  'tiS  ill  Manners  in  you. 
Having  depos'd  yourfelf,  to  keep  your  Hat  on, 
And  not  ftand  bare  as  we  do,  being  no  King, 
But  a  fellow  Subjed  v^ith  us.     Gentlemen  Ufhers, 
It  does  belong  to  your  Place,  fee  it  reform'd. 
He  has  given  away  his  Crown,  and  cannot  challenge 
The  Privilege  of  his  Bonnet. 
Ladif.  Do  not  tempt  me. 

Eub.  Tempt  you,  in  what  ?  In  following  your  Ex- 
ample ? 

If 
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If  you  are  angry,  qucftion  me  hereafter. 

As  Liid:flaus  Ihould  do  Eubidiis, 

On  equal  Terms.     You  were  of  late  my  Sovereign, 

But  weary  of  it,  I  now  bend  my  Knee 

To  her  Divinity,  and  defire  a  Boon 

From  hrr  more  then  Magnificence, 

Hon.  Take  it  freely. 
Nay,  be  not  mov'd,  for  our  Mirth  Sake  let  us  hear  him, 

Eub.  '  fis  but  to  afk  a  Qiieftion  :  have  you  ne'er  read 
The  Story  of  Semiramis  and  Ninus  ? 

Hen.  Not  as  I  remember. 

Eub.  I  will  then  inftrud;  you. 
And  'tis  to  the  Purpofe.     This  Ninus  was  a  King, 
And  fuch  an  impotent  loving  King,  as  this  was, 
But  now  he's  none.     This  ISinus  (pray  you  obferve  me) 
Doted  on  this  Semiramis^  a  Smith's  Wife, 
CI  muft  confcfs,  there  the  Comparifon  holds  not. 
You  are  a  King's  Daughter,  ycr,  under  your  Corredion, 
Like  her,  a  Woman)  this  Jjjyrian  Monarch 
(Of  whom  this  is  a  Pattern)  to  exprefs 
His  Love  and  Service,  feated  her,  as  you  are. 
In  his  regal  Throne,  and  bound  by  Oath  his  Nobles, 
Forgetting  all  Allegiance  to  himfelf. 
One  Day  to  be  her  Subjefts,  and  to  put 
In  Execution  whatever  fhe 

Pleas'd  to  impofe  upon  'em.     Pray  you  command  him 
To  minifter  the  like  to  us,  and  then 
You  fliall  hear  v/xhat  folio w'd. 

Ladif.  Well,  Sir,  to  your  Story. 

Eub.  You  have  no  Warrant,  ftand  by ;  let  me  know 
Your  Pieafure,  Goddefs. 

Hon.  Let  this  Nod  aflTure  you. 

Eub.  Goddefs  like,  indeed  •,  as  I  live,  a  pretty  Idol ! 
She  knowing  her  Power,  wifely  made  Ufe  of  it ; 
And  fearing  hislnconftancy,  and  Repentance 
Of  what  be  had  granted  fas  inReafon  Madam, 
You  may  do  his':  that  he  might  never  have 
Power  to  recall  his  Grant,  or  queftion  her 
For  her  fnort  Government,  inftantly  gave  Order 
To  have  his  Head  ftruck  off.  Ladif. 
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Ladif.  I'ft  poffible  ? 

Eub.  The  Story  fays  fo,  and  commends  her  Wifdora 
Tor  making  Ule  of   her  Authority  : 
And  it  is  worth  your  Imitation,  Madam, 
He  loves  Subjeelion,  and  you  are  no  Queen, 
Unlefs  you  make  him  feel  the  Weight  of  it. 
You  are  more  then  all  the  World  to  him,  and  that,  ^ 
He  may  be  Foe  to  you,  and  not  feek  change. 
When  his  Delights  are  fated,  mew  him  up 
In  fome  clofe  Prifon  if  you  let  him  live, 
(Which  is  no  Policy)  and  there  diet  him 
As  you  think  fit  to  feed  your  Appetite, 
Since  there  ends  his  Ambition. 

JJbal.  Devillifh  Counfel. 

Ric.  The  King's  amaz'd. 

Ubal.  The  Queen  appears  too,  full 
Of  deep  Imaginations,  Eubidus 
Hath  put  both  to  it. 

Ric,  Now  Ihe  feems  refolv'd  : 
I  long  to  know  the  IlTue  [Honoria  defcends, 

Hon.  Give  me  Leave, 
Dear  Sir,  to  reprehend  you  for  appearing 
Perplex'd  with  what  this  old  Man,  out  of  Envy 
Of  your  unequal'd  Graces  fliowr'd  upon  me. 
Hath  in  his  fabulous  Story  faucily 
Apply'd  to  me.     Sir,  that  you  only  nourilh 
One  Doubt,  Honoria  dares  abufe  the  Power 
"With  which  fhe  is  invefted  by  your  Favour, 
Or  that  (he  ever  can  make  Ufe  of  it 
To  the  Injury  of  you  the  great  Beftower, 
Takes  from  your  Judgment.     It  was  your  Delight 
To  feek  to  me  with  more  Obfequioufnefs, 
Then  I  defir'd  -,  and  itood  it  with  my  Duty 

^  Tou  are  more  than  all  the  World  to  him,  and  that 
He  may  be  Foe  to  you. 
This  is  the  reading  of  all  the  old  Copies,  but  moft  certainly  falfe. 
It  ought  to  be 

Tou  are  more  then  all  the  IVorld  to  him,  and  that 
lie  may  be  fo  to  you,    . 

Not 
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Kot  to  receive  what  you  were  pleas'd  to  ofi'er  ? 

I  do  bufr  act  the  Pare  you  put  upon  me, 

And  though  you  make  me  perlbnatc  a  Queen, 

And  you  my  Subjedl,  when  the  Play,  your  Pleafurc, 

Is  at  a  Period,  1  am  what  I  was 

Before  I  enter'd,  ftill  your  humble  Wife, 

And  you  my  royal  Sovereign. 

Ric.  Admirable ! 

Hon.  I  have  heard  of  Captains  taken  more  with  Dan- 
gers 
Then  the  Rewards,  and  if  in  your  Approaches 
To  thofeDehghts  which  are  your  own,  and  freely 
To  heighten  your  Defire,  you  make  the  Pafiage 
!Narrow  and  difficult,  fliall  I  prefcribe  you  ? 
Or  blame  your  Fondnefs  ?  Or  can  that  fwell  me 
Beyond  my  juft  Proportion  ? 

Ui>aL  Above  Wonder ! 

Ladif.  Heaven  make  me  thankful  for  fuch  Goodnefs. 

HofL  Now,  Sir, 
The  State  I  took  to  fatisfy  your  Pleafure, 
I  change  to  this  Humility  ;  and  the  Oath 
You  made  to  me  of  Homage,  I  thus  cancel. 
And  feat  you  in  your  own. 

Ladif.  I  am  tranfported 
Beyond  myfelf. 

Hon.  And  now  to  your  wife  Lordfliip, 
Am  I  prov'd  a  Semiramis  ?  Or  hath 
My  Ninus,  as  malicioufly  you  made  him, 
Caufe  to  repent  th'  Excefs  of  Favour  to  me. 
Which  you  call  Dotage  ? 

Ladif.  Anfwer  Wretch. 

Eub.  I  dare,  Sir, 
And  fay,  however  the  Event  may  plead 
In  your  Defence,  you  had  a  guilty  Caufe ; 
Nor  was  it  Wifdom  in  you  (I  repeat  it) 
To  teach  a  Lady,  humble  in  herfelf, 
With  the  ridiculous  Dotage  of  a  Lover, 
To  be  ambitious. 
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Hon.  Eubuhis,  I  am  lb, 
*Tis  rooted  in  me,  you  miftake  my  Temper. 
I  do  profefs  myielf  to  be  the  mod 
Ambitious  of  my  Sex,  but  not  to  hold 
Command  over  my  Lord,  fuch  a  proud  Torrent 
Would  fink  me  in  my  Wilhes ;  not  that  I 
Am  ignorant  liow  much  I  can  deferve. 
And  may  with  Jullice  challenge. 

Eub.  This  I  iook'd  for; 
After  this  feeming  humble  Ebb,  I  knew] 
A  gulhing  Tide  would  follow. 

Hon.  By  my  Birth, 
And  liberal  Gifts  of  Nature,  as  of  Fortune, 
From  you,  as  Things  beneath  me,  I  expect 
What's  due  to  Majeity,  in  which  I  am 
A  Sharer  with  your  Sov'reign. 

Euif.  Good  again  ! 

Hon.  And  as  1  am  moft  eminer^t  in  Place, 
In  all  my  Adions  I  would  appear  fo. 

Ladif.  You  need  not  fear  a  Rival.  . 

Hon.  I  hope  not ; 
And  tillT  find  one,  I  difdain  to  know 
What  Envy  is. 

Ladif.  You  are  above  it.  Madam. 

Hon.  For  Beauty  without  Art,  Difcourfe,  and  free 
From  Affeftation,  with  what  Graces  elfe 
Can  in  the  Wife  and  Daughter  of  a  King 
Be  wifh'd,  I  dare  prefer  myfelf. 

Eub.  As  I 
Blufh  for  you,  Lady,  trumpet  your  own  Praifes  I "— • 

Blujh  for  you.  Lady,  trumpet  ymr  oivn  Praifes  - 

Mr  Dodjley,   in  his   Colledlion  of  Old  Plays,   reads  this  PafTagft 
thus  : 

As  I 

BluJh  for  you.  Lady,  trumpet  not  your  oivn  Praife. 

I  think  that  the  old  Reading  (hould  ftand.  He  means,  that  fhe  ter- 
felf  having  loft  all  Senfe  of  Shame,  he  undertakes  to  blufh  for  her ; 
and  therefore  ironically  bids  her  proceed. 

This 
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This  Ipokcn  by  the  People,  had  been  heard 
With  Honour  to  you  ;  does  the  Court  afford 
No  Oil-tongu'd  Parafite,  that  you  arc  forc'd 
To  be  your  own  grofs  Flatterer? 

Ladif.  Be  dumb, 
Thou  Spirit  of  Contrddi6lion. 

Hon.  The  Wolf 
But  barks  againft  the  Moon,  and  I  contemn  \t 
The  Mal'que  you  promised. 

A  Horn.       Enter  a  Pojl. 

Ladif.  Let  *em  enter.     How  ! 

Eub.  Here's  one,  1  fear,  unlook'd  for. 

Ladif.  From  the  Camp  ? 

Pofi.  The  General,  vidorious  in  your  Fortune, 
Kifles  your  Hand  in  this,  Sir. 

Ladif.  That  great  Power, 
WHio  at  his  Pleafure  does  difpofe  of  Battles, 
Be  ever  prais'd  for*t.     Read,  Sweet,  and  partake  it ; 
The  Turk  is  vanquifli*d,  and  with  little  Lofs 
Upon  our  Part,  in  which  our  Joy  is  doubl'd. 

Eub.  But  let  it  not  exalt  you  ;  bear  it.  Sir, 
With  Moderation,  and  pay  what  you  owe  for't. 

Ladif.  I  underftand  thee,  Eubulus.     Y\\  not  now 
Enquire  Particulars.     Our  Delights  deferr'd, 
With  Rev*rence  to  the  Temples,  there  we'll  tender 
Our  Soul's  Devotions  to  his  dread  Might, 
Who  edg'd  our  Swords,  and  taught  us  how  to  fight.  * 

\_Exeunt  omnes< 
The  End  of  the  Firfl  A^. 

^  Who  edgd  our  Sivords,  and  taught  us  hsiu  to  fight. 
MnJJinger,  as  well  as  Shakefpear,  has  greatly  enriched  himfelf 
from  the  Holy  Scriptures  :  Thus  in  the  144th  Pfalm,  Dan.id  fay's, 
BItJfed  be  the  Lord  7ny  Stre?igth,  nuhich  teacheth  my  Hands  to  ^var,  and 
my  Fingers  to  fight.  And  in  many  other  Places  we  find  fcveral  Paf- 
fages  fmiilar  to  the  above. 

ACT 
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A  C  T     II.        S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Kilario,  Corifca. 

Hil.   -^  O  U  like  my  Speech  ? 

X       Corif.  Yes,  if  you  give  it  Aflion 
In  the  Delivery. 

Hil:  l\"^ —  I  pity  you. 
I  have  piay'd  the  Fool  before  •,  this  is  not  thefirft  Time, 
Nor  fliall  be,  I  hope,  the  lail. 

Corif.  Nay,  I  think  fo  too. 

Hil.  And   if  I  put  her  not  out  of  her  Dumps  with 
Laughter, 
I'll  make  her  howl  for  Anger. 

Corif.  Not  too  much 
Of  that,  good  iFellow  Hilario.    Our  fad  Lady 
Hath  drank  too  often  of  that  bitter  Cup, 
A  pleafant  one  muft  reftore  her.     With  what  Patiencd 
Would  (lie  endure  to  hear  of  the  Death  of  my  Lord  i 
That  merely  out  of  Doubt  he  may  mifcarry, 
AfHiAs  herfelf  thus  .? 

Hil.  Um  ;  'tis  a  Queftion 
A  Widow  only  can  refolve.     Thefe  be  fome 
That  in  their  Hufband's  Sicknefs  have  wept 
Their  Pottle  of  Tears  a  Day  •,  but  being  once  certain 
At  Midnight  he  was  dead,  have  in  the  Morning 
t)ry'd  up  their  Handkerchiefs,  and  thought  no  more  on't. 

Corif.  Tufh,  fhe  is  none  of  that  Race  •,  if  her  Sorrow 
Be  not  true  and  perfefV,  I  againft  my  Sex 
Will  take  my  Oath,  Woman  ne'er  wept  in  Earned^ 
She  has  made  herfelf  a  Prifoner  to  her  Chamber, 
Dark  as  a  Dungeon,  in  which  no  Beam 
Of  Comfort  enters.     She  admits  no  Vifits ; 
Eats  little,  and  her  nightly  Mufick  is 
Of  Sighs  and  Groans,  tun'd  to  fuch  Harmony 

Vol.  II.  H  ^f 
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Of  feeling  Grief,  that  I,  againft  my  Natiiir, 
Am  made  one  of  the  Conlorr.     This  Hour  only 
She  takes  the  Air,  a  Curtom  every  Day 
She  folemnly  obferves,  with  greedy  Hopes, 
From  fome  that  pafs  by,  to  receive  Aflurdnce 
Of  the  Succefs  and  Safety  of  her  Lord. 
Now,  if  that  your  Device  will  take 

Hi!.  Ne'er  fear  it : 
I  am  provided  cap-a-pee,  and  have 
My  Properties  in  Readinefs. 

Sophia  within.  Bring  my  Veil,  there. 

Corif.  Be  gone,  I  hear  her  coming. 

HiL  If  I  do  not 
Appear,  and,  what's  more,  appear  perfe6l,  hifs  me. 

[^Exit  Hilario. 
Enter  Sophia. 

Soph.  I  was  flatter'd  once,  I  was  a  Star,  but  now 
Turn'd  a  prodigious  Meteor  j  and,  like  one. 
Hang  in  the  Air  between  my  Hopes  and  Fears, 
And  every  Hour  (the  little  Stuff  burnt  out 
That  yields  a  waning  Light  to  dying  Comfort) 
I  do  expeft  my  Fall,  and  certain  Ruin. 
In  wretched  Things  more  wretched  is  Delay  •,  ^ 
And  Hope,  a  Parafite  to  me,  being  unmafq'd, 
Appears  more  horrid  than  Defpair,  and  my 
Diftra6lion  worle  than  Madnefs.     L'en  my  Prayers, 
When  with  moft  Zeal  lent  upward,  are  pull'd  down 
With  (Irong  imaginary  Doubts  and  Fears, 
And  in  their  fudden  Precipice  o'erwhelm  me. 
Dreams  and  fantallick  Vifions  walk  the  Round  *' 

^   In  nvr etched  ThtTigs  more  nvretched  is  Delay. 
This,  1  think  fhould  be  read. 

To  iKV etched  Things,  ScC. 

' "   Dreams  and  Jantaftick  Vifiins  'walk  the  Round. 
Tis  thus  in  the  old  Copies ;  but  I  am  inclin'd  to  think  it  fhould 
be, 

Dreams  and fantajlick  Vijlom  nxalk  their  Round. 

About 
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About  my  widow'd  Bed,  and  every  Slumber 
Broken  with  loud  Alarms  :  Can  thefe  be  then 
But  lad  Prelages,  Girl  ? 

Corif.  You  make  'em  fo, 
And  antedate  a  Lofs  fliall  ne'er  fall  on  you. 
Such  pure  AfFcLlion,  fuch  mutual  Love, 
A  Bed,  and  undeiil'd  on  either  Part, 
A  Houfe  without  Contention,  in  two  Bodies 
One  Will  and  Soul  (like  to  the  Rod  of  Concord) 
Kiffing  each  other,  cannot  he  fliort-liv'd, 
Or  end  in  Barrennefs. — If  ail  thefe,  dear  Madam, 
(Sweet  in  your  Sadnels)  fhould  produce  no  Fruit, 
Or  leave  the  Age  no  Models  of  yourfelves. 
To  witnefs  to  Pollerity  what  you  were. 
Succeeding  1  imes,  frighted  v/ith  the  Example, 
But  hearing  of  your  Story,  would  inftrud 
Their  fairell  IlTue  to  meet  fenfually. 
Like  other  Creatures,  and  forbear  to  raife 
True  Love,  or  Hymen  Altars. 

Sophia.  O  Corifca ! 
I  know  thy  Reafons  are  like  to  thy  Wiflies, 
And  they  are  built  upon  a  weak  Foundation, 
To  raife  me  Comfort.     Ten  long  Days  are  paH-, 
Ten  long  Days,  my  Corifca^  fince  my  Lord 
Embark'd  himfelf  upon  a  Sea  of  Danger, 
In  his  dear  Care  of  me.     And  if  his  Life 
Had  not  been  fhipwreck'd  on  the  Rock  of  War, 
Llis  Tendernefs  of  me  (knowing  how  much 
1  languilh  for  his  AbfenceJ  had  provided 
Some  trufty  Friend  from  whom  I  might  receive 
AlTurance  of  his  Safety. 

Corif.  Ill  News,  Madam, 
Are  Swallow- wing'd,  but  what's  good  walks  on  Crutches: 
With  Patience  expect  it  •,  and  e'er  long, 
Xo  Doubt,  you  fhall  hear   from  him. 

H  2  '/^Sow^. 
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A  Soiv-geIder''s  Horn  hlo'wn.     A  Pojl.  "" 

Soph.  Ha  !  What's  that  ? 

Corif.  The  Fool  has  got  a  Sow-geldcr*s  Horn, 
As  I  take  it,  Madam. 

Soph.  It  makes  this  Way  flill, 
Nearer  and  nearer. 

Corif.  From  the  Camp,  I  hope. 

Enter  Hilario,    with   long  white  Hair  and  Beard,  in  an 
antick  Armour,  one  with  a  Horn  before  him. 

Soph.  The  Meflenger  appears,  and  in  (Irange  Armour, 
Heaven,  if  it  be  thy  Will ! 

Hil.  It  is  no  Boot 
To  ftrive ;  our  Horfes  tir'd,  let's  walk  on  Foot, 
And  that  the  Caftle  which  is  very  near  us, 
To  give  us  Entertainment,  may  loon  hear  us. 
Blow  luilily,  my  Lad,  and  drawing  nigh, 
A£k  for  a  Lady  which  is  clep'd  Sophia, 

Corif  He  names  you,  Madam. 

•  ■   A  Soiu-geU'r''i  Horn  bloivn.     A  PoJI. 

I  have  here  followed  the  old  Copies,  not  chufingto  make  aiiy  ab^ 
folate  Alteration,  though  the  Pafiage  is  evidently  corrupt :  I  lake  it 
fliould  be  as  follows  : 

A  Soi'J  gelders  Horn  hloix'7i. 

Soph.  Ha  !  What's  that  ? 

Cert/.  The  Fool  has  got  a  Sow  geldcr's  Hora.  [^Afidf. 

A  Poft,  as  I  take  it  Madam. 
Soph.  It  makes  this  Way  ftill, 

Nea-er  and  nearer. 
Corif.  From  the  Camp,  I  hope. 
If  Corijca  had  told  her  Miftref^,  that  the  Fool  had  got  a  Soiv- 
gelders  Ho^n,  fhe  would  not  fo  readily  have  believed  that  he  came 
from  the  Camp  -,  nor  does  there  feem  to  be  any  Necefhty  for  a  Pcji  to 
be  mentioned  at  all,  when  the  Horn  is  blown,  I  imagine  in  the 
Written  Copy  there  w".  not  Room  for  the  Tranfcriber  to  write  it  in 
the  fame  Line,  and  th  -efore  he  placed  it  over  the  Word  Horn,  whick 
occafioned  this  Millake  in  the  Punting. 
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HiL  For  to  her  I  bring. 
Thus  clad  in  Arms,  News  of  a  pretty  Thing, 
By  Name  Mat  bias. 

Soph.  From  my  Lord  ?     O  Sir ! 
I  am  Sophia^  that  Mathias*  Wife. 
So  may  Mars  favour  you  in  all  your  Battles, 
As  you  with  Speed  unload  me  of  the  Burthen 
I  labour  under,  till  I  am  confirm'd 
Both  where  and  how  you  left  him. 

HiL  If  thou  art, 
As  I  believe,  the  Pigfney  of  his  Heart, 
Know  he's  in  Health,  and  what's  more,  full  of  Glee  5 
And  fo  much  I  was  will'd  to  fay  to  thee. 

Soph.   Have  you  no  Letters  from  him  ^ 

HiL  No,  meer  Words. 
In  the  Camp  we  ufe  no  Pens,  but  write  with  Swords : 
Yet  as  I  am  enjoin'd,  by  Word  of  Mouth 
I  will  proclaim  his  Deeds  from  North  to  South. 
But  tremble  not  while  I  relate  the  Wonder, 
Though  my  Eyes  like  Lightning  (hine,  and  my  Voice 
thunder. 

Soph.  This  is  fom.e  counterfeit  Bragart. 

Corif.  Hear  him,  Madam. 

HiL  The  Rear  march'd  fir{l,which  follow'd  by  the  Van, 
And  wing'd  with  the  Battalia,  no  Man 
Durftftay  to  fliitt  a  Shirt,  or  loufe  himfelf ; 
Yet  ere  the  Armies  join'd,  that  hopeful  Elf, 
Thy  I>ear,  thy  dainty  Duckling,  bold  Mathias^ 
Advanc'd,  and  flar'd  like  Hercules  or  Golias. 
A  hundred  thoufand  ^nrks  (it  is  no  Vaunt) 
Affail'd  him  ;  every  one  a  Termagant : 
But  what  did  he  then  }  with  his  keen  edge  Spear 
He  cut,  and  carbonaded  'em  :  Here  and  there 
Lay  Legs  and  Arms;  and,  as  'tis  faid  truly 
Of  Bevis^  fome  he  quarter'd  all  in  three. 

Soph.  This  is  ridiculous. 

HiL  I  muft  take  Breath  : 
Then,  like  a  Nightingale,  I'll  fing  his  Death. 

Soph.  His  Death! 

H  3  m 
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Hil  I  am  out. 

Corif.  Recover,  DLinder-head. 

Hil.  How  he  elcnp'd,  I  lliould  have  fung,  not  dy'tl  § 
For,  though  a  Knight,  when  I  faid  lb,  I  ly'd  ! 
Weary  he  was,  and  Icaice  could  Hand  upright, 
And  looking  round  for  lomc  courageous  Knight 
To  refcue  him,  as  one  perplex'd  in  Woe, 
He  call'd  to  me.  Help  !   help,  Hilario  ! 
My  valiant  Servant,  help. 

Corif.  He  has  fpoil'd  all. 

Soph.  Are  you  the  Man  of  Arms  ?    Then  I'll  makq 
bold 
To  take  of  your  martial  Beard  •,  you  had  FooPs  Hair 
Enough  without  it.     Slave  !  how  durfl  thou  make 
Thy  Sport  of  what  concerns  me  more  than  Lite, 
In  fuch  an  antick  Fafliion  ?   Ami  grown 
Contemptible  to  thole  I  feed  ?  You,  Minion, 
Had  a  Hand  in  it  too,  as  it  appears, 
Your  Petticoat  fcrves  for  Bafes  to  this  Warrior, 

Corif.  We  did  it  for  your  Mirth. 

////.  For  myfelf,  I  hope, 
I  have  fpoke  like  a  Soldier. 

Soph.  Hence,  you  Rafcal. 
I,  never  but  with  Reverence  name  my  Lord, 
And  can  I  hear  it  by  thy  Tongue  prophan'd. 
And  not  correct  thy  FolJy  ?  But  you  are 
Transform'djandturn'd  Knight-errant-,  takeyouiCourfe, 
And  Vv'ande''  where  you  pleafe  •,  for  here  I  vow 
By  my  Lord's  Life  (an  Oath  I  will  not  break) 
'Till  his  Return,  or  Certainty  of  his  Safety, 
My  Doors  are  fbut  againft  thee.  [Exii  Sophia, 

Co?-ff  *You  have  made 
A  fine  Piece  of  Work  on't  :  How  do  you  like  the  Qiia- 
You  had  a  foolifli  Itch  to  be  an  Adior,  [lity  ? 

And  may  now  ftroll  where  you  pleafe. 

///■/.  Will  you  buy  my  Share  ? 

Corif  No,  certainly,  I  fear  I  have  already 
Too  much  of  mine  own  :    I'll  only  as  a  Damfel 

(As 
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(As  the  Book  fays)  thus  far  help  to  difarm  you  ; 

And  fo,  dear  Don  ^ixote,  taking  my  Leave, 

I  leave  you  to  your  Fortune.  [Exii  Corifca. 

Hil.  Have  I  fweat 
My  Brains  out  for  this  quaint  and  rare  Invention, 
And  I  am  thus  rewarded  ?  I  could  turn 
Tragedian,  and  roar  now,  but  that  I  fear 
^Twould  get  me  too  great  a  Stomach,  having  no  Meat 
To  pacify  Colofi,  "■  what  will  become  of  me  ? 
I  cannot  beg  in  Armour,  and  fteal  I  dare  not : 
My  End  muft  be  to  Hand  in  a  Corn  Field, 
And  fright  away  the  Crows,  for  Bread  and  Cheefe, 
Or  find  fome  hollow  Tree  in  the  Highway, 
And  there,  until  my  Lord  return,  fell  Switches. 
No  more  Hilario,  but  Dolorio  now  : 
I'll  weep  my  Eyes  out,  and  be  blind  of  Purpofe 
To  move  Compafiion  j  and'fo  I  vanifh.     [Exii  Hilario. 

SCENE    IL 

Enier  Eubulus,  Ubaldo,  Ricardo,  and  others. 

Euh.  Are  the  Gentlemen  fent  before,  as  it  was  order'd 
By  the  King's  Dire6lion,  to  entertain 
The  General  ? 

Ric.  Long  fmce ;  they  by  this  have  met  him. 
And  given  him  the  Beinvenue. 

Eub.  I  hope  I  need  not 
Inftrud  you  in  your  Parts. 

Ubal.  How  !   us,  my  Lord  ? 
Fear  not;  we  know  our  Diftances  and  Degrees, 
To  the  very  Inch,  where  we  are  to  falute  him. 

Ric.  The  State  were  miferable,  if  the  Court  had  none 
Of  her  own  Breed,  familiar  with  all  Garbs. 

'^  To  pacify  Colon,  ^c. 
In  the  Unnatural  Combat,  I    find  this  Word,  fpelt  Calon,  ufed  in 
the  fame  Senfe  by  Belgard,   in  the  Firft  Scene,  where  he   fays  to 
Beaufort,  junior, 

"  But  how  fhalll  do  to  fatisfy  C«/o//,  Monfieur  ?" 

H  4  Gracious 
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G  racious  in  Englandy  Italy..  Spain  or  Fiance^ 
^Yith  Form  and  Pundiiality  to  receive 
Stranger  F.mbalTadors.     For  the  General, 
He's  a  mere  Native,  and  it  matters  not 
Which  Way  we  do  accoit  him. 

Uhal.  'I'is  great  Pity 
That  fuch  as  lit  at  the  Helm  provide  no  better 
For  the  training  up  ot  the  Gentry.     In  my  Judgment 
An  Academy  ereded,  with  large  Penfions 
To  fuch  as  in  a  Table  could  iet  down 
The  Congees,  Cringes,  Polliures,  Methods,  Phrale, 
Proper  to  every  Nation 

Ric.  O,  it  were 
An  admirable  Piece  of  Worl^. 

Ubal.  And  yet  rich  Fools 
Throw  away  their  Charity  on  Hofpitalg, 
For  Beggars  and  lame  Soldfers,  and  ne'er  ftudy 
The  due  Regard  to  Compliment  and  Courtfliip, 
Matters  of  more  Import,  ajul  are  indeed 
The  Glories  of  a  Monarchy. 

Eub.  Thefe,  no  doubt, 
Are  State  Points,  Gallants,  I  confcfs  •,  but  fure. 
Our  Court  needs  no  Aids  this  Way,  fince  it  is 
A  School  of  nothing  elfe.     There  are  fome  of  you, 
Whom  I  forbear  to  name,  whole  coining  Heads 
Are  the  Mint  of  all  new  Fafhions,  that  have  done 
More  Hurt  to  the  Kingdom  by  fuperliuous  iiravery. 
Which  the  foolifh  Gentry  imitate,  than  a  War, 
Or  a  long  Famine;  all  the  Treafure,  by  * 

This  foul  Excefs,  is  got  into  the  Merchants, 
Embroiderers,  Silkmans,  Jewellers,  Taylors  Hands, 
And  the  third  Part  of  the  Land  too,  the  Nobility 
Engroffing  Titles  only. 

Ric.  My  Lord,  you  are  bitter. 

Enter  a  Servant.  {A  trumpet. 

Serv.  The  General  is  alighted,  and  now  enter'd. 
Ric.  Were  he  ten  Generals,  I  am  prepar'd, 
And  know  what  I  will  do.  Eul>. 
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y.ub.  Pray  ^ou  what,  Ricardo  ? 
fik.  I'll  fight  ut  Compliment  with  him. 
Ui^al.  I'll  charge  home  too. 

Euk  And  that's   a  defper^te  Service,  if  you  come 
off  well. 

Efiier  Ferdinand,  Mathias,  Baptifta,  Iwo  Captains, 

Ferd.  Captaiii,  command  the  Officers  to  keep 
The  Soldier  as  he  march'd  in  Rank  and  File, 
*Till  they  hear  farther  from  me. 

Eub.  Here's  one  fpeaks 
In  another  Key :  This  is  no  canting  Language 
Taught  in  your  Academy. 

Ferd.  Nay,  I  will  prefent  you 
To  the  King  myfelf. 

Math.  A  Grace  beyond  my  Merit. 

Ferd.  You  undervalue  what  1  cannot  fet 
Too  high  a  Price  on. 

Eub.  With  a  Friend's  true  Heart 
I  gratulate  your  Return. 

Ferd.  Next  to  the  Favour 
Of  the  great  King,  I  am  happy  in  your  Friendlhip, 

Ubal.  By  Courtihip,  coarfe  on  both  Sides. 

Ferd.  Pray  you  receive 
This  Stranger  to  your  Knowledge,  on  my  Credit, 
At  all  Parts  he  defer ves  it. 

Eub.  Your  Report 
Is  a  llrong  AfTurance  to  me. — Sir,  moft  welcome. 

Math.  This  faid  by  you,  the  Reverence  of  your  Age 
Commands  me  to  believe  it. 

Ric.  This  was  pretty. 
But  fecond  me  now. — I  cannot  Hoop  too  low 
To  do  your  Excellence  that  due  Obfervance 
Your  Fortune  claims. 

Eub.  He  ne'er  thinks  on  his  Virtue. 

Ric.  For  being,  as  you  are,  the  Soul  of  Soldiers, 
And  Bulwark  of  Bellona. 

Ubal.  The  Protedion 

Both 
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Both  of  the  Court  and  King. 

Ric.  And  the  Ible  Mijiion 
Of  mighty  Mars. 

Ubal.  One  that  wich  Ju/lice  may 
Increafe  the  Number  of  the  Worthies. 

Eub.  Hoy  day. 

Rtc.  It  being  impofllble  in  my  Arms  to  circle 
Such  Giant  Worth, 

Ubal.   At  Diltancc  w€  prcfume 
To  kifs  your  honour'd  Gauntlet. 

Ei(b.   What  Reply  now 
Can  he  make  to  this  Foppery  ? 

Ferd.  You  have  faid. 
Gallants,  fo  much,  and  hitherto  done  fo  little, 
That,  'till  I  learn  to  ipeak,  and  you  to  do, 
I  muft  take  Time  to  thank  you. 

Eub.   As  I  live, 
Anfwer'd  as  I  could  wifh.     How  the  Fops  gape  now  ! 

Ric.  This  was  harfh,  and  icurvy. 

Ubal.  We  will  be  reveng'd 
When  he  com.es  to  court  the  Ladies,  and  laugh  at  him. 

Eub.  Nay,  do  your  Offices,  Gentlemen,  and  conduct 
The  General  to  the  Prelence. 

Ric.  Keep  your  Order. 

Ubal.  Make  Way  for  the  General. 

{Exeuut  all  but  Eubulus. 

Eub.  What  wife  Man, 
That  with  judicious  Eyes  looks  on  a  Soldier, 
But  muft  confefs  that  Fortune's  Swing  is  more 
O'er  that  Profeffion,  than  all  Kinds  elfe 
Of  Life  purfu'd  by  Man  .''  They,  in  a  State, 
Are  but  as  Chiruyjeons  to  wounded  Men  •,  " 
E'en  defp'rate  in  their  Hopes,   while  Pain  and  Anguifli 
Make  them  blafphemc,  and  call  in  vain  for  Death  : 
Their  Wives  and  Children  kifs  the  Chirurgeon's  Knees  i 

' '-   Are  but  as  Ch'irwgetins  to  ivounded Men. 
This,  I  think,  would  read  better  thus  : 

Are  but  as  Chirurgeons  are  to  wounded  Men. 

Promife 
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Promife  him  Mountains,  if  his  faving  Hand 

Reftorc  the  tort ur'd  Wretch  to  former  Strength. 

But  when  grim  Death,  by  jEJculapii'S  Art, 

Is  frighted  from  the  Houfe,  and  Health  appears 

In  fanguine  Colours  on  the  fick  Man's  Face, 

All  is  forgot;  and  afldng  his  Reward, 

He's  paid  with  Curfes,  often  receives  Wounds 

From  him  whole  Wounds  he  cur'd  ;  fo  Soldiers, 

Though  of  more  Worth  and  Ufe,  meet  the  fame  Fate, 

As  it  is  too  apparent.     I  have  obferv'd 

In  one  Hue, 

When  horrid  Mars^  the  Touch  of  whofe  rough  Hand 

With  Palfies  fhakes  a  Kingdom,  hath  put  on 

His  dreadful  Helmet,  and  with  Terror  fills 

The  Place  where  he,  like  an  unwelcome  Gueft, 

Kefolves  to  revel  i  how  the  Lords  of  her,  like 

The  Tradefman,  Merchant,  and  litigious  Pleader, 

^And  fuch  like  Scarabs  bred  i'  th'  Dung  of  Peace) 

In  Hope  of  their  Protedion,  humbly  offer 

Their  Daughters  to  their  Beds,  Heirs  to  their  Service,  <^^ 

And  wafh  with  Tears  their  Sweat,  their  Dufl,  their  Scars :         '^^' 

But  when  thofe  Clouds  of  W'ar  that  menac'd 

A  bloody  Deluge  to  th'  affrighted  State, 

Are  by  their  Breath  difpers'd,  and  overblown. 

And  famine,  Blood,  and  Death,  Bellona's  Pages, 

Whip'd  from  the  quiet  Continent  to  'J brace  "^ 

Soldiers,  that  like  the  foolifh  Hedge  Sparrov/ 

To  their  own  Ruin  hatch  this  Cuckow  Peace, 

Areftraight  Thought  burdenfome,  fince  want  of  Means, 

Growing  from  want  of  Adion,  breeds  Contempt, 

And  that  the  worft  of  Ills  fall  to  their  Lot, 

Their  Service  with  the  Danger's  foon  forgot. 

Enter  a  Ser^vant. 

Serv.  The  Queen,  my  Lord,  hath  made  Choice  of 
this  Room, 

'+  Whifdfrom  the  quiet  Continent  to  Thracc. 
Majfm^r  is  here  miftaken,  for  Thrace  is  upon  the  Continent. 

To 
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To  lee  the  Malqiie. 

Euh.  rU  be  Looker  on, 
My  dancing  Days  are  paft. 

XuOud  Mufick  cs  they  pafs^  a  Song  in  the  Praife  of  War ; 
Uba'do,  Ricardo,  Ladifiaus,  Ferdinand,  and  Ho- 
noria,  Mathias,  Sylva,  Acantiie,  Baptifta,  and  others, 

Ladif.  This  Courtcfy 
To  a  Stranger,  my  Honoria^  keeps  fair  Rank 
Wich  all  your  Rarities.     After  your  Travel 
Look  on  our  Court  Delights  •,  hut  firft  from  your 
Relation,  with  erected  Ears  I'll  hear 
The  Mufick  of  your  War,  which  mufl:  be  fweet. 
Ending  in  Victory. 

Ferd.  Not  to  trouble 
Your  Majefties  with  Dcfcription  of  a  Battle, 
Too  full  of  Horror  for  the  Place,  and  to 
Avoid  Particulars  whicii  I  fhould  deliver, 
I  muft  trench  longer  on  your  Patience  then 
My  Manner  will  give  Way  to  ;  in  a  Word  Sir, 
It  was  well  fought  on  both  Sides,  and  almofl 
With  equal  Fortune,  it  continuing  doubtful 
Upon  whofe  Tents  plum'd  Vidory  would  take 
Her  glorious  Stand  :  Impatient  of  Delay, 
With  the  Flower  of  our  prime  Gentlemen,  I  charg*d 
Their  main  Battalia,  and  with  their  Afliftance 
Broke  in ;  but  when  I  was  almoft  affur'd 
That  they  were  routed,  by  a  Stratagem 
Of  the  fubtil  Turk^  who  opening  his  grofs  Body, 
And  rallying  up  his  Troops  on  either  Side, 
I  found  myfelt  io  far  engag'd  (for  I 
Muft  not  conceal  my  Errors)  that  I  knew  not 
Which  Way  with  Honour  to  come  off. 

Eub.  I  like 
A  General  that  tells  his  Faults,  and  is  not 
Amibitious  to  ingrofs  unto  himfelf 
All  Honour,  as  fome  have,  in  which  with  Juflice 
They  could  not  claim  a  Share. 

Ferd, 
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Ferd,  Being  thus  hemm'd  in, 
Their  Scymitars  rag'd  among  us,  and  my  Horfe 
Kill'd  under  me,  I  ev^ery  Minute  look'd  for 
An  honourable  End,  and  that  was  all 
My  Hope  could  fafhion  to  me  -,  circl'd  thus 
With  Death  and  Horror,  as  one  lent  from  Heaven 
This  Man  of  Men,  with  fome  choice  Horfe  thatfollow'd 
His  brave  Example,  did  purfue  the  Trad 
His  Sword  cut  for  'em,  and  but  that  I  fee  him. 
Already  blufh  to  hear  what  he  being  prefent, 
I  know  would  wifh  unfpoken,  I  fliould  fay,  Sir, 
By  what  he  did,  we  boldly  may  believe 
All  that  is  writ  of  Heeler, 

Math.  General, 
Pray  fpare  thefe  (trange  Hyperboles. 

Euh.  Do  not  blufh 
To  hear  a  Truth  ;  here  are  a  Pair  of  Monfieurs, 
Had  they  been  in  your  Place,  would  have  run  away 
And  ne'er  chang'd  Countenance. 

Uhal.  We  have  your  good  Word  ftill. 

Euh.  And  Ihall  while  you  deferve  it. 

Ladif.  Silence,  on. 

Ferd.  He,  as  I  faid,  like  dreadful  Lightning  thrown 
From  Jupitefs  Shield,  difperfed  the  armed  Gire 
With  which  I  was  environed,  Horfe  and  Man, 
Shrunk  under  his  ftrong  Arm  :  More  with  his  Looks 
Frighted  the  valiant  fled,  with  which  encourag'd. 
My  Soldiers  (like  young  Eglcts  preying  under  '^ 
The  Wings  of  their  fierce  Dame)  as  if  from  him 
They  took  both  Spirit  and  Fire,  bravely  came  on. 
By  him  I  was  remounted,  and  infpir'd 
With  treble  Courage  ;  and  fuch  as  fled  be-fore. 
Boldly  made  head  again  j  and  to  confirm  'em. 
It  fuddenly  was  apparent,  that  the  Fortune 
Of  the  Day  was  ours  ;  each  Soldier  and  Commander 
Perform'd  his  Part ;  but  this  vvas  the  great  Wheel 
By  which  the  leflTer  mov'd,  and  all  Rewards 

's  la  the  Unnatural  Camhat  MaJ/inger  has  this  fame  Simile  again. 

A<^  I.  Scene  r. 

And 
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And  Signs  of  Honour,  as  the  Civic  Garland, 
The  mural  Wreadi,  the  Enemies  prime  Horlc, 
With  the  Generals  Sword,  and  Armour,  '^the  old  Ho- 
nours 
With  which  the  Romans  crown  their  feveral  Leaders) 
To  him  alone  are  proper. 

Ladif.  And  they  iliall 
Defervedly  fall  on  him.    Sit,  'tis  our  Pleafure, 

Ferd.  Which  1  muft  ferve,  not  argue; 

Hon.  You  are  a  Stranger, 
But  in  your  Service  for  the  King,  a  Native. 
And  though  a  free  Qtieen,  I  am  bound  in  Duty 
To  cheriih  Virtue  wherefoe'er  I  find  it : 
This  Place  is  yours. 

Math.  It  were  Prefumption  in  me 
To  fit  fo  near  you. 

Hon.  Not  having  our  Warrant. 

Ladif.  Let  the  Mafqucrs  enter  :  By  the  Preparation 
'Tis  a  French  Brawl,  an  apifh  Imitation 
Of  what  you  really  perform  in  Battle  ; 
And  Pallas  bound  up  in  a  little  Volume, 
Apollo  with  his  Lute  attending  on  her     [^Song  and  Dance. 
Serve  for  the  Indu6lion. 

Enter  the  two  Boys.,  one  with  his  Lute.,  the  other  like  Pallas. 
A  Song  in  the  Praife  of  Soldiers.,  efpecially  being  viufo- 
rioiis :  'The  Song  ended  the  King  goes  on. 

Song  by  Pallas. 

Though  we  contemplate  to  ex^refs 

The  Glory  of  your  Happinefs, 
That  by  your  powerful  Arm  have  been 

So  true  a  Vi^or^  that  no  Sin 
Could  ever  taint  you  with  a  Blame 

To  leffen  your  defer ved  Fame. 

Or  though  we  contend  to  fet 

Tour  IVorth  in  the  full  Height,  or  get 

Ccelejii^l 
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Gelejiial  Singers  (crowned  vjitb  Bays 

IVith  flourijhes  to  drefs  your  Praife :) 
You  kno-w  your  Cofiqueji,  i^ut  your  Story 

Lives  in  your  triumphant  Glory, 

Ladif.  Our  Thanks  to  all. 
To  the  Banquet  that's  preparM  to  entertain  'em. 
What  would  my  bell  Honoria  ? 

Hon.  May  it  pleafe 
My  King,  that  I  who  by  his  Suffrage  ever 
Have  had  Power  to  command,  may  now  intreat 
An  Honour  Irom  him. 

Ladif.  Why  iTiould  you  defire 
What  is  your  own  ?  What  e'er  it  be,  you  arc 
The  Miftrefs  of  it, 

Hon.  I  am  happy  in 
Your  Grant:  My  Suit,  Sir,  is,  that  your  Commanders, 
Efpecially  this  Stranger,  may  as  I 
In  my  Difcretion  fhall  think  good,  receive 
What's  due  to  their  Deferts. 

Ladif.  What  you  determine 
Shall  know  no  Alteration. 

Eub.  The  Soldier 
Is  like  CO  have  good  Ufage  when  he  depends 
Upon  her  Plealure  :   Are  all  the  Men  fo  bad. 
That  to  give  Satisfadion  we  muft  have 
A  Woman  Treafurer.     Heaven  help  all. 

Hon.  With  you,  Sir, 
I  Will  begin,  and  as  in  my  Elleem 
You  are  moft  eminent,  expe<5l  to  have 
What's  fit  for  me  to  give,  and  you  to  take  -, 
The  Favour  in  the  quick  Difpatch  being  double. 
Go  letch  my  Cafket,  and  with  Speed. 

Eub.  The  Kingdom  [£;;// Acanthe. 

Is  very  bare  of  Money,  when  Rewards 
Iffue  from  the  Qi.ieen's  Jewel  Houfe,  give  him  Gold 
And  Store,  no  C^ueftion  the  Gentleman  wants  it. 
Good  Madam,  what  fhall  he  do  with  a  Hoop  Ring, 
And  a  Spark  of  Diamond  in  it  ?  Though  you  took  it. 

Enter 
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Enter  Acanthc. 

(For  the  greater  Honour)  from- your  Mnjefly'*;  Finger,- 
'Twill  not  incrcaic  the  Value.     He  muft  purchafe 
Rich  Suits,  the  gay  CapariTon  of  Courtfliip, 
Revel,  and  Feaft,  which,  the  War  ended,  is 
A  Soldier's  Glory  •,  and  'tis  fit  that  Way 
Your  Bounty  fliould  provide  for  him. 

Hon.  You  are  rude. 
And  by  your  narrow  Thoughts  proportion  mine. 
What  I  will  do  now,  fliall  be  worth  the  Envy 
Of  Cleopatra^  open  it,  fee  here  [Honon^^defcendSo 

The  Lapidaries  Idol. — Gold  is  Tralli 
And  a  poor  Salary  fit  for  Grooms  ■,  wear  thefe 
As  ftudded  Stars  in  your  Armour,  and  make  the  Sun 
Look  dim  with  Jealoufy  of  a  greater  Light 
Than  his  Beams  gild  the  Day  with  :  when  it  is 
Expos'd  to  View,  call  it  Honoria?,  Gift, 
The  Queen  lloncrias  Gift,  that  loves  a  Soldier  ; 
And  to  give  Ornament  and  Luftre  to  him. 
Parts  freely  vvith  her  own.     Yet  not  to  take 
From  the  Magnificence  of  tlie  King,  I  will 
Difpenle  his  Bounty  too,  but  as  a  Page 
To  wait  on  mine  -,  for  other  LolTes  take  '^ 
A  hundred  thoufand  Crowns,  your  Hand,  dear  Sir,- 
And  this  fliall  be  thy  Warrant. 

[X<-ikei  off  the  King's  SigneL 

Euh.  I  perceive 
I  was  cheated  in  this  Woman  :  Now  fhc  is 
r  th'  giving  Vein  to  Soldiers,  let  her  be  proud. 
And  the  King  doat,  fo  fhe  go  on,  I  care  not.         [Jjlde, 

Hon.  This  done,  our  Pleafure  is,  that  all  Arrears 
Be  paid  unto  the  Captains,  and  their  Troops j 

-  For  other  Lojfes  take 


A  hundred  thoufand  Crontons,  &C. 
This  I  am  apt  to  think  fhould  be  read  thus  : 

For  other  Ufes  take 

A  hundred  thoufand  Cronxns,  &c. 

With 
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V>~ith  a  large  Donative  to  increafe  their  Zeal 
For  the  Service  of  the  Kingdom. 

Eub.  Better  llill  -, 
Let  Men  of  Arms  be  us'd  thus  :  If  they  do  not 
Charge  deiperately  upon  the  Cannons  Mouth, 
Though  the  Devil  roar'd,-  and  fight  like  Dragons,  hang 

me. 
(Now   they  may  drink  Sack,  but  fmall   Beer,  with  a 

Paffport 
To  beg  with  as  they  Travel^  and  no  Money, 
Turns  their  red  Blood  to  Butter-milk.) 

Ho7h  Are  you  pleas'd,  Sir, 
With  what  I  have  done  ? 

Ladif.  Yes,  and  thus  confirm  it 
With  this  Addition  of  mine  own  :  You  have,  Sir^ 
From  our  lov'd  (^ueen  received  fome  Recompence 
For  your  Life  hazarded  in  the  late  A6lion  -, 
And  that  we  may  follow  her  great  Example  '/. 
In  cherifliing  Valour,  without  Limit  afk 
What  you  from  us  can  wifh. 

Math.  If  it  be  true. 
Dread  Sir,  as  'tis  affirm'd,  that  every  Soilj 
Where  he  is  well,  is  to  a  valiant  Man 
His  natural  Country  \  Reafon  may  afTure  me 
I  fhould  fix  here,  where  BlelTings  beyond  Hope, 
From  you,  the  Spring,  like  Rivers  flow  unto  me. 
If  Wealth  Vv'cre  my  Ambidonj  by  the  Qtieen 
I  am  made  rich  already^  to  the  Amazement 
Of  all  that  fee,  or  (ha  11  hereafter  read 
The  Story  of  her  Bounty  ;  if  to  fpend 
The  Remnant  of  my  Lite  in  Deeds  of  Arms, 
No  Region  is  more  fertile  of  good  Knights, 
From  whom  my  Knowledge  that  Way  may  be  better'd, 

'"  And  that  tve  may  foUonjo  her  great  Exam  fie 
In  chtrijhing  Valour,  &c. 
This  PafTage  Mr.  DodJIey  reads  thus : 

And  that  you  may  fullQ<iv,  &c. 

Which  I  think  muft  be  wrong,  and  that  the  old  Reading  is  the 
right. 

Vol.11.  I  Then 
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Then  this  your  wadike  Hungary  i  if  Favour, 

Or  Grace  in  Court  could  take  me,  by  your  Grant,. 

Far,  far  beyond  my  Merit,  I  may  make 

In  your's  a  free  Eled^ion  -,  but  alas  !   Sir, 

1  am  not  mine  own,  but  by  my  Deiliny 

(Which  I  cannot  refift)  forc'd  to  prefer 

My  Country's  Smoak  before  the  glorious  Fire 

With  which  your  Bounties  warm  me.     AH  I  afk,  Sir, 

Though  I  cannot  be  ignorant  it  mufl  relifh 

Of  foul  Ingratitude,  is  your  gracious  Licence 

For  my  Departure. 

Ladif.  Whither? 

Math.  To  my  own  home,  Sir,  '^ 
My  own  poor  home  ;  which  will  at  my  Return 
Grow  rich  by  your  Magnificence  :  I  am  here 
But  a  Body  without  a  Soul,  and  till  I  find  it 
In  the  Embraces  of  my  conftant  Wife,  and  to  fet  ofF^ 

that  Conftancy 
In  her  Beauty  and  matchlefs  Excellencies  without  a  Rival 
I  am  buthajf  myfelf. 

Hon.  And  is  fhe  then 
So  chafle  and  fi'.ir  as  you  infer  ?' 

Math.  O,  Madam, 
Tho'  it  muft  argue  W^eaknefs  in  a  rich  Man 
To  fhow  his  Gold  before  an  armed  Thief, 
And  I  in  praif-ng  of  my  Wife,  but  feed 
The  Fire  of  Lull  in  others  to  attempt  her  ; 
Such  is  my  full  fail'd  Confidence  in  her  Virtue, 

'  *  To  my  even  home,  Sir, 
My  oixin  poor  home,  &c. 
I  have  printed  this  Paflage  aftar  the  old  Copies,  which  I'  always  fol- 
low ;  but  in  my  Opinion  it  would  read  much  better  thus  : 
Math.  To  my  own  home,  Sir 

My  own  poor  home  :  That  will  at  my  Return 
Grow  rich  by  your  Magnificence.     I'm  here 
A  Cody  without  Soul,  nxihich  till  I  find 
In  the  Embraces  of  my  conftant  Wife 
(And  to  fet  off  that  Conftancy  ;  in  Beauty 
And  matchlefs  Excellence  without  a  Rival) 
I  am  but  half  myfelf. 

Though 
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Though  in  my  j^bfence  flie  were  now  befieg'd 
By  a  Itrong  Army  of  laicivious  Wooers, 
(And  every  one  more  expert  in  his  Art, 
Then  thofe  that  tempted  dmi^Q  Penelope-,) 
Though  they  rais'd  Batteries  by  prodigal  Gifts, 
By  amorous  Letters,  Vows  made  for  her  Service, 
viith  all  the  Engines  wanton  Appetite 
Could  mount  to  ihake  the  Fortrefs  of  hsr  Honour, 
Here,  here  is  my  Allurance  fhe  holds  out, 

[Kifes  the  PiSfurel 
And  is  impregnable, 

Hon.  W  hat's  that  ? 

Math.  Her  fair  Figure. 

Ladif.  As  I  live  an  excellent  Face ! 

Hon.  You  have  feen  a  better. 

Ladif.  I,  ne'er  except  yours  j  nay  frown  not  fweeteft^' 
(Tht  Cyprian  Qiieen  compared  to  you,  in  my 
Opinion,  is  a  Negro-,}  as  you  order'd, 
I'll  fee  the  Soldiers  paid,  and  in  my  Abfence 
Pray  you  ufe  your  powerful  Arguments  to  Itay 
This  Gentleman  in  our  Service. 

Hon.  I  will  do 
My  Part* 

Ladif.  On  to  the  Camp* 

^Exeunt  Ladiflaus,    Ferdinand,  Eubulus,  Bap^ 
tifta,  Capiaiiis. 

Hon.  I  am  full  of  Thoughts. 
And  fomething  there  is  here  I  mufl  give  Form  to, 
liio'  yet  an  Embrion,  you,  Signiors, 
Have  no  Bufinefs  with  the  Soldier,  as  I  take  it. 
You  are  for  other  Warfare  •,  quit  the  Place, 
^  But  be  within  call. 

Ric.  Employment  on  my  Life,  Boy. 

Vbal.  If  It  lie  in  our  Road,  we  are  made  forever.' 

[Exeunt  Ubaldo,  Ricardo; 

Hon.  You  may  perceive  the  King  is  no  Way  tainted 
V\^ith  the  .Difeafe  of  Jealoufy,  fmce  he  leaves  me 
Thus  private  v/ith  you. 

Miilb.  It  were  in  him,  Madam, 

I  2  'h 
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A  Sin  unpardonable  to  diftruil  fuch  Purenefs, 
Though  1  were  an  Adonis. 

Ho,:.  I  pre  fume 
He  neither  does,  nor  dares :   And  yet  the  Story- 
Delivered  otyoLiby  the  General, 
With  your  Heroick  Courage  (which  finks  deeply 
Into  a  knowing  Woman's  Heart)  befides 
Your  promifing  Prefence,  might  beget  fome  Scruple, 
In  a  meaner  Man  :  But  more  of  this  hereafter-, 
I'll  take  another  Theme  now,  and  conjure  you 
By  the  Honours  you  have  won,  and  by  the  Love 
Sacred  to  your  dear  Wife,  to  anfwer  truly 
To  what  I  fliall  demand. 

Math.  You  need  not  ufe 
Charms  to  this  Purpofe,  Madam. 

lion.  Tell  nje  then, 
Being  yourfelf  afiur'd  'tis  not  in  Man 
To  iully  with  one  Spot  th'  immaculate  Whitenefs 
Of  your  W^ife's  Honour,  if  you  have  not  fince 
The  Gordion  of  your  Love  was  tied  by  Marriage^ 
Play'd  falfe  with  her  ? 

Math.  By  the  Hopes  of  Mercy,  never. 

Hon.  It  may  be,  not  frequenting  the  Converle 
Of  handfome  Ladies,  you  were  never  tempted. 
And  fo  your  Faith's  untried  yet. 

Math.  Surely,  Madam, 
I  am  no  "VS'oman  Hater,  I  have  been 
Keceived  to  the  Society  of  the  bell 
And  fairefl  of  our  Climate,  and  have  met  with 
No  common  Entertainment,  yet  ne'er  felt 
The  leaft  Pleat  that  Way. 

Hon.  Strange  !   and  do  you  think  ftill. 
The  Earth  can  fliow  no  Beauty  that  can  drench. 
In  hethe  all  Remembrance  of  the  Favour 
Your  now  bear  to  your  own  ? 

Math.  Nature  muft  find  out 
Some  other  Mould  to  fafiiion  a  new  Creature 
Fairer  then  her  Pandora^  e'er  I  prove 
Guilty  or  in  my  Wifhes,  or  my  Thoughts, 
To  my  So^phia.  Hon. 
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Hon.  Sir,  con fider  better; 
Not  or.e  in  our  whole  Sex  r 

Math.  I  am  conftant  to 
My  Refolution. 

Hon.  But  dare  you  ftand 
The  Oppoficion,  and  bind  yourfelf 
By  Oath  for  the  Performance  ? 

Math.  My  Faith  elfe 
Had  but  a  weak  Foundation. 

Hon.  I  take  hoJd 
Upon  your  Promife,  and  enjoin  your  Stay 
For  one  Month  here 

Math.  I  am  caught. 

Hon.   And  if  I  do  not 
Produce  a  Lady  in  that  Time  that  (hall 
Make  you  contefs  your  Error,  I  fubmit 
Myfelf  to  any  Penalty  you  fhall  pleafe 
T'  impofc  upon  me :  In  the  mean  Space  write 
To  your  chafte  Wife,  acquaint  her  with  your  Fortune; 
The  Jewels  that  were  mine  you  may  fend  to  her, 
For  better  Confirmation,  I'll  provide  you 
Of  trufty  Meffengers  :  But  how  far  diftant  is  flie? 

Math.  A  Day's  hard  riding. 

Hon.  There's  no  retiring, 
I'll  bind  you  to  your  Word. 

Math.  Well,  fince  there  is 
No  W^ay  to  fhun  it,  I  will  ftand  the  Hazard, 
And  inftantly  make  ready  my  Difpatch  : 
— 'Till  then,  I'll  leave  your  Majefty.         [Exit  Mat  bias, 

Hon.  How  I  burfl: 
With  Envy,  that  ther€  Lives,  befides  myfelf. 
One  fair  and  loyal  Woman,  'twas  the  End 
Of  my  Ambition,  to  be  recorded 
The  only  Wonder  of  the  Age  ;  and  fhall  I 
Give  way  to  a  Competitor  ?  Nay  more, 
To  add  to  my  Afflidion,  the  Alfurances 
That  I  plac'd  in  my  Beauty  have  deceiv'd  me  : 
I  thought  one  amorous  Glance  of  mine  could  bring 
All  Hearts  to  my  Subjedion  ;  but  this  Stranger, 

I  Q  Unmov'd 
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Unmov'd  as  Rocks,  contemns  me.     But  I  cannot 

Sic  down  To  with  my  Honour  :  I  will  gain 

A  double  Viftory,  by  working  him 

To  my  Ucfnc,  and  taint  her  in  her  Honour 

Or  lok  myleir.     I  have  read,  that  ibme  lime  Poifcn 

Is  ufeiul  •,  to  fupplant  her  Til  employ 

With  any  Col:,  Utaido  and  Ricardo, 

Two  noted  Courtiers,  of  approved  Cunning 

In  all  the  VVindir.gs  of  LuRs  Labyrinth  ; 

(And  in  corrupting  him  I  will  outgo 

Nero's  Poppsea :  If  he  fhut  his  Ears, 

Againft  my  Syren  Notes,  I'll  boldly  fwear 

Ulyjfes  lives  again  ;  or  that  1  have  found 

A  frozen  Cynic,  cold  in  Spite  of  all 

Allurements  -,  one,  vvhom  Beauty  cannot  move, 

Nor  foftelt  Blandifhmcnts  entice  to  Love. 

[Exit  Honoria, 

^^c  End  of  the  Second  A51, 

ACT     IIL         SCENE     L 

Enter  Hilarfo, 

HIN,  thin,  Proviflon!  I  am  dieted 
Like  one  fet  to  watch  Hawks  -,  and  to  keep  me 
waking. 

My  croaking  Guts  make  a  perpetual  'L>arum. 
Here  1  itand  Centinel ;  and  though  I  fright 
Beggars  from  my  Lady's  Gate,  in  Hope  to  have 
A  greater  Share,  I  find  my  Commons  mend  not. 
(I  look'd  this  Morning  in  my  Glafs,  the  River  ; 
And  there  appear'd  aFiOi,  call'd  a  poor  John^ 
Cut  with  a  lentenFace  in  my  own  Likenefs  ; 
And  it  feem'd  to  fpeak,  and  fay,  Goodmorrow  Couzen! 
No  Man  comes  this  Way  but  has  a  Fling  at  me : 

A 
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A  Chirurgeon  pafllng  by  afk'd,  at  what  Rate 
I  would  fell  mylelf?  1  anfwered,  for  v/hat  Ufe  ? 
To  make,  faid  he,  a  living  Anatomy, 
And  fet  thee  up  in  our  Hall,  for  thou  art  tranfparent 
Without  DifTcclion)  and  indeed  he  had  Reafon  -, 
For  I  am  fcoui'd  with  this  poor  Porridge  to  nothing. 
They  fay  that  Hunger  dwells  in  the  Camp  -,  but  tiii 
My  Lord  returns,  or  certain  Tidings  of  him. 
He  will  not  part  with  me. — But  Sorrow's  dry. 
And  I  muit  drink  howfover. 

Enier  Ubaldo,  and  Ricardo,  Guide. 

Guide.  That  is  her  Caftle 
Upon  my  certain  Knowledge. 

Ui?al.  Our  Horfes  held  out 
To  my  Defire.     I  am  a  Fire  to  he  at  it. 

Ric.  Take  the  Jades  for  thy  Reward ;  before  I  part 
hence, 
J  hope  to  be  better  carried.     Give  me  the  Cabinet : 
So,  leave  us  now. 

Guide.  Food  Fortune  to  you  Gallants.      [Exii  Guide, 

Ul'al.  Being  joint  Agents  in  a  Defign,  of  Truft  too. 
For  the  Service  of  the  Queen  and  our  own  Pleafure, 
Let  us  proceed  with  Judgment. 

Ric.  If  I  take  not 
This  Fort  at  the  firft  AlTault,  make  me  an  Eunuch, 
So  1  may  have  Precedence. 

Ui^aL  On  no  Terms. 
We  are  both  to  play  one  Prize  ;  he  that  works  bed 
i'  the  fearching  this  Mine,  fhail  carry  it 
Without  Contention. 

Ric.  Make  you  your  Approaches, 
As  I  direded. 

Ul^al.  1  need  no  Inflrudion; 
i  work  not  on  your  AnviJ.     I'll  give  Fire 
With  mine  own  Linftock  -,  if  the  Pow^der  be  danck. 
The  Devil  rend  the  Touch-hole.     Who  iiave  we  here  ? 
What  Skeleton's  this  ^ 

I  4  Ric, 
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Rii-.  A  Ghoft  i  or  the  Image  of  Famine. 
Where  dofl  thou  dwell  ? 

HUario.  Dwell  Sir?  My  Dwelling  is 
r  th'  Highway.     1  hat  goodly  llouic  was  once 
My  Habitation  •,  but  I  am  baniflied. 
And  cannot  be  call'd  home,  'till  News  arrive 
Of  the  good  Knight  Mathias. 

Ric.  If  that  will 
Reftore  thee,  thou  art  fiife. 

Uhal.  We  come  from  him, 
With  Prefents  to  his  Lady. 

Hil.  But  are  you  fure 
He  is  in  Health  } 

Ric.  Never  fo  well :  Condudl  us 
To  the  Lady. 

Hil.  Though  a  poor  Snake,  I  will  leap 
Out  of  my  Skin  for  Joy.     Break,  Pitcher,  break  j 
And  Wallet,  late  my  Cupboard,  I  bequeath  thee 
To  the  next  Beggar  -,  thou  red  Herring,  fwim 
To  the  red  Sea  again.     Methinks  1  am  already 
Knuckle  Deep  in  the  Fiel]i-pots  -,  and,  though  waking, 

dream 
Of  Wine  and  Plenty. 

Ric.  What's  the  My  fiery 
Of  this  ftrange  Paffion  ? 

Hil.  My  Belly,  Gentlemen 
Will  not  give  me  Leave   to  tell  you.     When  I  have 

brought  you 
To  rny  Ladies  Prefence,  I  am  difenchanted. 
There  you  ihall  know  all.     Follow  :  If  I  outftrip  you. 
Know  I  run  for  my  Belly. 

Ubal.  A  mad  Fellow.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Sophia,  Corifca. 

Soph.  Do  not  again  delude  me. 
Corf.  If  I  do,  fend  ms  a  grazing  with  my  Fellow  M- 
lario,  I 
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f  flood,  as  you  commanded,  in  the  Turret 
Obierving  all  that  pals'd  by  :  And  even  now 
1  tiid  difcern  a  Fair  of  Cavaliers, 
For  fuch  their  OutHde  fpoke  them,  with  their  Guide 
pifmounting  from  their  Horfes  •,  they  laid  Ibmething 
To  our  hungry  Centincl,  that  made  him  caper 
And  fnflc  i'  th'  Air  for  Joy  :  And  to  confirm  this, 
^ee,  Madam,  they're  in  Vievv„ 

Enter  Hilario,  Ubaldo,  Ricardo. 

Hil  'Ntvjs  from  my  Lord  ! 
Tidings  of  Joy  !  thefe  are  no  Counterfeits, 
But  Knights  indeed.     Dear  Madam  fign  my  Pardon, 
That  I  may  feed  again,  and  pick  up  my  Crumbs : 
I  have  had  a  long  Fad  of  it. 

Sopb.  Eat,  I  forgive  thee. 

Hil.  O  comfortable  Words!  Eat,  I  forgive  thee! 
And  if  in  this  I  do  not  foon  obey  you, 
And  ram  in  to  the  Purpofe,  billet  me  again 
r  th'  Highway.     Butler  and  Cook  be  ready. 
For  I  enter  like  a  Tyrant.  [Exii  Hilario. 

Wal.  Since  mine  Eyes 
"Were  never  happy  in  lb  fweet  an  Objedt, 
Without  Enquiry  I  prefume  you  are 
The  Lady  of  the  Houfe,  and  fo  falute  you. 

Ric.  1  his  Letter,  v/ith  thefe  Jewels  from  your  Lord, 
Warrant  my  Boldnefs,  Madam. 

Wal.  In  being  a  Servant 
To  fuch  rare  Beauty,  you  muft  needs  deferve 
This  Courtefy  from  a  Stranger.  [To  Corifc^, 

falutes  her. 

Ric.  You  areflill 
Before-hand  with  me.     Pretty  one,  I  defccnd 
To  take  the  FJeight  of  your  Lip  ;  and  if  I  mifs 
In  the  Altitude,  hereafter,  if  you  pleafe, 
I  will  make  ufe  of  my  Jacob\  Staff. 

[Sophia  halving  in  the  Interim  read  the  Letter^ 

and  opeii'd  the  Cafiet. 

Corif, 
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Corif.  Thefe  Gentlemen 
Have  certainly  had  good  Breeding,  as  it  appears 
By  their  neat  Kifiipg,  they  hit  mc  io  pat  on  the  Lips 
At  tiie  firll  Sight. 

Sopb.  Heaven,  in  thy  Mercy,  make  me 
Thy  thankful  Handmaid,  for  this  boundlefs  Bleffing, 
in  thy  Goodnefs  fhower'd  upon  me. 

Ubal.  I  do  not  like 
This  fimple  Devotion  in  her  ;  it  is  feldom 
Fra6lis'd  among  my  MiftrefTes. 

Ric.  Or  mine. 
Would  they  kneel  to  I  know  not  who,  for  the  PolTeffion 
Of  fuch  ineftimablc  Wealth,  before 
They  thank'd  the  Bringers  of  it }  The  poor  Lady 
Docs  want  Inftrudtion  ;  but  I'll  be  her  Tutor, 
And  read  her  another  LefTon. 

Soph.  If  I  have 
Shown  Want  of  Manners,  Gentlemen,  in  my  Slownefs 
To  pay  the  Thanks  I  owe  you  for  your  Travel, 
To  do  my  Lord  and  me  (howe'er  unworthy 
Of  fuch  a  Benefit)  this  noble  Favour  : 
Impute  it,  in  your  Clemency,  to  the  Excefs 

Of  Joy  that  ov'erwhelm'd  nie. 

Ric.  She  fpeaks  well. 
Ubal.  Polite  and  courtly. 
Soph.  And  howe'er  it  may 
Increafe  th'  Offence,  to  trouble  you  with  more 
Demands  touching  my  Lord,  before  I  have 
Invited  you  to  talte  fuch  as  the  Coarfenefs 
Of  my  poor  Houfe  can  offer  ■■,  pray  you  convine 
On  my  weak  Tendernefs,  though  I  intreat 
To  learn  from  you  fomeching  he  hath,  it  may  be. 
In  his  Letter  left  unmention'd. 

Ric.  I  can  only 
Give  you  Affurance  that  he  is  in  Healths 
Grac'd  by  the  King  and  Qtieen. 

Ubal.  And  in  the  Court 

With  Admiration  look'd  on. 

Rjc.  You  muft  therefore 

Put 
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Put  off  thefe  Widow's  Garments,  and  appear 
Like  to  yourfelf. 

Ubal.  And  entertain  all  Pleafures 
Your  Fortune  marks  out  for  you. 

Ric.  There  are  other 
Particular  Privacies,  which  on  Occafion 
I  will  deliver  to  you. 

Soph.  You  oblige  me 
To  your  Service  ever. 

Ric.  Good !  your  Service  •,  mark  that. 

Sopb.  In  the  mean  Time,  by  your  Acceptance  make 
My  ruflick  Entertainment  relifh  of 
The  Curioufnefs  of  the  Court. 

Ui^al.  Your  Looks,  fweet  Madam, 
Cannot  but  make  each  Difli  a  Feaft. 

Sopb.  It  fliall  be 
Such,  in  the  Freedom  of  my  Will  to  pleafe  you. 
I'll  fhew  the  Way  :  This  is  too  great  an  Honour 
prom  fuch  brave  Gueils,  to  me  fo  mean  an  Hoftefs. 

[Exeu?iL 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Acanthe  io  four  or  five  -joitb  Vizards. 

Acan.  You  know  your  Charge ;  give  it  A6lion,  and 
expe6t 
Rewards  beyond  your  Hopes. 

1  Vi-z.  If  we  but  eye  'em. 
They  are  ours,  I  warrant  you. 

2  Viz.  May  we  not  afk  why 
We  are  put  upon  this  ? 

Acan.  Let  that  ftop  your  Mouth, 
And  learn  more  Manners,  Groom.  'Tls  upon  the  Hour 
In  which  they  ufe  to  walk  here  :  When  you  have  'em 
In  your  Power,  with  Violence  carry  them  to  the  Place 
Where  I  appointed  :  There  I  will  exped:  you. 
Be  bold,  and  careful.  \Exit  Acanthe. 

Enter 
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Enter  Mathias  and  Baptifta. 

1  Viz.  Thefe  are  they. 

2  Viz.  Are  you  lure? 

1  Viz.  Am  I  fure  I  am  myfelf  ? 

2  Viz.  Seize  on  him  llrongly  ;  if  he  have  but  Means 
To  draw  his  Sword,  'tis  ten  to  one  we  imart  tbr'c. 
Take  all  Advantages. 

McUh.  I  cannot  guefs 
What  her  Intents  are ;  but  her  Carriage  was 
As  I  but  now  related. 

Bnpt.  Your  AiFurance 
In  the  Conftancy  of  your  Lady,  is  the  Armour 
That  mud  defend  you.     Where's  the  Pidure  ? 

Math.  Here, 
And  no  Way  alter'd. 

Bapt.  If  fhe  be  not  pcrfed. 
There  is  no  Truth  in  Art. 

Math.  By  this,  I  hope. 
She  hath  receiv'd  my  Letters. 

Bapt.  Without  Qiieflion. 
Thefe  Courtiers  are  rank  Riders,  when  they  are 
To  vifit  a  handfome  Lady. 

Math.  Lend  me  your  Ear. 
One  Piece  of  her  Entertainment  will  require 
Your  dearcft  Privacy. 

1  Viz.  Now  they  (land  fair, 
Upon  'em. 

Math.  Villains ! 

I  Viz.  Stop  their  Mouths.     We  come  not 
To  try  your  Valours.     Kill  him,    if  he  offer 
To  open  his  Mouth. — We  have  you. — 'Tis  in  vain 
To  make  Refiftance. — Mount  'em,  and  away. 

[^Exemit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

Enler  Servants  wish  Lights,    Ladiflaus,   Ferdinand, 
Eubuliis. 

Ladif.  'Tis  late.  Go  to  your  Reft  :  But  do  not  envy 
The  Happinefs  I  draw  near  to. 

Euk  It'  you  enjoy  it 
The  moderate  Way,  the  Sport  yields,  I  confefs, 
A  pretty  Titilation  ;  but  too  much  oPt 
Will  bring  you  on  your  Knees.     In  my  younger  Days 
I  was  mylelf  a  Gamefter  i  and  I  found 
By  fad  Experience,  there  is  no  fuch  Soker 
As  a  young  fpongy  Wife  •,  fhe  keeps  a  thoufand 
Horfe  Leeches  in  her  Box,  and  the  Thieves  will  fuck 

out 
Both  Blood  and  Marrow  I  I  feel  a  Kind  of  Cramp 
In  my  Joints  when  I  think  on't.  But  it  may  be  Queen, 
And  fuch  a  Queen  as  yours  is,  has  the  Art 

Ferd.  You  take  Leave 
To  talk,  my  Lord. 

Ladif.  Ke  may,  fince  he  can  do  nothing. 

Eulf.  If  you  fpend  this  way  too  much  of  your  royal 
E'er  long  we  may  be  Puefellows.  [Stock, 

Ladif.  The  Door  fhut ! 
Knock  gently  ;    harder.     So,  here  comes  her  Woman. 
Take  off  my  Gown. 

Enler  Acanthe. 

y^caft.  My  Lord,  the  Queen  by  me 
This  Night  defires  your  Pardon. 

Ladif.  How,  Acanthe ! 
I  come  by  her  Appointment;  'twas  her  Grant j 
The  Motion  was  her  own. 

Acafi.  It  may  be.  Sir  ; 
But  by  her  Dodors  fhe  is  fmce  advis'd. 
For  her  Health  fake,  to  forbear. 

Euk. 
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Eub.  I  do  not  like 
This  phyfical  Letchcry  ■  t!ic  old  downright  Way" 
Is  worth  a  thoulhnd  oPt. 

Ladtf.  Pry  thee,  Ac  ant  he. 
Mediate'  for  me. 

Eub.  O  the  fiends  of  Hel!  ! 
Would  any  Man  bribe  his  Servant,  to  make  way 
To  his  own  Wile  ?   If  this  be  the  Court  State, 
Shame  fall  on  fuch  as  ufe  it. 

Acan.  By  this  Jewel, 
This  Night  I  dare  not  move  her  ;  but  to-morrow 
I  will  watch  all  Occafion. 

Ladif.  Take  this 
To  be  mindful  of  me.  [Exit  Acanthe^ 

Eub.  *Slight,  1  thought  a  King 
Might  have  taken  up  any  Woman  at  the  King's  Price  : 
And  mull  he  buy  his  own,  at  a  dearer  Rate 
Than  a  Stranger  in  a  Brothel  ? 

Ladif.  What  is  that 
You  mutter,  Sir  ? 

Eiib.  No  Trealbn  to  your  Honour : 
I'll  fpeak  it  our,  though  it  anger  you  :  If  you  pay  for 
Your  lawful  Pleafure,  in  fome  Kind,  great  Sir, 
What  do  you  ri:ake  the  Qiieen  ?  Cannot  you  clicket 
Without  a  Fee  ?  or  when  fhe  has  a  Suit  for  you  to  grant? 

Ferd.  O  hold,  Sir !  '9 

Ladif.  Off  with  his  Head. 

Eub.  Do  when  you  pleafe  •,  you  but  blow  out  a  Taper 
That  would  light  your  Underftanding,  and  in  Care  oi't 
Is  burnt  down  to  the  Socket.     Be  as  you  are,  Sir, 

'9  Ferd.  O  hold.  Sir,  &e. 
This,  I  think,  fiiould  be  read  thus  ; 

Ferd.    Ohold,  Sir! 

Ladif.  OfF  with  's  Head. 

■Eub.  Do  when  you  pleafe  ; 

You  but  blow  out  a  Taper  that  would  light 
Your  Underftanding,  and  h  in  Care  oft 
Burnt  down  to  th'  Socket.  Be  as  you  are,  Sir, 
An  abfolute,  ^c. 

An 


I 
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An  abfolute  Monarch  :    It  did  fhew  more  King-like 
in  thole  libidinous  C.-efars,  that  compeird 
Matrons  and  Virgins  of  all  Ranks  to  bow 
Unto  their  rav*nous  IaiUs  -,  and  did  admit 
Of  more  Excufe  than  I  can  urge  for  you. 
That  flave  yourfelf  to  th'  imperious  Humour 
Of  a  proud  Beauty. 

Ladif.  Out  of  my  Sight. 

Eub.  I  will.  Sir, 
Give  Way  to  your  furious  Pafllon  :  But  when  Reafon 
Hath  got  the  better  of  it,  I  much  hope 
The  Counfei  that  offends  now,  will  deferve 
Your  royal  Thanks.     Tranquillity  of  Mind 
Stay  with  you.  Sir. — 1  do  begin  to  doubt 
There's  fomething  more  in  the  Qiieen's  Strangenefs  thao 
Is  yet  difclos'd  j  and  I'll  find  it  out. 
Or  lofe  myfelf  in  the  Search.  \_Exit  Eubulus, 

Ferd.  Sure  he  is  honeft, 
And  from  your  Infancy  hath  truly  ferv'd  you  : 
Let  that  plead  for  him,  and  impute  this  Harlhnefa 
To  tKe  Frowardnefs  of  his  Age. 

Ladif.  I  am  much  troubled. 
And  do  begin  to  dagger.     Ferdinand,  good  Night  1 
To-morrow  vifit  us.    Back  to  our  own  Lodgings. 

\_Exeunt,. 
S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Enter  Acantlie,  the  Vizarded  Serva^its,  Madiias,  Baptifla.. 

Jean.  You  have  done  bravely.     Lock  this  in  that 
Room,  [Tbey  carry  off  Baptifla. 

There  let  him  ruminate-,  I'll  anon  unhood  him  : 
The  other  muflillay  here!     As  foon  as  I 
Have  quit  the  Place,  give  him  the  Liberty 
And  \ji^.  of  his  Eyes;  that  done,  difpsrfe  yourfelves 
As  privately  as  you  can  :  But,  on  your  JLives, 
No  Word  of  what  hath  pals'd.  \Exit  Acanthe. 

I  Viz.  If  I  do,  fell 
My  Tongue  to  a  Tripe- Wife.— -Comej  unbind  his  Arms  ^ 

You 


144  THE      PICTURE. 

You  are  now  at  your  own  Difjjofure,  and  howevei' 
"We  us'd  you  roughly,  I  hope  you  will  find  here 
Such  Entcrtainm^rnt  as  will  give  you  Caufe 
To  thank  us  for  the  Service  :  and  lb  we  leave  you. 

[Exeunt  Servants, 

Math.  If  I  am  in  a  Prifon,  'tis  a  neat  one. 
What  CEdipiis  can  refolve  this  Riddle  ^     Ha  ! 
I  never  gave  juft  Caufe  to  any  Man 
Bafely  to  plot  againfl  my  Life. — But  what  is 
Become  of  my  true  Friend  .'*  for  him  I  lufter 
More  than  myfelf. 

Acan.  Remove  that  idle  Fear ;  \_From  behind: 

He's  fafe  as  you  are. 

Math.  Whofoe'er  thou  art, 
For  him  I  thank  thee.     I  cannot  imagine 
Where  I  fliould  be:  Though  I  have  read  the  Table 
Of  Errant-knighthood,  ituff'd  with  the  Relations 
Of  magical  Enchantments  •,  yet  I  am  not 
So  fottifhly  credulous  to  believe  the  Devil 
Hath  that  Way  Power.     Ha  !  Mufick  ! 

Mufick  above,  a  Song  of  Fleafure. 

The  hlujhing  Rofe  and  purple  Flower., 
Let  grow  too  long.,  are  fconeji  blcjled. 

Dainty  Fruits.,  though  fweet,  will  foM-.^ 
And  rot  in  Ripenefs,  left  untafled. 

Tet  here  is  one  more  fweet  than  thefe  •, 

The  more  you,  tafie.,  the  morefhe'll  pleafe. 

Beauty.,  tho'  inclosed  with  Ice., 

Is  a  Shadow  chafle  as  rare : 
Then  how  much  thofe  Sweets  inticc., 

That  have  Iffue  full  as  fair  ! 
Earth  cannot  yield  from  all  her  Powers^ 
One  equal  for  Dame  Venus'  Bowers. 

A  Song  too  [  Certainly,  be  it  he  or  fhe 

That  owns  this  Voice,  it  hath  not  been  acquainted 

With 
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\Vit!i  mucli  AfBidlion.     Whofoe'er  you  are 

That  do  inhabit  here,  if  you  have  Bodies,  ^ 

And  ^re  not  mere  -aerial  Forms,  appear. 

Enter  Honoria  maJFd. 

And  make  me  know  your  End  with  me.  Moft  ftranget 
"What  have  I  conjur'd  up  ?   Sure,  if  this  be 
A  Spirit,  *tis  no  damn'd  one.     What  a  Shape's  here ! 
Then  with  what  Majefly  it  moves.     If  Juno 
Were  now  to  keep  her  State  among  the  Gods, 
And  Hercules  to  be  made  again  herGueft, 
She  could  not  put  on  a  more  glorious  Habit, 
Though  her  Handmaid,  Iris,  lent  her  various  Colours^ 
Or  could  Oceanus  ravifli'd  from  the  deep. 
All  Jewels  (hipwreck'd  in  it.     As  you  have 
Thus  far  made  known  yourfelf,  if  that  your  Face 
Have  not  too  much  Divinity  about  it 
For  mortal  Eyes  to  gaze  on,  perfe6t  ^hac 
You  have  begun,  with  Wonder  and  Amazement 
To  my  aftonifh'd  Senfes.    How  !  the  Queen  \     [Kneels. 

[She  pulls  off  her  Majk. 

Hon.  Rife,  Sir,  and  hear  my  Reafons  in  Defence 
Of  the  Rape  (for  fo  you  may  conceive)  which  I 
By  my  Inftruments  made  upon  you.     You,  perhaps, 
May  think  what  you  have  fuffer'd  for  my  Luft 
h  a  common  Pradlice  with  me-,  but  I  call 
Thofe  ever  Ihining  Lamps,  and  their  great  Maker, 
As  Witnefles  of  my  Innocence  :  I  ne'er  iook'd  on 
A  Man  but  your  beft  felf,  on  whom  I  ever 
(Except  the  King)  vouchfaf 'd  an  Eye  of  Favonf. 

Math.  The  King,  indeed,  and  only  fuch  a  King, 
Deferves  your  Rarities,   Madam  j  and,  but  he, 
■'Twere  giant-like  Ambition  in  any 
In  his  WiiLes  only  to  prefume  to  tafte 
The  Neftar  of  your  Kifles  -,  or  to  feed 
His  Appetite  with  that  Ambrofia,  due 
And  proper  to  a  Prince  ;  and  what  binds  more, 
A  lawful  Hufbnnd.     For  m)-felf,  great  Queen, 

Vol,  II.  K  I  am 
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I  am  a  Thing  obfcgre,  disfurnifh'd  of 

All  Merit  that  can  raife  me  higher  than 

In  my  mod  humble  Thankkilnefs  for  your  Bountv, 

To  hazard  my  Liie  for  you,  and  that  Way 

1  am  moft  ambitious. 

Hen.  I  defire  no  more 
Than  what  you  promilc.     If  you  dare  expofe 
Your  Life,  as  you  profefs,  to  do  me  Service, 
How  can  it  better  be  employ'd,  than  in 
Preferving  mine  ?  which  only  you  can  do. 
And  muil  do  with  the  Danger  of  your  own. 
A  defperate  Danger  too  !  If  private  Men 
Can  brook  no  Rivals  in  what  they  affefl. 
But  to  the  Death  purfue  fuch  as  invade 
"What  Law  makes  their  Inheritance ;  the  King, 
To  whom  you  know  I  am  dearer  than  his  Crown^ 
His  Health,  his  Eyes,  his  After-hopes,  with  all 
His  prcfcnt  Blefllngs,  mufl:  fall  on  that  Man 
liike  dreadful  Lightning,  that  is  won  by  Prayen, 
Threats,  or  Rewards,  to  ftain  his  Bed,  or  make 
His  hop'd-for  IlTue  doubtfuL 

Math.  If  you  aim 
At  what  I  more  than  fear  you  do,  the  Reafons 
"Which  you  deliver  fhould  in  Judgment  rather 
Deter  me,  than  invite  a  Grant,  with  my 
AlTured  Ruin. 

Hon.  True,  if  that  you  were 
Of  a  cold  Temper,  one  whom  Doubt,  op  Fear^ 
In  the  mofb  horrid  Forms  they  could  put  on. 
Might  teach  to  be  ingrateful.     Your  Denial 
To  me  that  have  defcrv'd  fo  much,  is  more. 
If  it  can  have  Addition. 

Math.  I  know  not 
What  your  Commands  are. 

Hon.  Have  you  fought  fo  well 
Among  arm'd  Men,  yet  cannot  guefs  what  Lifcs 
You  are  to  enter,  when  you  are  in  private 
"With  a  willing  Lady  ?  One,  that  to  enjoy 
Your  Company,  this  Night  deny'd  the  King 
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Accefs  to  what's  his  own.     If  you  wiJI  prefs  me 
To  ipeak  in  plainer  Language 

Math.  Pray  you  forbear ; 
1  would  I  did  not  underftand  too  much 
Ah-eady.     By  your  Words  I  am  inftrufted 
To  credit  that,  which,  not  confirm'd  by  you, 
Had  bred  Sufpicion  in  me  of  Untruth, 
Though  an  Angel  had  affirm'd  it.     But  fuppofe 
Thar,  cloy'd  with  Happinefs  (which  is  ever  built 
On  virtuous  Chaftity)  in  the  Wantonnefs 
Of  Appetite  you  defire  to  make  Trial 
Of  the  falfe  Delights  propos'd  by  vicious  Luft  ^ 
Among  ten  thoufand,  every  way  more  able 
And  apter  to  be  wrought  on,  fuch  as  owe  you 
Obedience,  being  your  Subjedls,  why  (liould  you 
Make  Choice  of  me,  a  Stranger  } 

Hon.  Though  yet  Reafon 
Was  ne'er  admitted  in  the  Court  of  Love, 
I'll  yield  you  one  unanfwerable.     As  I  urg'd 
In  our  laft  private  Conference,  you  have 
A  pretty  promifing  Prefence  ;  but  there  are 
Many  in  Limbs  and  Feature  who  may  take 
That  Way  the  Right-hand  File  of  you  :  Befides, 
Your  May  of  Youth  is  paft,  and  the  Blood  fpent 
By  Wounds  (though  bravely  taken)  render  you 
Difabled  for  Love's  Service  j  and  that  Valour 
Set  off  with  better  Fortune,  which  it  may  be 
Swells  you  above  your  Bounds,  is  not  the  Hook 
That  hath  caught  m.e,  good  Sir  :  I  need  no  Champion 
With  his  Sword  to  guard  my  Honour  or  my  Beauty  •, 
In  both  I  can  defend  myfelf,  and  live 
My  own  Protection. 

Math.  If  thefe  Advocates, 
The  bed:  that  can  plead  for  me,  have  no  Power ; 
What  elfe  can  you  find  in  me,  that  may  tempt  you 
With  irrecoverable  Lofs  unto  yourfelf 
To  be  a  Gainer  from  me  .? 

Hon.  You  have,  Sir, 
A  Jevt'el  of  fuch  matchlefi  Worth  and  Luftre, 

K  2  U 
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As  docs  dilHain  Comparifon,  and  darkens 
All  that  is  rare  in  other  Men  -,  and  that 
I  mull,  or  win,  or  lefien. 
Math.  You  heap  more 
Amazement  on  me  !   What  am  I  poflefs'd  of 
That  you  can  covet  ?  Make  me  underftand  it. 
If  it  have  a  Name  ? 

Hon.  Yes,  an  imagin*d  one ; 
But  is  in  Subftance  nothing,  being  a  Garment 
Worn  out  of  Fafhion,  and  Jong  fince  given  o'er 
By  the  Court  and  Country  ;  'tis  your  Loyalty, 
And  Conftancy  to.  your  Wife  ;  'tis  that  I  dote  on. 
And  does  deferve  my  Envy  ;  and  that  Jewel, 
Or  by  fair  Play,  or  foul,  I  muft  win  from  you. 

Math.  Thefe  ai-e  mere  Contraries.    If  you  love  me^,. 
Madam, 
For  my  Conftancy,  why  feek  you  to  deftroy  it  ? 
In  my  keeping,  it  preferves  me  worth  your  Favour  ! 
Or  if  it  be  a  Jewel  of  that  Value, 
As  you  with  labour'd  Rhetorick  would  perfuade  me. 
What  can  you  flake  againfl  it  ? 

Hon.  A  Queen's  Fame, 
And  equal  Honour. 

Math.  So,  whoever  wins. 
Both  fhall  be  Lofers. 

Hon.  That  is  what  I  aim  at. 
Yet  on  the  Dye  I  lay  my  Youth,  my  Beauty, 
This  moift  Palm,  this  foft  Lip,  and  thole  Delights 
l)arknefs  fhould  only  judge  of!  Do  you  find  'enx 
'Infcdiious  in  the  Trial,  that  you  ftart 
As  frighted  with  their  Touch .? 

Math.  Is  it  in  Man 
To  refill  fuch  ftrong  Temptations  I 

Hon.  He  begins 
To  waver.  ^  [Jftde^ 

Math.  Madam,  as  you  are  gracious. 
Grant  this  fhort  Night's  Deliberation  to  me. 
And  with  the  rifing  Sun  from  me  you  ihall 
Kcceive  full  Satistaction. 

Hoji, 
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'Hon.  Though  Extreams 
i-^ate  all  Delay,  I  will  deny  you  nothing. 
This  Key  will  bring  you  to  your  Friend  •,  you  are  both 

lafe : 
And  all  Things  ufeful  that  could  be  prepar'd 
For  one  I  love  and  honour,  wait  upon  you. 
Take  Counlel  of  your  Pillow,  fuch  a  Fortune 
As  with  AfFedion's  fwifteft  Wings  flies  to  you, 
Will  not  be  often  tendred,  [Exit  Honoria. 

Math    How  my  Blood 
Rebels !  I  now  could  call  her  back — and  yet 
There's  fomething  ftays  me  :  If  the  King  had  tender*d 
Such  Favours  to  my  Wife,  'tis  to  be  doubted 
They  had  not  been  refus'd  :  But,  being  a  Man, 
I  (hould  not  yield  firft,  or  prove  an  Example 
For  her  Defence  of  Frailty.     By  this,  fans  Queflion, 
She's  tempted  too  5  and  here  I  may  examine 

[Look  on  the  Figure, 
How  fhe  holds  out     She's  ftill  the  fame,  the  fame 
PureChryftal  Rock  of  Chaftityl  Perilh  all 
Allurements  that  may  alter  mcl  The  Snow 
Of  her  fweet  Coldnels,  hath  extinguifhed  quite 
The  Fire  that  but  even  now  began  to  flame  : 
And  I  by  her  confirm'd,  Rewards,  nor  Titles, 
Nor  certain  Death  from  the  refufed  Queen, 
Shall  fliake  my  Faith  •,  flnce  I  refolve  to  be 
Loyal  to  her,  as  Ihe  is  true  to  me-  [Exit  Mathias. 

SCENE     VI. 
£«/fr  Ubaldo,  Ricardo. 

Ubal.  What  we  fpake  on  the  Volley  begins  to  work. 
We  have  laid  a  good  Foundation 

Ric.  Build  it  up, 
Or  elfe  'tis  nothing  :  You  have  by  Lot  the  Honour 
Of  the  firft  AlTault ;  but,  as  it  is  condition'd, 
Obferve  the  Tirce  proportion'd ;  I'll  not  part  with 

K  3  My 
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My  Share  in  the  Atchievement  ^  when  I  whifllej 
Or  hem,  fall  off. 

Enter  Sophia. 

JJhal  She  comes.     Stand  by,  I'll  watch 
My  Opportunity. 

Soph.  I  find  myfelf 
Strangely  diflraded  with  the  various  Stones, 
Now  well,  now  ill,  then  doubtfully,  by  my  Gueftf 
Deliver'd  of  my  Lord  :   And  like  poor  Beggars 
That  in  their  Dreams  find  Treafure,  by  Refledion 
Of  a  wounded  Fancy  make  it  queftionable 
Whither  they  flcep,  or  not  -,  yet  tickl'd  with 
Such  a  phantaftick  Hope  of  Happinefs, 
Wifli  they  may  never  Wake :  In  fome  fuch  Meafure, 
Incredulous  of  what  I  fee,  and  touch. 
As  'twere  a  fading  Apparition,  I 
Am  flill  perplex'd,  and  troubled  ;  and  when  moft 
Confirm'd  'tis  true,  a  curious  Jealoufy 
To  be  afflir'd,  by  what  Means,  and  from  whom. 
Such  a  Mafs  of  Wealth  was  firlt  deferv'd,  then  gotten^ 
Cunningly  fteals  into  me.     I  have  pradlis'd. 
For  my  certain  Refolution,  with  thefe  Courtiers  j 
Promifing  private  Conference  to  either. 
And  at  this  Hour,  if  in  Search  of  the  Truth, 
I  hear,  or  fay,  more  than  becom.es  my  VirtuCj 
Forgive  me  my  Mathias. 

JJbal.  Now  1  make  in. 
Madam,  as  you  commanded,  I  attend 
Your  Pleafure. 

Soph.  I  mufl  thank  you  for  the  Favour. 

Ubal.  I  am  no  ghoftly  Father ;  yet  if  you  have 
Some  Scruples,  touching  your  Lord,  you  wotild  be  re- 

folv'dof, 
I  am  prepar'd, 

Soph.  But  will  you  take  your  Oath, 
To  anfwer  truly .'' 

IJbal.  (On  the  Hem  of  your  Smock  if  you  pleafe, 

A 
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A  Vow  I  dare  not  brei^,  it  being  a  Book 
5  would  gladly  fwearon.) 

Soph.  To  Ipaie,  Sir,  that  Trouble, 
I'll  take  your  Word,  whicli  in  a  Gentleman 
Should  be  of  equal  Value.     Is  my  Lord,  then. 
In  fuch  Grace  with  the  Queen  ? 

Ubal.  You  fhould  beftknow 
By  what  you  have  found  from  him,  v/hether  he  can 
Deferve  Grace  or  no. 

Soph.  What  Grace  cio  you  mean  ? 

Ubal.  That  fpecial  Grace  (if  you'll  have  it) 
He  laboured  fo  hard  for  between  a  Pair  of  Sheets 
On  your  wedding  Night,  when  your  Ladyfhip 
Loft  you  know  what. 

Soph.  Fie,  be  more  modeft. 
Or  I  muft  leave  you. 

Ubal.  I  would  tell  a  Truth 
As  cleanly  as  I  could,  and  yet  the  Subjed 
Makes  me  run  out  a  little. 

Soph,  You  would  put  now 
A  fooliih  Jealoufy  in  my  Head,  my  Lord 
Hath  gotten  a  new  Miftrefs. 

Ubal.  One!  a  hundred: 
But  under  Seal  I  fpeak  it ;  I  prefume 
Upon  your  Silence,  it  being  for  your  Profit, 
(They  talk  of  Hercules'  Back  for  fifty  in  a  Night;  *• 
'Twas  well  •,  but  yet  to  yours  he  was  a  Pidler  : 
Such  a  Soldier,  and  Courtier  never  came 
To  Alba  regalis.,  the  Ladies  run  mad  for  him. 
And  there  is  fuch  Contention  among  *em 

^°  Thy  Talk  of  Hercules'  Back  for  fifty  in  a  Night, 
'Tnx:as  nxell,  &c. 
This  Freedom  of  Language,  I  am  afraid,  will  be  apt  to  difpleafe 
many  of  MaJJingers  Readers;  who,  perhaps,  will  think  that  fuch 
Scenes  had  better  have  been  quite  omitted :  But  as  that  would  not  be 
confiftent  with  my  Plan,  I  Ihall  urge  in  Defence,  that  it  was  the  Vice  of 
the  Age  he  lived  in ;  and  that  Mafinger  was  perhaps,  obliged  more 
from  Neceffity  than  Inclination  to  comply  with  the  Tafte  of  his  Au- 
dience, in  order  to  fecure  his  Pieces  a  favourable  Reception. 

K  4  Who 
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Who  fliall  ingrofs  him  wholly,  that  the  hke 
Was  never  heard  of.) 

Soph.  Are  they  handfome  Women  ? 

Ubal.  Fie,  no,  courfe  Mammets,    and  what's  worle 
they  are  old  too 
Some  fifty,  fome  threefcore,  and  they  pay  dear  for't, 
Relieving,  that  he  carries  a  Powder  in  his  Breeches 
Will  make  'em  young  again,  and  thefe  luck  ilirewdly, 

Ric.  Sir  I  mult  fetch  you  off".  \_lVhiJlle5, 

Ubal.  I  could  tell  you  Wonders 
Of  the  Cures  he  has  done,  but  a  Bufmefs  of  Import 
Calls  me  away  -,  but  that  difpatch'd  I  will 
Be  with  you  prefently.  iHe  Jieps  ajidc. 

Soph.  There  is  Ibmething  more 
In  this  then  bare  Sufpicion. 

Ric.  Save  you.  Lady  : 
Now  you  look  like  yourlelf !  I  have  not  look'd  on 
A  Lady  more  complcat,  yet  have  feen  a  Madam 
Wear  a  Garment  of  this  Fartiion,  of  the  fame  Stuff  toOa 
One  juft  of  your  Di mentions ;  fat  the  Wind  there  Boy  ? 

Soph.  What  Lady,  Sir  ? 

Ric.  Nay,  nothing  -,  and  methinks 
I  fhould  know  thiiKuby  :  Very  good  •,  'tis  the  fame. 
This  Chain  of  orient  Pearl,  and  this  Diamond  too. 
Have  been  worn  before ;  but  much  Good  may  they  do 

you  J 
(Strength  to  the  Gentleman's  Back,  he  toil'd  hard  for 

'em,) 
Before  he  got  'em. 

Soph.  Why?   How  were  they  gotten ?    \\3hd\<^o  hems. 

Ric.  Not  in  the  Field  with  his  Sword,  upon  my  Life. 
He  may  thank  his  clofe  Stiliet  too.     Plague  upon  it  j 
Run  the  Minutes  fo  fail  ?  Pray  excufc  my  Manners 
I  lett  a  Letter  in  my  Chamber  Window, 
Which  I  would  not  have  fcen  on  any  Terms  i  Fie  on  ii, 
Forgetful  as  I  am  •,  but  I'll  ftrait  attend  you. 

[R\C2iY(\o  Jleps  afide. 

Soph.  This  is   ftrangc  j  his  Letters  faid  thefe  Jewels 
were 

Prefentcd 
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Prcfentedhim  by  the  Queen,  as  a  Reward 
For  his  good  Service,  and  die  Trunks  of  Clothes 
That  followed  them  this  lail  Night,  with  Hafte  made  up 
By  his  Direftion. 

Enter  UbaMo, 

Ubal.  I  was  telHng  you 
Of  Wonders,  Madam. 

Soph.  If  you  are  fo  fkilful. 
Without  Premeditation  anfwer  me. 
Know  you  this  Gown,  and  thefe  rich  Jewels  ? 

Ubal.  Heaven  ! 
How  Things   will  come  out !  but  that  I  fliould  offend 

you, 
And  wrong  my  more  then  noble  Friend 
Your  Hufband  (for  we  are  fworn  Brothers)  in  theDif- 

covery 
Of  his  neareft  Secrets,  I  could- 

Soph.  By  the  Hope  of  Favour 
That  you  have  from  me,  out  with  It. 

Ubal.  'Tis  a  potent  Spell, 
I  cannot  refift ;  why  I  will  tell  you,  Madam, 
And  to  how  many  feveral  Women  you  are 
Beholding  for  your  Bravery, — this  was 
The  wedding  Gown  of  Paulina.,  a  rich  Strumpet, 
Worn  but  a  Day,  when  fne  married  old  Gonzage, 
And  left  off  trading. 

Soph.  O  my  Heart ! 

Ubal.  This  Chain 
Of  Pearl  was  a  great  Widow's  that  invited 
Your  Lord  to  a  Mafque,  and  the  W^eather  proving  foul. 
He  lodg'd  in  her  Houfe  all  Night,  and  merry  they  were; 
But  how  he  came  by  it  I  know  not. 

Soph.  Perjur'd  Man! 

Ubal.  This  Ring  was  Julietta's, ;  a  fine  Piece, 
But  very  good  at  the  Sport.     This  Diamond 
Was  Madam  Acanthe's,  given  him  for  a  Song 
Prick'd  in  a  private  Arbour,  as  fhe  faid, 

(When 
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(When  the  Qiieen  afk'd  for  it,)  and  fhe  heard  him  rinf>- 

too, 
And  danc'd  to  his  Hornpipe,  or  there  are  Liars  abroad. 
There  are  otiier  Toys  about  you 
The  fame  Way  purchas'd,  but  parallel'd 
With  thefe  not  worth  the  Relation. 
You  are  happy  in  a  Hufband  •,  never  Man 
Made  better  Ufe  of  his  Strength,  would  you  have  hitij 

wafl-c. 
His  Body  away  for  nothing  ?  If  he  holds  out. 
There's  not  an  embrcider'd  Petticoat  in  the  Court 
But  fliall  be  at  your  Service. 

Sopb.  I  commend  him  ; 
It  is  a  thriving  Trade  -,  but  pray  you  leave  me 
A  little  to  myfelf 

Ubal.  You  may  command 
Your  Servant,  Madam,  Ihe'sfcung  unto  the  quick.  Lad, 

Ric.  I  did  my  Part-,  if  this  work  not,  hang  me; 
Let  her  fleep  as  well  as  Ihe  can  to  Night,  To-morfow 
We'll  mount  new  Batteries. 

Ubal.  And  till  then  leave  her. 

[Exit  Ubaldo,  Ricardo, 

Scpb.  You  Powers,  that  take  into  your  Care  the  Guard 
Of  Innocence,  aid  me ;  for  I  am  Creature, 
So  forfeited  to  Defpair,  Hope  cannot  fancy 
A  Ranfom  to  redeem  me,  1  begin 
To  waver  in  my  Faith,  and  make  it  doubtful. 
Whither  the  Saints  that  v/ere  canoniz'd  for 
Their  Holinefs  of  Life,  finn'd  not  in  Secret, 
Since  my  Mathias  is  falFn  from  his  Virtue 
In  fuch  an  open  Fafliion.     Could  it  be  elfe, 
7"hat  fuch  a  Hulband,  fo  devoted  to  me. 
So  vow'd  to  Temperance  •,  lor  lafcivious  Hire, 
Should  prcfLitute  himfelf  to  common  Harlots, 
Old  and  deform'd  too,  waft  for  this  he  left  me  ^ 
And  on  a  feign'd  Pretence  for  want  of  Means 
To  give  me  Ornament  ?  Or  to  bring  home 
Difeafes  to  me  ?  Suppofe  thefe  are  falfe. 
And  luftful  Goats,  if  he  were  true  and  right 

Why 
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Why  flays  he  fo  long  from  me,  being  made  rich 

And  that  the  only  Reafon  why  he  left  me  ? 

No,  he  is  k)ft  -,  and  I  iliall  wear  the  Spoils, 

And  SaJarics  of  Lufc  ?  lliey  cleave  unto  me 

^ii-Le  NeJJus'  poifon'd  Shirt.     No,  in  my  Rage 

I'll  tear  'em  off,  and  from  my  Body  wafh 

The  Venom  with  my  Tears.     Have  I  no  Spleen 

Nor  Anger  of  a  Woman  ?  Shall  he  build 

Upon  my  Ruins,  and  I,  unreveng'd. 

Deplore  his  FalOiood  .?  No,  with  the  fame  Trafh 

For  which  he  had  difhonour'd  me,  I'll  purchafe 

A  juft  Revenge.     I  am  not  yet  fo  much 

In  Debt  to  Years,  nor  fo  milhap'd,  that  all 

Should  fly  from  my  Embraces.     Chaftity, 

Thou  only  art  a  Name,  and  I  renounce  thee, 

I  am  now  a  Servant  to  Voluptuoufnefs; 

Wantons  of  all  Degrees  and  Fafhions,  welcome  5 

you  fhall  be  entertain'd,  and  if  I  ftray 

Let  him  condemn  himfelf,  that  led  the  Way.        [Exif, 

The  End  of  the  Third  Acl. 

ACT     IV.         SCENE     I 

Enter  Mathias  and  Baptiila. 

Bap.  T  T  7  E  are  in  a  defperate  Straight ;  there's  no 

VV  Evafion 

Nor  Hope  left  to  come  of,  but  by  your  yielding 
To  the  Neceffity  ;  you  muit  feign  a  Grant 
To  her  violent  Pafllon,  or 

Math.  What,  my  Baptijla  ? 

Bapt.  We  are  but  dead  elfe. 

Math.  Were  the  Sword  now  heav'd  up, 
And  my  Neck  upon  the  Block,  I  would  not  buy 
An  Hour's  Reprieve  with  the  Lofs  of  Faith  and  Virtue 

To 
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To  be  made  immortal  here.     Art  thou  a  Scholar, 

Nay,  almoft  without  a  Parallel,  and  yet  fear 

To  die,  which  is  inevitable  ?   You  may  urge 

The  many  Years  that  by  the  Courle  of  Nature 

We  may  travel  in  this  tedious  Pilgrimage, 

And  hold  it  as  a  BlefTing,  as  it  is. 

When  Innocence  is  ourijuide;  yet  know,  Bapttfia^ 

Our  Virtues  are  preferred  belore  our  Years, 

By  the  great  Judge.     To  die  untainted  in 

Our  Fame  and  Reputation  is  the  greateft ; 

And  to  lofe  that,  can  we  defire  to  Jive  ? 

Or  fliall  I,  for  a  momentary  Pleafure, 

W^hich  foon  comes  to  a  Period,  to  all  Times 

Have  Breach  of  Faith  and  Perjury  remembred 

In  a  ftill  living  Epitaph  ?  No,  Baptifta, 

Sihce  my  Sophia  will  go  to  her  Grave 

Unfpotted  in  her  Faith,  Pll  follow  her 

With  equal  Loyalty  ;  but  look  on  this, 

Your  own  great  Work,  your  Mafter-piccc,  and  then 

She  being  ftill  the  fame,  teach  me  to  alter. 

Ha!  furel  do  not  Oeep  !  or,  if  I  dream, 

[The  Figure  aliered. 
This  is  a  terrible  Vifion  !  I  will  clear 
My  Eyefight,  perhaps  melancholly  makes  me 
See  that  which  is  not, 

Bapt.  It  is  too  apparent, 
I  grieve  to  look  upon't;  befides  the  yellow. 
That  does  affure  fhe's  tempted,  there  are  Lines 
Of  a  dark  Colour,  that  difperle  themfelves 
O'er  every  Miniature  of  her  Face,  and  thole 
Confirm. 

Math.  She  is  turn'd  Whore. 

Bapt.  I  muft  not  fay  ^a. 
Yet  as  a  Friend  to  Truth,  if  you  will  have  me 
Interpret  it,  in  her  Confent,  and  Wifhes 
She's  falfe,  but  not  in  fad  yet. 

Math.  Fadl!  Baptijla? 
Make  not  yourfelf  a  Pandar  to  her  Loofencfs, 
In  labouring  to  palliate  what  a  Vizard 

^  Of 
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Of  Impudence  cannot  cover.     Did  e'er  Woman 
In  her  Will  decline  from  Chaftity,  but  found  Means 
To  give  her  hot  Luft  full  Scope  ?  It  is  more 
Impoinble  in  Nature  for  grofs  Bodies 
Defcending  of  themfelves,  to  hang  in  the  Air, 
Or  with  my  fingle  Arm  to  underprop 
A  falling  Tower;   nay,  in  its  violent  Courfe 
To  flop  the  Light'ning,  then  to  ilay  a  Womaa 
Hurried  by  tvvo  Furies,  Luft  and  Falfhood, 
In  her  full  Career  to  Wickednefs. 

Bapt.  Pray  you  temper 
The  Violence  of  your  Paffion. 

Math.  In  Extreams 
Of  this  Condition,  can  it  be  in  Man 
To  ufe  a  Moderation  ?  I  am  thrown 
From  a  fteep  Rock  headlong  into  a  Gulph 
Of  Mifery,  and  find  myfelf  paft  Flope, 
In  the  fame  Moment  that  I  apprehend 
That  I  am  falling,  and  this,  the  Figure  of 
My  Idol,  few  Hours  fince,  while  fhe  continued 
In  her  Perfedion,  that  was  late  a  Mirror, 
In  which  I  faw  miraculous  Shapes  of  Duty, 
Staid  Manners,  with  all  Excellency  aHufband 
Could  wilh  in  a  chafte  Wife,  is  on  the  fuddea 
Turn'd  to  a  magical  Glafs,  and  docs  prefent 
Nothing  but  Horns  and  Horror. 

Bapt.  You  may  yet 
CAnd  'tis  the  beft  Foundation)  build  up  Comfort 
On  your  own  Goodnefs. 

Math.  No,  that  hath  undone  me. 
For  now  I  hold  my  Temperance  a  Sin 
Worfe  then  Excefs,  and  what  was  Vice  a  Virtue. 
Have  I  refjs'd  a  Queen,  and  fuch  a  Queen 
(Whofe  ravifhing  Beauties  at  the  firft  Sighr  had  tempted 
A  Hermit  from  his  Beads,  and  chang'd  his  Prayers 
To  amorous  Sonnets,)  to  preferve  my  Faith 
Inviolate  to  thee,  with  the  Hazard  of 
My  Death  v^ith  Torture,  fmce  Hie  could  infli(5t 
No  lefs  for  my  Contempt,  and  have  I  met 
Such  a  Return  from  thee  ?  I  will  not  curfe  thee. 

Nor 
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Kor  for  thy  Falfhood  rail  againfl:  the  Sex  ; 

'Tis  poor,  and  common;  I'Jl  only  with  wife  Men 

Whifper  unto  myfcif,  howe'er  they  fcem  ; 

Nor  prefent,  nor  part  Times,  nor  the  Age  to  come 

Hath  heretofore,  can  now,  or  ever  fliall 

Produce  one  conftant  Woman. 

Bapt.  This  is  more 
Then  the  Satyrifts  wrote  againft  'em. 

Maib.  There's  no  Language 
That  can  exprcfs  the  Poifon  of  thefe  Afptcks, 
Thefe  weeping  Crocodiles,  and  all  too  little 
That  hath  been  faid  againft  'em.     But  Pll  mould 
My  Thoughts  into  another  Form,  and  if 
She  can  outlive  the  Report  of  what  I  have  done. 
This  Hand,  when  next  fhe  comes  within  my  Reachjj 
Shall  be  her  Executioner. 

Enter  Honoria. 

B^pt.  The  Queen,  Sir. 

Hon.  Wait  our  Command  at  Diftance;  Sir,  you  to6 
have 
Free  Liberty  to  depart. 

Bapt.  I  know  no  Manners, 
And  thank  you  for  the  Favour.  [Exit  Baptifta, 

Ilcf}.  Have  you  taken 
Good  Reft  in  your  new  Lodgings?  I  expect  now 
Your  refolute  Anfwer  i  but  advile  niatureiy 
Before  I  hear  it, 

Matb.  Let  my  A(5lions,  Madam, 
For  no  Words  can  dilate  my  Joy,  in  all 
You  can  command  with  Chearfulnefs  to  ferve  you, 
AlTure  your  Highnefs  -,  and  in  Sign  of  my 
Submiftion,  and  Contrition  for  my  Error, 
My  Lips,  that  but  the  laft  Night  fhun'd  the  Touch 
Of  your's  as  Poifon,  taught   Humility  now. 
Thus  on  your  Foot,  and  that  too  great  an  Flonour 
For  fuch  an  Undeferver,  feals  my  Duty. 
A  cloudy  Mift  of  Ignorance,  equal  to 

Cim- 
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Cirninerian  Darknefs,  would  not  let  me  fee  then, 
What  now  with  Adoration  and  Wonder, 
With  Reverence  I  look  up  to  :  But  thofe  Fogs 
Difpers'd  and  fcatter'd  by  the  powerful  Beams 
With  which  yourfelf  the  Sun  of  all  Perfedion, 
Vouchfafe  to  cure  my  Blindnefs,  like  a  Suppliant 
As  low  as  I  can  kneel,  I  humbly  beg 
What  you  once  pleafed  to  tender. 

Hon.  This  is  more 
Then  I  could  hope ;  what  find  you  fo  attradive 
Upon  my  Face  in  lb  fhort  Time  to  make 
This  fudden  Metamorphofis  ?   Pray  you  rife ; 
I  for  your  late  Neglecl  thus  fign  your  Pardon. 
Aye  now  you  kifs  like  a  Lover,  and  not  as  Brothers 
Coldly  falute  their  Sifters. 

Math.  I  am  turn'd 
All  Spirit  and  Fire. 

Hon.  Yet  to  give  fome  Allay 
To  this  hot  Fervour,  'twere  good  to  remember 
The  King,  whofe  Eyes  and  Ears  are  every  where, 
With  the  Danger  too  that  follows,  this  difcover'd. 

Math.  Danger?  A  Bugbear  Madam,  let  me  ride  ones 
Like  Phaeton  in  the  Chariot  of  your  Favour, 
And  I  Qonx.txnnjove%  Thunder  :  Though  the  King 
In  our  Embraces  ftood  a  Looker  on. 
His  Hangmen  too,  with  ftudied  Cruelty  ready 
To  drag  me  from  your  Arms,  it  Ihould  not  fright  me 
From  the  enjoying  that,  a  fmgle  Life  is 
Too  poor  a  Price  for :  (O,  that  now  all  Vigour 
Of  my  Youth  were  recoUeded  for  an  Hour, 
That  my  Defire  might  meet  with  your*s,  and  draw 
The  Envy  of  all  Men  in  the  Encounter 
Upon  my  Head,)  I  fhould — -but  we  lofe  Time, 
Be  gracious,  mighty  Queen. 

Hon.  Paufe  yet  a  little  : 
The  Bounties  of  the  King,  and  v;hat  weighs  more, 
Your  boafted  Conftancy  to  your  matchlels  Wife, 
Should  not  foon  be  fhakeru 

Math, 
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Aiiith.  The  whole  Fabrick, 
When  I  but  look  on  you,  is  in  a  Moment 
O'erturn'd  and  ruin'd,  and  as  Rivers  loofe 
Their  Names,  when  they  are  fwallow'd  by  the  Ocean, 
In  you  alone  all  Faculties  of  my  Soul 
Are  wholly  taken  up,  my  Wife,  and  King 
At  the  bell  as  Things  forgotten, 

lion.  Can  this  be  ? 
I  have  gain'd  my  End  now.  \/lftdf^ 

Math.  Wherefore  (lay  you,  Madam  ? 

Hon.  In  my  Confideration  what  a  Nothing 
Man's  Conftancy  is. 

Math.  Your  Beauties  make  it  fo, 
In  me,  fweet  Lady. 

Hon.  And  it  is  my  Glory  : 
I  could  be  coy  now  as  you  were,  but  I 
Am  of  a  gentler  Temper-,  hovvfocver, 
And  in  a  juft  Return  of  what  I  have  fuffer'd 
In  your  Difdain,  with  the  fame  Meafure  grant  me 
Equal  Deliberation  :  I  e*er  long 
Will  vifit  you  again,  and  when  I  next 
Appear,  as  conquer'd  by  it.  Slave-like  wait 
On  my  triumphant  Beauty.  \_Exit  Honoria, 

Math.  What  a  Change 
Is  here  beyond  my  Fear !  but  by  thy  Falrtiood, 
Sophia^  not  her  Beauty,  is  it  deny'd  me 
To  fin  but  in  my  Wifhes.     What  a  Frown 
In  Scorn,  at  her  Departure,  fhe  threw  on  me  ? 
I  am  both  Ways  lofc  •,  Storms  of  Contempt,  and  ScorB 
Are  ready  to  break  on  me,  and  all  Hope 
Of  Shelter  doubtful :  I  can  neither  be 
DiQoyal,  nor  yet  honell  •,  I  (land  guilty 
On  either  Part  -,  at  the  worfl:  Death  will  end  all. 
And  he  muft  be  my  Judge  to  write  my  Wrong, 
Since  1  have  lov'd  too  much  and  liv'd  coo  long. 

{Exit  Math  1^5. 
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knler  Sophia  fok^  with  a  Bock  and  a  Note. 

Soph.  Nor  Cuftom  nor  Example,  nor  vaft  Numbers 
Of  fuch  as  do  offend,  make  lefs  the  Sin. 
'For  eachpartic'jlar  Crime  a  drift  Accompt 
\Vi!l  be  exaded  ;  and  that  Comfort  which 
The  Damn'd  pretend  (Fellows  in  Mifery) 
Takes  nothing  from  their  Torments  ;  every  one 
Muft  fuffer  in  himfelf  the  Meafure  of 
His  Wickednefs.     If  fo,  as  I  muft  grant, 
it  being  unrefutable  in  Reafon, 
Howe'er  my  Lord  offend,  it  is  no  Warrant 
For  me  to  walk  in  his  forbidden  Paths  : 
What  Penance  then  can  expiate  my  Guilt 
For  my  Confent  (tranfported  then  with  PafTion) 
To  Wantonnefs  ?  The  Wounds  I  give  my  Fame 
Cannot  r6covelr  his ;  and  though  I  have  fed 
Thefe  Courtiers  with  Promifes  and  Hopes, 
I  am  yet  in  Fadl  untainted  •   and  I  trull 
My  Sorrow  for  it,  with  my  Purity 
And  Love  to  Goodnefs  for  itfelf,  made  powerful. 
Though  all  they  have  alledg'd  prove  true  or  falfe. 
Will  be  fuch  Exorcifms  as  fhall  command 
This  Fury  Jealoufy  from  me.     What  I  have 
Determin'd  touching  them,  I  am   refolv'd 
To  put  in  Execution.     Within  there  ! 
Where  are  my  noble  Guefts  ? 

Enter  Hilario,  Corifco,  with  other  Servants. 

Hil.  The  elder.  Madam, 
Is  drinking  by  himfelf  to  your  Ladyfhip's  Health 
In  Mulkadine  and  Eggs ;  and  for  a  Rafher 
To  draw  his  Liquor  down,  he  hath  got  a  Pye 
Of  Marrow-bones,  Potatoes  and  Eringo's, 
With  many  fuch  Ingredients,  and  'tis  faid 
He  hath  fcnt  his  Man  in  Poft  to  the  next  Town, 

Vol,  II.  L  Fo^ 
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For  a  Pound  of  Ambergrife,  and  half  a  Peck 
Of  Filbes  call'd  Cantharidcs. 

Corif.  The  younger 
Prunes  up  himfelf,  as  if  this  Night  he  were 
To  ad;  a  Bridegroom's  Part ;  but  to  what  Purpofc 
1  am  Ignorance  itfelL 

Soph.  Continue  fo.  [Gives  a  Paper* 

Let  thofe  Lodgings  be  prcpar'd  as  this  direds  you. 
And  fail  not  in  a  Circumftancc,  as  you 
Refped;  my  Favour. 

1  Serv.  We  have  our  Inftrudions. 

2  Serv.  And  pund:ually  will  follow  'em. 

[^Exeunt  Servani^, 

Enter  Ubaldo. 

Hil.  Madam,  here  comes 
The  Lord  Ubaldo. 

Ubal.  Pretty  one,  there's  Gold 
To  buy  thee  a  new  Gown  ;  and  there's  for  thee :  \ 
Grow  fat,  and  fit  for  Service.    I  am  now 
As  I  fliould  be,  at  the  Height,  and  able  to 
Beget  a  Giant.     O  my  better  Angel, 
In  this  you  fhew  your  Wifdom,  when  you  pay 
The  Letcher  in  his  own  Coin  ;  fliall  you  fit  puling^ 
Like  a  patient  Grizzle,  and  be  laugh'd  at  ?  No, 
This  is  a  fair  Revenge,  fhall  we  to  it  ^ 

Soph.  I'o  what.  Sir  ? 

Ubal.  The  Sport  you  promis'd. 

Soph.  Could  it  be  done  with  Safety  ? 

Ubal.  I  warrant  you  !  I  am  found  as  a  Bell,  a  tough 
Old  Blade,  and  Steel  to  the  Back,  as  you  (hall  find  me 
In  the  Trial  on  your  Anvil. 

Soph.  So ;  but  how,  Sir, 
Shall  I  fatisfy  your  Friend,  to  whom,  by  Promife, 
I  am  equally  cngag'd  ? 

Ubal.  I  muft  confefs 
The  more  the  merrier-,  but  of  all  Men  living, 
Take  lieed  of  him  ;  you  may  fafer  rua  upon 

The 
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The  Mouth  of  a  Cannon  when  it  is  unlading. 
And  come  off  colder. 

Soph.  How  !  is  he  not  wholefome  ? 

UbaL  Wholefome!  I'll  tell  you  for  your  Good  ;  he  is 
A  Spiral  of  Difeafes,  and  indeed 
More  ioathfome  and  infectious  ;  the  Tub  is 
His  weekly  Bath  :  He  hath  not  drank  this  feven  Years, 
Before  he  came  to  your  Houfc,  but  Compofitions 
Of  Saflafras  and  Guaicum,  and  dry  Mutton's 
His  daily  Portion  ;  name  what  Scratch  foever 
Can  be  got  by  Women,  and  the  Surgeons  will  refolve 
At  this  lime  or  at  that,  PJcardo  had  it,  [you, 

Soph.  Blefs  me  from  him. 

Ui?al.  *Tis  a  good  Prayer,  Lady, 
It  being  a  Degree  unto  the  Pox 

Only  to  mention  him ;  if  my  Tongue  burn  not,   hang 
When  I  but  name  Ricardo.  £me^ 

Soph.  Sir,  this  Caution 
Muil  be  rewarded. 

UbaL  I  hope  I  have  marr'd  his  Market. 
But  when  ^ 

Soph.  Why  prefently  -,  follow  my  Womanj 
She  knows  where  to  conduft  you,  and  will  ferve 
To  Night  for  a  Page.  Let  the  Waiftcoat  I  appointed^ 
With  the  Cambrick  Shirt  perfum'd,  and  the  rich  Cap, 
Be  brought  into  his  Chamber. 

UbaL  Excellent  Lady ! 
And  a  Caudle  too  in  the  Morning. 

Corif.  I  will  Ht  you.       {Exeunt  Ubaldo  and  Corifca; 

Enter  Ricardo. 

Soph.  So  hot  on  the  Scent !    Here  comes  the  other 

Beagle. 
Ric.  Take  Purfe  and  all. 
HiL  If  this  Company  v/ould  come  often, 
i  fhould  make  a  pretty  Term  on't. 

Soph.  For  your  Sake 
1  have  put  him  off-,  he  only  begg'd  a  Klfs  5 

L  2  Igav^ 
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I  gave  it,  and  fo  parted. 

Ric.  1  hope  better, 
He  did  not  touch  your  Lip  ? 

Soph.  Yes,  I  alTure  you. 
There  was  no  Danger  in  it  ? 

Ric.  No  1  eat  prefently 
Thefe  Lozenges,  of  forty  Crowns  an  Ounce, 
Or  you  are  undone. 

Sopb.  What  is  the  Virtue  of  'em  ? 
Ric.  They  are  Prelervatives  againft  {linking  Breath, 
Rifingfrom  rotten  Lungs. 

Sopb.  ir  fo,  your  Carriage 
Of  fuch  dear  Antidotes,  in  my  Opinion, 
May  render  your's  fufpe6ted. 

Ric.  Fie,  no,  I  ufe  'em 
When  I  talic  with  him,  I  Ihould  be  poifon'd  elfc. 
But  I'll  be  free  with  you.     He  was  once  a  Creature 
It  may  be  of  God's  making,  but  long  fince 
He  is  turn'd  to  a  Druggifl's  Shop ;  the  Spring  and  Fail 
Hold  all  the  Year  with  him ;  that  he  lives,  he  owes 
To  Art,  not  Nature  •,  fhe  has  giv'n  him  o'er. 
He  moves,  like  the  Fairy  King,  on  Screws  and  Wheels 
Made  by  his  Doftor's  Recipes,  and  yet  flill 
They  are  out  of  joint,  and  every  Day  repairing : 
He  has  a  Regiment  of  Whores  he  keeps 
At  his  own  Charge  in  a  Lazar-houfe  :  But  the  beft  is, 
There's  not  a  Nofe  among  'em.     He's  acquainted 
With  the  Green  Water,  and  the  Spitting  Pill's 
Familiar  to  him.     In  a  frofiy  Morning 
You  may  thruft  him  in  a  Pottle-pot,  his  Bones 
Rattle  in  his  Skin,  like  Beans  tofs'd  in  a  Bladder. 
If  he  but  hear  a  Coach,  the  Fomentation, 
The  Friction  with  Fumigation  cannot  fave  him 
From  the  Chin-Evil.     In  a  Word,  he  is 
Not  one  Difeafe,  but  all :  Yet,  being  my  Friend,. 
I  will  forbear  his  Charader ;  for  I  would  not 
Wrong  hirn  in  your  Opinion. 

Soph.  The  beil  is. 
The  Virtues  you  beflow  on  him,  to  me. 

Arc 
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Are  Myfteries  I  know  not :   But,  however, 
■I  am  at  your  Service.     Sirrah,  let  it  be  your  Care 
T'  uncloath  the  Gentleman,  and  with  Speed  :  Delay 
Takes  from  Delight. 

Ric.  Good,  there's  my  Hat,  Sword,  Cloak 

A  Vengeance  on  thefe  Buttons  ;  otF  with  my  Doublet, 
I  dare  fhow  my  Skin,   m  the  Touch  you  will  like  it 

better  -, 
Prythee  cut  my  Codpiece-point,  and  for  tliis  Service, 
"When  I  leave  them  off  they  are  thine. 

Hil.  I  take  your  Word,  Sir. 

Ric.  Dear  Lady,  (lay  not  long. 

Soph.  I  may  come  too  foon,  Sir. 

Ric.  No,  no,  I  am  ready  now. 

Hii.  This  is  the  Way,  Sir. 

[Exeuni  Hilario  and  Ricardo* 

Soph.  I  was  much  to  blame  to  credit  their  Reports 
Touching  my  Lord,  that  fo  traduce  each  other. 
And  with  fuch  virulent  Malice,  though  I  prefume 
They  are  bad  enough  -,  but  I  have  ftudied  for  'em 
A  Way  for  their  Recovery. 

[The  Noife  of  clapping  a  Door^  Ubaldo  above 

in  his  Shirt. 

Vhnl.  What  doft  thou  mean,  Wench  ? 
Why  doft  thou  Ihut  the  Door  upon  me  ?  Ha  ? 
My  Cloaths  are  ta'en  away  too!  fhall  I  ftarve  here  ? 
Is  this  my  Lodging  r   I  am  fure  the  Lady  talk'd  of 
A  rich  Cap,  a  perfum'd  Shirt,  and  a  Waiftcoat  j 
But  here  is  nothing  but  a  little  frefh  Straw, 
A  Petticoat  for  a  Coverlet,  and  that  torn  too ; 
And  an  old  Woman's  Biggen  for  a  Night-cap. 

Enter  Corifca  to  Sophia. 

*Slight,  'tis  a  Prrfon,  or  a  Pig-fty.  Ha ! 

The  Windows  grated  with  Iron,  I  cannot  force  'efn. 

And  if  I  leap  down,  here,  I  break  my  Neck  ; 

I  am  betray'd.    Rogues !  Villains  !  let  me  out  5 

I  am  a  Lord,  and  that's  no  common  Title, 

L  3  And 
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And  fliall  I  be  us'd  duis  ? 

Soph.  Let  hi  in  ravr,  he's  faft ; 
I'll  parley  with  him  at  Leirure. 

Ricardo  entering  ivith  a  great  Noifc  helow^  as  fallen 

Ric.  Zoons,  have  you  Trap- doors  ? 

Soph.  The  otlier Bird's  i'  th'  Cage  too,  let  him  fliittei. 

Ric.  Whither  am  1  fall'n,  into  Hell  ? 

Ubal.  Who  makes  that  Noiie  there  ? 
Help  me,  if  thou  art  a  Friend. 

Ric.  A  Friend  ?  I  am  where 
I  cannot  help  myfelf  •,  let  me  fee  thy  Face. 

Ubal.  How,  Ricardo !  prythee  throw  me 
Thy  Cloak,  if  thou  canfl,  to  cover  me,  I  am  almoft 
Frozen  to  Death. 

Ric.  My  Cloak  !  I  have  no  Breeches ; 
I  am  in  my  Shirt,  as  thou  art ;  and  here's  nothing 
For  myfelf  but  a  Clown's  caft-ofF  Suit. 

Ubal.  We  are  both  undone. 
Pr'ythee  roar  a  little. — Madam ! 

Enter  Ililario  in  Ricardo'j  Suit, 

Ric.  Lady  of  the  Houfe  ! 

Ubal.  Grooms  of  the  Chamber ! 

Ric.  Gentlewomen  !  Milkmaids  ! 

Ubal.  Shall  we  be  murther'd  ? 

Soph.  No,  but  foundly  punifh'd, 
To  your  Deferts. 

Ric.  You  are  not  in  Earnefl,  Madam  ? 

Soph.  Judge  as  you  find,  and  feel  it ;  and  now  hear 
What  I  irrevocably  purpofe  to  you. 
Being  receiv'd  as  Guefts  into  my  Houfe, 
And  with  all  it  afforded  entertain'd. 
You  have  forgor  all  hofpitable  Duties, 
And  with  the  Defamation  of  my  Lord, 
Wrought  on  my  Woman  Weaknefs,  in  Revenge 
Of  his  Injuries,  as  you  fafhion'd  'em  to  me, 

To 
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To  yield  my  Honour  to  your  lawlefs  Luft. 
Hil.  Mark  that,  poor  Fellows. 
Soph.  And  fo  far  you  have 
Tranfgrefs'd  againft  the  Dignity  of  Men, 
(Who  (liould,  bound  to  it  by  Virtue,  itill  defend 
Chafte  Ladies  Honours)  that  it  was  your  Trade 
To  make  'em  infamous :  But  you  are  caught 
In  your  own  Toils,  like  luftful  Beads,  and  therefore 
Hope  not  to  find  the  Ufage  of  Men  from  me ; 
Such  Mercy  you  have  forfeited,  and  Ihall  fuffer 
Like  the  moll  flavifli  Women. 
Ubal.  How  will  you  ufe  us  ? 

Soph.  Eafe  and  Kxcefs  in  Feeding  made  you  wanton  ; 
A  Plurify  of  ill  Blood  you  muft  let  out. 
By  Labour,  and  fpare  Diet,  that  Way  got  too, 
Or  perifh  with  Hunger. — Reach  him  up  thatDiftafF 
With  the  Flax  upon  it,  though  no  Omphale, 
Nor  you  a  fecond  Hercules,  as  I  take  it ; 
As  you  fpin  well  at  my  Command,  and  pleafe  me. 
Your  Wages,  in  the  coarfefl:  Bread  and  Water, 
Shall  be  proportionable. 
Ubal.  I  will  ftarve  firft. 
Soph.  That's  as  you  pleafe.        ^ 
Ric.  What  will  become  of  me  now  ? 
Soph.  You  fhall  have  gentler  Work  ;  I  have  oft  ob- 
ferv'd 
You  were  proud  to  fhew  the  Finenefsof  your  Hands, 
And  Softnefs  of  your  Fingers ;  you  (hould  reel  well 
What  he  fpins,  if  you  give  your  Mind  to  it,   as  I'll 

force  you. 
Deliver  him  his  Materials.    Now  you  know 
Your  Penance,  fall  to  work.  Hunger  will  teach  you; 
And  fo,  as  Slaves  to  your  Luft,  not  me,  I  leave  you. 

[Exit  Sophia  and  Servants, 
Ubal.  I  Ihall  fpin  a  fine  Thread  out  now. 
Ric.  I  cannot  look 
On  thefe  Devices,  but  they  put  me  in  Mind 
Of  Rope-makers. 

m.  Fellow,  think  of  thy  Tafk, 

L  4  Forget 
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Forget  fuch  Vanities,  my  Livery  there 
Will  ferve  thee  to  VvOrk  in. 

Rtc.  Let  me  have  my  Cloaths,  yet 
I  was  bountiful  to  thee. 

Hi/.  They  are  paft  your  Wearing, 
And  mine  by  Promile,  as  all  thefe  can  witncfs  -, 
You  have  no  Holydays  coming,  nor  will  I  work 
While  thefe  and  this  lafts  ;  and  fo  when  you  pleafc 
You  may  fhut  up  your  Shop-windows. 

[Exil  Hilario. 

C/Z-rt/.  I  am  faint, 
And  mufl  lie  down. 

Ric.  I  am  hungry  too,  and  cold. 

0  cur  fed  Women. 

Ul^ai.  This  comes  of  our  Whoring. 
But  let  us  reft  as  well  as  we  can  to-night, 
But  not  o'erfleep  ourfelves,  left  v/e  fall  to- morrow. 

[They  draw  the  Curtains. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  LadiQaus,  Honoria,  Eubulus,  Ferdinand,  Acan- 
t^e,  Attendants. 

Hon.  Now  you  know  all,  Sir,  with  the  Motives  why 

1  forc'd  him  to  my  Lodging. 

Ladif.  I  defire 
No  more  fuch  I'rials,  Lady. 

Hon.  I  prefume,  Sir, 
You  do  not  doubt  my  Chaftity. 

Ladif.  I  would  not  j 
But  thefe  are  ftrange  Inducements. 

Eub.  By  no  Means,  Sir. 
Why,  though  he  v;erc  with  Violence  feiz'd  upon. 
And  ftill  detain'd,  the  Man,  Sir,  being  no  Soldier, 
Nor  us'd  to  charge  his  Pike,  when  the  Breach  is  open, 
There  was  no  Danger  in't :  You  muft  conceive,  Sir, 
Being  religious,  flie  chofe  him  for  a  Chaplain 
To  read  old  Homilies  to  her  in  the  Dark  j 
She's  bound  to  it  by  her  Canons.  Ladif. 
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7_.adif.  Still  tormented 
"Widi  thy  Impertinence  ? 

Hon.  By  yourlelf,  dear  Sir, 
I  was  ambitious  only  to  overthrow 
His  boafted  Conllancy  in  his  Confent, 
But  for  Fad:  I  contemn  him  ;  I  was  never 
Unchafte  in  Thought,  I  laboured  to  give  Proof 
What  Power  dwells  in  this  Beauty  you  admire  fo. 
And  when  you  fee  how  foon  it  hath  transform'd  him. 
And  with  what  fuperflition  he  adores  it. 
Determine  as  you  pleafe. 

Ladif.  I  will  look  on 
This  Pageant  •,  but r- 

Hon.  When  you  have  feen  and  heard.  Sir, 
The  Paffages  which  I  myfelf  difcovcr'd. 
And  could  have  kept  conceal'd,  had  I  meant  bafely. 
Judge  as  you  pleafe. 

Ladif.  Well,  ril  obferve  the  Iffue. 

Eub.  How    had  you    took   this,  General,    in  your 
Wife  ? 

Ferd.  As  a  ftrange  Curiofity ;  but  Queens 
Are  priyiledg'd  above  Subjects,  and  'tis  fit,  Sir. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Mathias,  Baptifta. 

Bapt.  You  are  much  alter'd.  Sir,  fmce  the  laft  Night 
When  the  Queen  left  you,  and  look  chearfully, 
Your  Dulnefs  quite  blown  over. 

Math.  I  have  feen  a  Vifion, 
This  Morning  makes  it  good,  and  never  was 
In  fuch  Security  as  at  this  Inilant : 
Fall  what  can  fall,  and  when  the  Queen  appears, 
Whofe  fhorteft  Abfence  now  is  tedious  to  me, 
Dbferve  th' Encounter. 

Enter 
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Enter  Honoria  to  Mathias.    (Ladidaus,   Eubulus,  Fer- 
dinand, Acanthc,  '•Ji:ith  others  enter  above.) 

Bapt.  She  already  is 
Enter'd  the  Lifts. 

Math.  And  I  prepar'd  to  meet  her. 
Bapt.  1  know  my  Duty. 
Hon.  Not  ib,  you  may  flay  now 
As  a  Witnefs  of  our  Contraft. 

Bapt.  I  obey 
In  all  Things,  Madam. 

Hon.  Where's  that  Reverence, 
Or  rather  fuperftitious  Adoration, 
Which,  Captive-like,  to  my  triumphant  Beauty 
You  paid  laft  Night  ?  No  humble  Knee  ^  nor  Sign 
Of  vafTal  Duty  .''  Sure  this  is  the  Foot 
To  whofe  proud  Cover,  and  then  happy  in  it, 
Your  Lips  were  glew'd  ;  and  that  the  Neck  then  offered 
To  witnefs  your  Subjeflion  to  be  trod  on  : 
Your  certain  Lofs  of  Life  in  the  King's  Anger, 
Was  then  too  mean  a  Price  to  buy  my  Favour ; 
And  that  falfe  Glow- Worm  Fire,  of  Conftancy 
To  your  W'ife,  extinguifh'd  by  a  greater  Light 
Shot  from  our  Eyes  •,  and  that,  it  may  be  (being 
Too  glorious  to  be  look'd  on)  hath  depriv'd  you 
Of  Speech,  and  Motion  :   But  I  v/ill  take  off 
A  little  from  the  Splendor,  and  defcend 
From  my  own  Height,  and  in  your  Lownefs  hear  you 
Plead  as  a  Suppliant. 

Math.  I  do  remember 
I  once  faw  fuch  a  Woman. 
Hon.  Hov/ ! 
Math.  And  then 
She  did  appear  a  moft  magnificent  Qiieen  *, 
And  what's  more,  virtuous,  tho'  fomewhat  darken'd 
W'ith  Pride  and  Self-Opinion. 
Eub.  Call  you  this  Courtfhip  ? 
Math,  And  fhe  was  happy  in  a  Royal  Hufband, 

Whom 


THE     P  I  C  T  U  R  R  171 

Whom  Envy  could  not  tax,  unlels  it  were 
l^or  Wis  too  much  Indulgence  to  her  Humours. 

Euif.  Pray  you.  Sir,  oblerve  that  Touch,  'tis  to  the 
Pur  pole ; 
I  hke  the  i^hiy  the  better  for't. 

Math.  And  rtie  liv'd 
Worthy  her  Birth  and  Fortune  -,  you  retain  yet 
ISome  Part  of  her  angeHcal  Form  ;  but  when 
Envy  to  the  Beauty  of  another  Woman 
Inferior  to  her's,  (one  Ihe  never 
Had  feen,  but  in  herPifture)  had  difpers'd 
Infedion  through  her  Veins,  and  Loyalty 
(Which  a  great  Queen  as  fhe  was,  fliould  have  nourifli'd) 

Grew  odious  to  her 

Hon.  I  am  Thunderftruck. 

Maih.  AndLuft,  in  all  the  Bravery  it  could  borrow 
From  Majefty,  howe'er  difguis'd,  had  took 
Sure  Footing  in  the  Kingdom  of  her  Heart, 
(Once  the  Throne  of  Chaftity,;  how  in  a  Moment 
All  that  was  gracious,  great,  and  glorious  in  her. 
And  won  upon  all  Hearts  -,  like  Teeming  Shadows, 
Wanting  true  Subftance,  vaniin'd, 

Hon.  How  his  Reafons 
Work  on  my  Soul ! 

Math.  Retire  into  yourfelf. 
Your  own  Strength's,    Madam,  ftrongly  man'd   with 

Virtue, 
And  be  but  as  you  were,  and  there's  no  Office 
So  bafe,  beneath  the  Slavery  that  Men 
Impofe  on  Beafts,  but  I  will  gladly  bow  to. 
But  as  you  play  and  juggle  with  a  Stranger, 
Varying  your  Shapes  like  Thetis^  though  the  Beauties 
Of  all  that  are  by  Poets  Raptures  painted. 
Were  now  in  you  united,  you  fhould  pafs 
Pitied  by  me  perhaps,  but  not  regarded. 
Euif.  If  this  take  not,  I  am  cheated. 
Math.  To  flip  once 
Is  incident,  and  excus'd  by  human  Frailty  5 
^utto  fall  ever,  damnable.    We  wete  both 

Guilty, 
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Guilty,  I  grant,  in  tendering  our  Affcdion, 
But,  as  1  liope  you  will  do,  I  repented. 
When  we  are  grown  up  to  Kipenels,  our  Life  Is 
Like  to  this  Picture.      While  "we  run 
A  conflant  Race  in  Goodncfs,  it  retains 
The  julii  Proportion.     But  the  Journey  being 
Tedious,  ami  fvveet  Tennptations  in  the  Way, 
That  may  in  fome  Degree  divert  us  from 
The  Road  that  we  put  forth  in,  e'er  we  end 
Our  Pilgrimage,  it  may,  like  this,  turn  Yellow, 
Or  be  with  Biacknels  clouded.     But  when  wc 
Find  we  have  gone  aftray,  and  labour  to 
Keturn  unto  our  never-failing  Guide 
Virtue,  Contrition  (with  unfeigned  Tears, 
The  Spots  of  Vice  wafh'd  off  j  will  foon  reftore  it 
To  the  firft  Purenefs. 

Hon.  I  am  difenchanted  : 
Mercy,  O  Mercy,  Heavens  ?  [Kneels^ 

Ladif.  I  am  ravifh'd  with 
What  I  have  ittn  and  heard. 

Ferd.  Let  us  defcend,  and  hear 
The  refl  below. 

Eub.  This  hath  fall'n  out  beyond 
My  Expectation.  [They  defcpid, 

Hon.  How  have  I  wander'd 
Out  of  the  Tratt  of  Piety  !  and  mifled 
By  overweening  Pride,  and  Flattery 
Of  fawning  Sycophants,  (the  Bane  of  Greatnefs) 
Could  never  meet  till  now  a  PafTenger, 
That  in  his  Charity  would  fetme  right, 
Or  ftay  me  in  my  Precipice  to  Ruin  ! 
How  ill  have  I  return'd  your  Goodnefs  to  mc  ? 

Enter  the  Kin^  and  others. 

The  Horror  in  my  Thought  oft  turns  me  Marble. 
Bur  if  it  may  be  yet  prevented,  O  Sir, 
What  can  I  do  to  fhew  my  Sorrow,  or 

With 
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With  what  Brow  afk  your  Pardon  ? 

Ladif.  Pray  you  rile. 

Hon.  Never,  till  you  forgive  me,  and  receive 
Unto  your  Love  and  Favour,  a  chang'd  Woman. 
My  State  and  Pride  turn'd  to  Humility,  henceforth 
Shall  wait  on  your  Commands,  and  my  Obedience 
Steer'd  only  by  your  Will. 

Ladif.  And  that  will  prove 
A  fecond  and  a  better  Marriage  to  me  ;  all  is  forgot-*- 

Hon.  Sir,  I  muft  not  rife  yet. 
Till  with  a  free  ConfcfTion  of  a  Crime, 
Unknown  to  you  yet,  and  a  following  Suit, 
Which  thus  I  beg,  be  granted. 

Ladif.  I  melt  with  you. 
'Tis  pardon'd,  and  confirm'd  thus. 

Hon.  Know  then.  Sir. 
In  Malice  to  this  good  Knight's  Wife,  I  pradlis'd 
Ubaldo^  and  Ricardo,  to  corrupt  her. 

BapL  Thence  grew  the  Change  of  the  Pidure. 

Hon.  And  how  far 
They  have  prevail'd,  I  am  ignorant.  Now,  if  you.  Sir, 
For  the  Honour  of  this  good  Man,  may  be  intreated 
To  travel  thither,  it  being  but  a  Day's  Journey, 
To  fetch  'em  off — 

Ladif.  We  will  put  on  to  Night. 

Bapl.  I,  if  you  pleafe,  your  Harbinger. 

Ladif  1  thank  you. 
Let  me  embrace  you  in  my  Arms,  your  Service 
Done  on  the  Turk,  compared  with  this,  weighs  nothing* 

Math.  I  am  ftill  your  humble  Creature. 

Ladif  My  true  Friend. 

Ferd.  And  fo  you  are  bound  to  hold  hiro. 

Eub.  Such  a  Plant 
Imported  to  your  Kingdom,  and  here  grafted. 
Would  yield  more  Fruit,  than  all  the  idle  Weeds 
That  fuck  up  your  Reign  of  Favour. 

Ladif  in  my  Will 
ril  not  be  wanting,  prepare  for  our  Journey. 

In 
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In  A (51  be  my  Honoria  now,  not  Name, 

And  to  all  alter  Times  prclerve  thy  Fame.         [ExeUHL 

T'be  End  of  the  Fourth  A^. 

A  C  T     V.       S  C  E  N  E     L 

Sophia,  Corifca,  liilario. 

Soph.    /L   RE  they  then  fo  humble  ? 
HiL  jt\.     Hunger  and  hard  Labour 
Have  tam'd  'em,   Madam  •,  at  firll  they  bellow'd 
Like  Stags  ta'en  in  a  Toil,  and  would  not  work 
For  Sullennefs,  but  when  they  found  without  it 
There  was  no  Eating,  and  that  to  ftarve  to  Death 
Was  much  againft  their  Stomachs,  by  Degrees 
Againft  their  Wills,  they  tell  to  it. 

Corif.  And  now  feed  on 
The  little  Pittance  you  allow,  with  Gladnefs. 

HiL  I  do  remember  that  they  (lop'd  their  Nofes 
At  the  Sight  of  Beef  and  Mutton  as  courfe  Feeding 
For  their  tine  Palates  -,  but  now  their  Work  being  ended^ 
They  leap  at  a  Barley  Cruft,  and  hold  Cheefe-parings, 
With  a  Spoonful  of  pall'd  Wine  pour'd  in  their  Water  j 
F'or  feftival  Exceedings.  *' 

Corif.  When  I  examine 
My  Spinfter's  Work,  he  trembles  like  a  'Prentice^ 
And  takes  a  Box  on  the  Ear  when  I  fpy  Faults 
And  Botches  in  his  Labour,  as  a  Favour 
From  a  curfl  Miftrefs. 

Elil.  The  other  too  reels  well 
For  his  Time  -,  and  if  your  Ladyfiilp  would  pleafe 
1  o  fee  'em  for  your  Sport,  fince  they  want  airing, 

^ '   For  Fejlival  Fxcee dings. 
Thus  we  read  in  all  the  old  Copies,  and  it  is  thus  in  the  Cily  Ma- 
dam ;  but  1  think  that  exceeding  Fe/li'uah  is  better,  though  indeed  as 
the  Scnfc-  is  the  fame,  it  is  of  little  or  no  Confequence. 

It 
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It  would  do  well  in  my  Judgment,  you  fhall  hear 
Such  a  hungry  Dialogue  from  'em. 

Soph.  But  fuppofe 
When  they  are  out  of  Prifon  they  Ihould  grow 
Rebellious  ? 

Hil.  Never  fear't ;  I'll  undertake 
To  lead  'em  out  by  the  Nofe  with  a  coarfe  Thread, 
Of  the  one's  Spinning,  and  make  the  other  reel  after. 
And  without  grumbling  -,  and  when  you  are  weary  of 
Their  Company,  as  eafily  return  'em. 

Corif.  Dear  Madam,  it  will  help  to  drive  away 
Your  Melancholy. 

Soph.  Well,  on  this  Aflurance 
I  am  content,  bring  'em  hither. 

Hil.  I  will  do  it 
In  ftately  Equipage.  [^Exit  Hilario* 

Soph.  They  have  confefled  then 
They  were  ^tt  on  by  the  Queen  to  taint  me  in, 
My  Loyalty  to  my  Lord  ? 

Corif.  'Twas  the  main  Caufe, 
That  brought  'em  hither. 

Soph.  I  am  glad  I  know  it ; 
And  as  I  have  begun,  before  I  end, 
I'll  at  the  tleight  revenge  it  -,  let  us  ftep  alide  j 
They  come,  the  Objeds  fo  ridiculous. 
In  Spight  of  my  fad  Thoughts  I  cannot  but 
Lend  a  forc'd  Smile  to  grace  it. 

£«/^r  Hilario,  \Jba.\do  fpimmg,  IR^iGnrdo  reeling, 

Hil.  Come  away. 
Work  as  you  go,  and  lofe  no  Time,  'tis  precious. 
You'll  find  it  in  your  Commons. 

Ric.  Commons,  call  you  it ! 
The  Word  is  proper ;  I  have  graz'd  fo  long 
Upon  yoLir  Commons,  I  am  aimoft  flarv'd  here. 

Hil.  Work  harder,  and  they  Ihail  be  better'd. . 

mal.  Better'd? 
Worfer  they  cannot  be  :  Would  I  might  lie 

Like 
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i.ike  a  Dog  under  her  Table  and  ferve  for  a  Footfloa!, 
So  I  might  have  my  Belly  lull  of  that 
Her  Itland  Cur  retlilcs. 

////.  How  do  you  like 
Your  airing  ?  Is  it  not  a  Favour  ? 

Ric.  Yesi 
Juft  fuch  a  one  as  you  ufe  to  a  Brace  of  Greyhounds 
When  they  are  led  out  of  their  Kennels  to  Icumber  •, 
But  our  Calc  is  ten  I'imes  harder,  we  have  nothing 
In  our  Bellies  to  be  vented  :  If  you  will  be 
An  honeft  Yeoman  Phenterer,  teed  us  lirft. 
And  walk  us  after  ? 

Hil.  Yeoman  Phenterer! 
Such  another  Word  to  your  Governor,  and  you  go 
Supperlefs  to  Bed  for't. 

Ubal.  Nay,  even  as  you  pleafe. 
(The  comfortable  Names  of  Breakfaft,  Dinner, 
Collations,  Supper,  Beverage,  are  Words, 
Worn  out  of  our  Remembrance.) 

(Ric.  O  for  the  Steam 
Of  Meat  in  a  Cook's  Shop  ?) 

Ubal.  I  am  fo  dry, 
I  have  not  Spittle  enough  to  wet  my  Fingers 
When  I  draw  my  Flax  from  my  DiftafF. 

Ric.  Nor  I  Strength 
To  raife  my  Hand  to  the  Top  of  my  Reeler.     Oh  \ 
1  have  the  Cramp  all  over  me. 

Hil.  What  do  you  think 
Were  beft  to  apply  to  it  ?  A  Cramp-ftone,  as  I  take  it. 
Were  very  ufetul. 

Ric.  Oh !  no  more  of  Stones, 
We  have  been  us'd  too  long  like  Hawks  already. 

Ubal.  We  are  not  fo  high  in  our  Flefli  now  to  need 
cafling, 
We  will  come  to  an  empty  Fifl. 

Hil.  Nay,  that  you  fhall  not. 
So  ho,  Birds,  how  the  Flye-afies  fcratch,  and  fcramble' 
Take  Heed  of  a  Surfeit :  Do  not  caft  your  Gorges, 
This  is  more  then  I  have  Commillion  for  j  be  thankful. 
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ooph.  Were  all  that  ftiidy  the  Abufe  of  Women 
Us'd  thus,  the  City  would  not  Iwarm  with  Cuckolds, 
Norfo  many  Tradefmen  break. 

Corif.  Pray  you  appear  now, 
And  mark  the  Alteration. 

Hil.  To  your  Work, 
My  Lady  is  in  Prefence ;  fhew  your  Duties 
Exceeding  well. 

Soph.  How  do  your  Scholars  profit  ? 

Hil,  Hold  up  your  Heads  demurely.     Prettily 
For  young  Beginners. 

Corif.  And  will  do  well  in  Time 
If  they  be  kept  in  Awe. 

Ric.  In  Awe  !  I  am  fure 
i  quake  like  an  Afpen  Leaf. 

Ubal.  No  Mercy,  Lady  .? 

Ric.  Nor  Intermiffion  ^ 

Soph.  Let  me  fee  your  Work* 
l^ie  upon'tj  what  a  Thread's  here !  a  poor  Cobler's  Wife 
Would  make  a  finer  to  fow  a  Clown's  Rent  ftart  up  j 
And  here  you  reel  as  you  were  drunk. 

Ric.  I  am  fure  it  is  not  with  Wine 

Soph.  Oj  take  heed  of  Wine  •, 
Cold  Water  is  far  better  for  your  Healths, 
Of  which  I  am  very  tender  •,  you  had  foul  Bodies^ 
And  muft  continue  in  this  phyfical  Diet, 
Till  the  Caufe  of  your  Difeafe  be  ta'en  away 
For  fear  of  a  Relapfe,  and  that  is  dangerous ; 
Yet  I  hope  already  that  you  are  in  fome 
Degree  recovered,  and  that  Way  to  refclve  me 
Anfwer  me  truly  j  nay,  what  I  propound 
Concerns  both,  nearer ;  v/hat  would  you  now  give^ 
If  your  Means  were  in  your  Hands,  to  lie  all  NighC 
With  a  frefh  and  handlome  Lady  ? 

Ubal.  How  !  a  Lady  ? 
O  !   I  am  pafs'd  it,  (Hunger  with  her  Razor 
Hath  made  mc  an  Eunuch.) 

Rict  For  a  Mefs  of  Porridge, 
Well  fopp'd  with  a  Bunch  of  Raddifh  and  a  Carrot, 

Vol.  II.  M  I 
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I  would  fell  my  Barony  •,  but  for  Women,  oh ! 
No  more  ot  Women,  (not  a  Dite  for  a  Doxy) 
After  this  hungry  Voyage. 

Soph.  Thefc  are  truly 
Good  Symptoms  •,  let  them  not  venture  too  much  in  the 

Air. 
Till  they  are  weaker. 

Ric.  This  is  Tyranny. 

Ubal.  Scorn  upon  Scorn. 

Soph.  You  were  fo 
In  your  malicious  Intents  to  me. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

And  therefore  'tis  but  Juftice — What's  the  Bufinefs  ? 

Serv.  My  Lord's  great  Friend,  Signior  Baptijlay 
Madam, 
Is  newly  lighted  from  his  Horfe,  with  certain 
Aflurance  of  my  Lord's  Arrival. 

Soph.  How ! 
And  ftand  I  trifling  here  ?  Hence  with  the  Mungrels 
To  there  feveral  Kennels,  there  let  them  howl  in  private, 
I'll  be  no  farther  troubled.     [Exeunt  Sophia  and  Servant. 

Ubal.  O  that  ever 
I  faw  this  Fury  ! 

Ric.  Or  look'd  on  a  Woman 
But  as  a  Prodigy  in  Nature  ! 

Hil.  Silence, 
No  more  of  this. 

Corif.  Methinks  you  have  no  Caufe 
To  repent  your  being  here. 

Hil.  Have  you  not  learnt. 
When  your  'States  are  fpent,  your  feveral  Trades  to  live 
by, 

And  never  charge  the  Hofpital  ? 

Corif.  Work  but  tightly, 
And  we  will  not  ufe  a  Difh-clout  in  the  Houfe 
But  of  your  Spinning. 

UbaL 
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^  XJhn!.  O !   I  would  this  Hemp 
"Vv'ere  turn'd  to  a  Halter. 

Hil.  Will  you  march? 

Ric.   A  foft  orie. 
Good  General,  I  befeech  yoii, 

Ubal.  I  can  hardly 
Draw  my  Legs  after  me. 

Hil.  For  a  Crutch  you  may  life 
Your  Diftaff"   a  good  Wit  makes  Ufe  of  all  Things.  ** 

SCENE     II. 
Enter  Sophia,  Baptilla. 

Soph.  Was  he  jealous  of  me  ^ 

Bapt.  There's  no  perfed  Love 
"Without  Ibme  Touch  of 't,  Madam. 

Soph.  And  my  Pidure 
Made  by  your  divelifh  Art,  a  Spy  upori  = 

My  Adlions  ?  I  never  fat  to  be  drawn. 
Nor  had  you,  Sir,  Commiflion  for't. 

Bapt.  Excufe  me ; 
At  his  earneft  Suit  I  did  it. 

Soph.  Very  good  : 
Was  I  gro^n  fo  cheap  in  his  Opinion  of  me? 

Bapt.  The  profperous  Events  that  crown'd  his  For* 
tunes 
May  quality  the  Offence. 

Soph.  Rood  the  Events  ^' 

zz  _ A  good  Wit  makes  Ufe  of  all  Things. 

t  would  not  interrupt  the  Reader  in  the  foregoing  Scene,  but  I  fhal! 
iiow  obferve  that  the  Device  praftifed  on  the  two  wanton  Gentlemenp 
in  Revenge  for  their  Fallhood  and  their  Attempts  on  Sophia,  is  very 
mean,  conduces  but  little  to  the  Plot,  and  on  the  whoie,  is  far  inferior 
to  the  other  Parts  of  this  excellent  Play,  hnt  great  Beauties  art  alivays 
in  the  Confines  of  great  Faults. 

*5   Sophia,  Rood  the  E-Tjents. 

This  is  the  Reading  of  all  the  old  Editions,  and  is  followed  by  Mr, 
Dodjlej  i  but  I  think  we  ought  to  read 

Seih,  Good  the  Events,  S(Q, 

M  ^  Th« 
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"the  San6luary  Fools  and  Madmen  fly  to. 

When   their  rafh    and   dcfperate   Undertakings  thrive 

well  •, 
But  good  and  wife  Men  are  directed  by 
Grave  Counfels,  and  with  fuch  Deliberation 
Proceed  in  their  Affairs,  that  Chance  has  nothing 
To  do  with  'em.     Howfoe'er,  take  the  Pains,  Sir, 
To  meet  the  Plonour  in  the  King  and  Qiieen's 
Approaches  to  my  Hoiife,  that  breaks  upon  me, 
I  will  exped  them  with  my  beftof  Care. 

Bapl.  To  entertain  fuch  royal  Guefls. 

Soph.  I  know  it.  [Exh  Baptlfta. 

Leave  that  to  me.  Sir,  what  fhould  move  the  Queen, 
So  given  to  Eafe  and  Pleafure,  as  Fame  fpeaks  her. 
To  fuch  a  Journey  ?  Or  work  on  my  Lord 
To  doubt  my  Loyalty  ?  Nay,  more,  to  take 
For  the  Refolution  of  his  Fears,  a  Courfe 
That  is  by  holy  Writ  deny'd  a  Chriftian  ? 
'Twas  impious  in  him,  and  perhaps  the  Welcome 
He  hopes  in  my  Embraces  may  deceive 
His  Expe(5lation.    The  Trumpets  fpeak 
The  King's  Arrival.     Help  a  Woman's  Wit  now. 
To  make  him  know  his  Fault  and  my  juft  Anger. 

[Exit  Sophia. 

SCENE     Sbe    laji. 

Loud  Mufick.    Enter  Ladiflaus,  Mathias,  Eubulus,  Ho- 
noria,  Ferdinand,  Baptifta,  Acanthe,  imth  Attendants, 

Eub.  Your  Majefty  muff  be  weary. 

Hon.  No,  my  Lord, 
A  willing  Mind  makes  a  hard  Journey  eafy. 

Math.  Not  Jove^  attended  on  by  Hermes,  was 
More  welcome  to  the  Cottage  of  Philemon, 
And  his  poor  Baucis,  then  your  gracious  felf. 
Your  matchlefs  Qiieen,  and  all  your  royal  Train 
Are  to  your  Servant  and  his  Wife. 

Ladif,  Where  is  fhe  ? 

Hon, 
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Hen.  I  long  to  fee  her  as  my  now  loud  Rival. 

Eub.  And  I  to  have  a  Smack  at  her  j  ('tis  a  Cordial 
To  an  Old  Man,  better  then  Sack  and  a  Toall 
Before  he  goes  to  Supper.) 

Math.  Ha  !  is  my  Houfe  turn'd 
To  a  Wildernefs  ?  Nor  Wife  nor  Servants  ready 
With  all  Rites  due  to  Majefty,  to  receive 
Such  unexpe6led  BlefTings,  you  affur'd  me 
Of  better  Preparation,  hath  not 
Th'  Excefs  of  Joy  tranfported  her  beyond 
Her  Underflanding  ? 

Bapt.  I  now  parted  from  her. 
And  gave  her  your  Diredions. 

Math.  How  Ihall  1  beg 
Your  Majefty's  Patience  ?  Sure  my  Family's  drunk. 
Or  by  fome  Witch,  in  Envy  of  my  Glory, 
A  dead  Sleep  thrown  upon  'em. 

Enter  Hilarlo,  a'nd  Servants, 

1  Seru.  Sir. 

Math.  But  that 
The  facred  Prefence  of  the  King  forbids  it. 
My  Sword  fhould  make  a  Mafiacre  among  you. 
W'here  is  your  Miftrefs  ? 

Hil.  Firft,  you  are  welcome  home.  Sir, 
Then  know,  fhc  fays  fhe's  fick,  Sir,  there's  no  Notice 
Taken  of  my  Bravery. 

Math.  Sick  at  fuch  a  Time  ! 
It  cannot  be  though  iht  were  on  her  Death-bed, 
And  her  Spirit  even  now  departed,  here  (land  they 
Could  call  it  back  again,  and  in  this  Honour 
Give  her  a  fecond  Being,  bring  me  to  herj 
I  know  not  what  to  urge,  or  how  to  redeem 
This  Mortgage  of  her  Manners. 

[Exit  Mathias  and  Hilario. 

Eub.  There's  no  Climate 
In  the  World,  1  think,  where  one  Jade's  Trick  or  other 
Reigns  not  in  Women. 

M  3  Fer^t 
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Fcrd.  You  were  ever  bitter 
Againll  the  Sex. 

Ladif.  This  is  very  ftrange. 

Hon.  Mean  Women 
Have  their  Faults  as  well  as  Queens. 

Ladif.  O  llie  appears  now. 

Enter  Mathias,  Sophia. 

Math.  The  Injury  that  you  conceive  I  have  done  ypu( 
Dilpute  hereafter,  and  in  your  Fervcrfenefs 
Wrong  not  yourfelF,  and  me. 

Soph.  I  am  pafs'd  my  Childhood, 
And  need  no  Tutor. 

Math.  This  is  the  great  King, 
To  whom  I  am  engag'd  till  Death,  for  all 
I  ftand  pofTefs'd  of: 

Soph.  My  humble  Roof  is  proud.  Sir, 
To  be  the  Canopy  of  fo  much  Greatnefsj 
Set  off  with  Goodnefs. 

Ladif.  My  own  Praifes  flying 
In  fuch  pure  Air,  as  your  fweet  Breath,  fairLady^ 
Cannot  but  pleafe  me. 

Math.  This  is  the  Qiieen  of  Qtieens, 
In  her  Magnificence  to  me. 

Soph.  In  my  Duty 
I  kifs  herHighnefs  Robe, 

Hon.  You  ftoop  to  low 
To  her  whofe  Lips  would  meet  with  yours. 

Soph.  Howe'er, 
It  may  appear  prepoft'rous  in  Women 
So  to  encounter,  'tis  your  Pleafure,  Madam, 
And  not  my  proud  Ambition — do  you  hear,  Sir  ? 
Without  a  mag;ical  Pidlure,  in  the  Touch 
I  find  your  Print  of  clofe  and  wanton  KilTes 
On  the  Qiieen's  Lips. 

Math.  Upon  your  Life  be  filent. 
And  no^y  falute  thefe  Lords. 

Soph.  Since  you'll  have  me, 

You 
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You  fhall  fee  I  am  experienc'd  at  the  Game, 
And  can  play  it  tightly. — You  are  a  brave  Man,  Sir, 
And  do  deferve  a  tree  and  hearty  Welcome, 
Be  this  the  Prologue  to  it. 

Enb.   An  old  Man's  Turn 
Is  ever  laft  in  Kiffing.     I  have  Lips  too, 
Howe'er,  cold  ones,  Madam. 

Soph.  I  will  warm  'era 
With  the  Fire  of  mine. 

Eiih.  And  fo  fhe  has,  I  thank  you ; 
I  Hvall  Deep  the  better  all  Night  for't. 

Math.   You  exprefs 
The  Boldnefs  of  a  wanton  Courtezan, 
And  not  a  Matron's  Modefty  ;  take  up, 
Or  you  are  difgrac'd  for  ever. 

Soph.  How  .''  with  kifling 
Feelingly,  as  you  taught  me  ?    Would  you  have  me 
Turn  my  Cheek  to  'em,  as  proud  Ladies  ufe 
To  their  Inferiors,  as  if  they  intended 
Some  Bufinefs  fliould  be  whifper'd  in  their  Ear, 
And  not  a  Salutation  ?  What  1  do, 
I  will  do  freely  ;  now  I  am  in  the  Humour 
I'll  fly  at  ail,  are  there  any  more  ? 

Math.  Forbear, 
Or  you  wiU  raife  my  Anger  to  a  Height 
That  will  defcend  in  Fury. 

Soph.   Why  i*  you  know 
How  to  refolve  yourfelf  what  my  Intents  are. 
By  the  Help  of  Mephoftophilos,  and  yourPiflure, 
Pray  you  look  upon't  again.     I  humbly  thank 
The  Queen's  great  Care  of  me,  while  you  were  abfent. 
She  knew  how  tedious  *twas  for  a  young  Wife, 
And  being  for  that  Time  a  Kind  of  Widow, 
To  pafs  away  her  melancholy  Hours 
Without  good  Company,  and  in  Charity  therefore 
Provided  for  me  -,  out  of  her  own  Store 
She  cuU'd  the  Lords  Ubaldo  and  Ricardo^ 
Two  principal  Courtiers  for  Ladies  Service, 
To  do  me  all  good  Offices ;  and  as  fuch 

M  4  Employ'd 
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EmployM  by  her,  I  hope  I  have  receiv'd, 
And  entertain'd  'em  •,  nor  fnall  they  depart 
^Vithout  the  Effei!:!;  arifing  train  the  Caul'e 
That  brought  'cm  hither. 

Matb.    I'hou  deft  belye  thyielf  : 
I  know  that  m  my  Abknce  thou  wer't  honefl:, 
However  now  turn'd  Monfter. 

Soph.  The  Truth  is. 
We  did  not  deal  like  you,  in  Speculations 
On  cheating  Pictures  -,  we  knew  Shadows  were 
No  Subftances,  and  adual  Performance 
The  befl:  AlTurance,     I  will  bring  'em  hither 
To  make  good  in  this  Prefence  lb  much  for  me. 
Some  MiiiL.tes  Space  I  beg  your  Majelly's  Pardon  — 
You  are  mov'd  -,  now  champ  upon  this  Bit  a  little. 
Anon  you  Ihall  have  another.     Wait  me,  Hilario. 

[Exeuni  Sophia  and  Hilario, 

Ladif.  How  now  ?   turn'd  Statue,  Sir  .'' 

Math.   Fly,  and  fly  quickly 
From  this  curled  Habitation,  or  this  Gorgon 
Will  make  you  all  as  I  am.     In  her  Tongue 
Millions  of  Adders  hifs,  and  every  Hair 
Upon  her  wicked  Head,  a  Snake  more  dreadful 
Than  that  Tiftphon  threw  on  Athamas^ 
Which  in  his  Madnefs  forc'd  him  to  difmember 
His  proper  IlTue,     O  that  ever  I 
Repos'd  my  Truft  in  Magick,  or  believ'd 
Impoffibilities  !  or  that  Charms  had  Power 
To  fink  and  fearch  into  the  bottomlefs  Hell, 
For  a  falfe  Woman's  Heart. 

Euh.  Thefe  are  the  Fruits 
Of  Marriage  ;  and  old  Batchelor,  as  I  am. 
And  v.'hat's  more,  will  continue  fo,  is  not  troubled 
With  thefe  fine  Fagaries. 

Ferd,  'I'ill  you  are  refolv'd,  Sir, 
Forfake  not  Hope. 

Bapt.  Upon  my  Life,  this  is 
Piffimulation. 

l^adif.  And  it  fuits  not  with 

Your 
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Your  Fortitude  and  Wifdom,  to  be  thus 
l^anfpGrted  with  your  Paffion. 

Hon.  You  were  once 
Peceiv'd  in  me^  Sir,  as  I  was  in  you ; 
Yet  the  Deceit  pleas'd  both. 

Math.  She  harh  confefs'd  all. 
What  further  Proof  fliould  I  afk  ? 

Hon.  Yet  remember 
The  Diftance  that  is  interpos'd  between 
A  Woman's  Tongue  and  her  Heart,  and  you  muft  grant 
You  build  upon  no  Certainties. 

^nter  Sophia,  Corifca,  Hilario,  Ubaldo,  end  Ricardo, 

as  before. 

Euh.  What  have  we  here  ? 

Soph.  You  muft  come  on,  and  fhew  yourfelves. 

Ubal.  The  King ! 

Ric.  And  Queen  too  !  Would  I  were  as  far  under  the 
As  I  am  above  it.  [Earth 

Uhal.  Some  Poet  will 
From  this  Relation,  or  in  Verfe,  or  Profe, 
Or  both  together  blended,  render  us 
Ridiculous  to  all  Ages. 

Ladif.  1  remember 
This  Face  when  it  was  in  a  better  Plight : 
Are  not  you  Ricardo  ? 

Hon.  And  this  Thing,  I  take  it. 
Was  once  Ubaldo. 

Ubal.  I  am  now  I  know  not  what. 

Ric.  We  thanlv  your  Majefty  for  employing  us 
To  this  fubtle  Circe. 

Eub.  How,  my  Lord,  turn'd  Spinfter ! 
Do  you  work  by  the  Day,  or  by  the  Great  ? 

Ferd.  Is  your  Theorbo 
Turn'd  to  a  DiftafF,  Signior  ?  and  your  Voice, 
With  which  you  chanted  Room  for  a  luily  Gallant, 
Turn'd  to  the  Note  of  Lacrym^  ? 

Eub.  Pr'ythee  tell  me. 

For 
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For  I  know  thou  art  free,  how  often,  and  to  the  Purpofe, 
Have  you  been  merry  with  this  Lady  ? 

Ric.  Never,  never. 

Ladif.  Howfoever  you  fnould  fay  fo,  for  your  Credit, 
Being  the  only  Court  Bull. 

UhaL  O  that  ever 
I  faw  this  kicking  Heifer  ! 

Soph.  You  fee.  Madam, 
How  I  have  cur'd  your  Servants,  and  v*^hat  Favours 
Tliey  with  their  rampant  Valour  have  won  from  me. 
You  may,  as  they  are  phyfick'd,   I  prefume, 
Truft  a  fair  Virgin  with  'em  ;  they  have  learn'd 
I'beir  feveral  Trades  to  live  by,  and  paid  nothing 
But  Cold  and  Hunger  for  'em,  and  may  now 
Set  up  for  themfelves,  for  here  I  give  'em  over. 
And  now  to  you.  Sir,  why  do  you  not  again 
Peiufe  your  Pifture,  and  take  the  Advice 
Of  your  learned  Confort .''  Thefe  are  the  Men,  or  none. 
That  made  you,  as  the  Italian  fays,  a  Beco. 

Math.  I  know  not  which  Way  to  entreat  your  Pardon  j 
Nor  am  I  worthy  of  it,  my  Sophia^ 
My  beft  Sophia^  here  before  the  King, 
TheQiieen,  thefe  Lords,  and  all  the  Lookers  on, 
I  do  renounce  my  Error,  and  embrace  you, 
As  the  great  Example  to  all  After-times 
For  fuch  as  would  die  chafte  and  noble  Wives, 
With  Reverence  to  imitate, 

Soph.  Not  fo.  Sir. 
I  yet  hold  off.     However  I  have  purg'd 
My  doubted  Innocence,  the  foul  Afperfions, 
In  your  unmanly  Doubts  caft  on  my  Honour, 
Cannot  fo  foon  be  wafli'd  off. 

Eub.  Shall  vv'e  have 
More  Jiggobobs  yet  ? 

Soph.  When  you  went  to  the  Wars, 
I  fet  no  Spy  upon  you,  to  obferve 
W'hich  Way  you  wander'd,  though  our  Sex  by  Nature 
Is  fubject  to  Sufpicions  and  Fears ; 
My  Confidence  in  your  Loyalty  freed  me  from  'em. 

But 
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put  to  deal  as  you  did  'gainft  your  Religion, 

y^'ith  this  Enchanter  to  iurvey  my  Adions, 

-Was  more  than  Woman's  Weaknefs  ;  therefore  kn.ow. 

And  'tis  my  Boon  unto  the  King,  I  dp 

Pefire  a  Separation  from  your  Bed  •, 

^or  I  will  fpend  the  Remnant  of  my  Life 

|n  Prayer  and  Meditation. 

Math.  O  take  Pity 
Upon  my  Weak  Condition,  or  I  am 
More  wretched  in  your  Innocence,  than  if 
I  had  found  you  guiky.     Have  you  fhewn  a  Jewel 
put  of  the  Cabinet  of  your  rich  Mind 
1  o  lock  it  up  again  ?  —  She  turns  away. 
Will  none  fpeak  for  me  ?    Shame  and  Sin  hatji  robb'd 
Pf  the  Ufe  of  my  Tongue.  [me 

Ladif.  Since  you  have  conquer'd.  Madam, 
You  wrong  the  Glory  of  your  Victory, 
If  you  ufe  it  not  with  Mercy. 

perd.  Any  Penance 
You  pleafe  to  impofe  upon  him,  I  dare  warrant 
He  will  gladly  fufFer. 

Etib.  Have  I  liv'd  to  fee 
But  one  good  Woman,  and  lliall  we  for  a  Trifle 
Have  her  turn  Nun  ?  1  will  firft  pull  down  the  Cloyller. 
To  the  old  Sport  again,  with  a  good  Luck  to  you  : 
'Tis  not  alone  enough  that  you  are  good. 
We  mufl:  have  fome  of  the  Breed  of  you  :    Will  you 

deftroy 
The  Kind,  and  Race  of  Goodnefs  ?   I  am  converted, 
f  nd  afk  your  Pardon,  Madam,  for  my  ill  Opinion 
Againfl  the  Sex,  and  fhew  me  but  two  fuch  more, 
I'll  marry  yet,  and  love  'em. 

Hon.  She  that  yet 
Ne'er  knew  what  'twas  to  bend  but  to  the  King, 
Thus  begs  Remiffion  for  him. 

Soph,  O  dear.  Madam, 
Wrong  not  your  Greatnefs  fo. 

Omnes.  We  all  are  Suitors. 

Ubal.  I  do  deferve  to  be  heard  among  the  reft* 

me. 
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Ric.  And  we  have  fuffer'd  for  ic. 

Soph.  I  perceive 
There's  no  Refiftance :  But  fuppofe  I  pardoni 
What's  part,  who  can  fecure  mc  he'll  be  tree 
From  Jealouiy  hereatter  ? 

ALU  Ik  I  will  be 
My  own  Security  :  Go  ride  where  you  pleafe  ; 
Feaft,  revel,  banquet,  and  make  Choice  with  whom, 
I'll  let  no  Watch  upon  you  ;  and  for  Proof  oft 
This  curfed  Pifture  I  furrender  up 
To  the  confuming  Fire. 

B^pL  As  I  abjure 
The  Pradice  of  my  Art. 

Soph.  Upon  thefe  Terms 
I  am  reconcil'd  ;  and  for  thefe  that  have  paid 
The  Price  of  their  Folly,  1  defire  your  Mercy. 

Ladif.  At  your  Requeft  they  have  it. 

Ul^al.  Hang  all  Trades  now. 

Ric.  I  will  find  a  new  one,  and  that  is  to  live  honeft. 

HiL  Thefe  are  my  Fees. 

Ui>aL  Pray  you  take  'em  with  a  Mifchief. 

Ladif.  So,  all  ends  in  Peace  now. 
And  to  all  married  Men  be  this  a  Caution, 
Which  they  fhould  duly  tender  as  their  Life, 
Neither  to  doat  too  much,  nor  doubt  a  Wife. 

[Exeuni  cmnes. 
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ACT     I.         SCENE     I. 

Enfer  Charalois,  wiib  a  Paper^  Romont,  CharmL 

Charmi, 
F)60^'^IR,   I  may  move  the   Court  to  ferve  your 
)§C  S   ^  Will ; 

?W^^'  ^"^  therein  Ihall  both  wrong  you  and  myfelf. 
k.MAj»fe       2?^^^.   Why  think  you  fo.  Sir  ? 

Charmi.  'Caufe  1  am  familiar 
With  what  will  be  their  Anfwer :  They  will  fay, 
'Tis  againft  Law,  and  argue  me  of  Ignorance, 
For  otF' ring  them  the  Motion. 

Rom.  You  know  not,  Sir, 
How,  in  this  Caufe,  they  may  difpenfe  with  Law, 
And  therefore  frame  not  you  their  Anfwer  for  them. 
But  do  your  Parts. 

Charmi.  I  love  the  Caufe  fo  well. 
That  I  could  run  the  Hazard  of  a  Check  for't. 

Rom.  From  whom  ? 

Charmi.  Some  of  the  Bench,  that  watch  to  give  it. 
More  than  to  do  the  Office  that  they  fit  for : 
But  give  me.  Sir,  my  Fee. 

Rom.  Now  you  are  noble. 

•  Maffinger  was  aflifted  in  writing  this  Tragedy  by  Mr.  Nathaniel 
Fields  the  Author  of  two  Comedies  befide ;  and,  as  a  Poet,  very 
much  cftcemed  by  the  Cotemporaries  of  the  Age  in  which  he  lived. 

Charmi, 
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Charmi.  I  iTiall  deferve  this  better  yet,  in  giving 
My  Lord  Ibme  Counfel  (if  he  pleale  to  hear  \i) 
Than  I  l"hall  do  with  Pleading. 

Rom.  What  may  it  be.  Sir  ? 

Charmi.  That  it  would  pleafe  his  Lordfl-jip,  as  the 
Prcfidents 
And.Counfellors  of  Court  come  by,  to  (land 
Here,  and  but  fiiew  yourfelf,  and  to  lome  one 
Or  two,  make  his  Requeft :  There  is  a  Minute, ' 
When  a  Man's  Prefence  fpeaks  in  his  own  Caufe, 
More  than  the  Tongues  of  twenty  Advocates. 

Rom.  1  have  urg'd  that. 

Enter  Rochfort,  Du  Croy. 

Charmi.  Their  Lordfbips  here  are  coming, 
I  muftgo  get  me  a  Place. — You'll  find  me  in  Court, 
And  at  your  Service.  [_Exit  CharmL 

Rom.  Now,  put  on  your  Spirits ! 

DuCroy.  The  Eafe  that  you  prepare  yourfelf,  my  Lord, 
In  giving  up  the  Place  you  hold  in  Court, 
Will  prove,  I  fear,  a  Trouble  in  the  State  5 
And  that  no  flight  one. 

Roch.  Pray  you,  Sir,  no  more. 

Rom.  Now,  Sir,  lofe  not  this  ofFer'd  Means :  Their 
Looks, 
Fix'd  on  you  with  a  pitying  Earneftnefs, 
Invite  you  to  demand  their  Furtherance 
To  your  good  Purpofe. — This  iuch  a  Dulnefs, 
So  foolilh,  and  untimely,  as 

Bu  Croy.  You  know  him  ? 


There  is  a  Minut*. 


When  a  Mans  Prefence  /peaks.  See, 
So  Shakefp4ar,  in  Julius  Cafar,  fays. 

There  is  a  Tide  in  the  Affairs  of  Men, 
Which,  taken  at  the  Flood,  leads  on  to  Fortune? 
Omitted,  all  the  Voyage  of  their  Life 
Is  bound  in  Shallows,  and  in  Mifery. 

A&IV.  Scene  V. 
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Roch.  I  do  •,  and  much  lament  the  fudden  Fall 
Of  his  brave  Houle.     It  is  young  Charalois^ 
Son  to  the  Marfhal,  from  whom  he  mherits 
His  Fame  and  Vertues  only. 

Rom.  Fla  !  they  name  you. 

Dii  Cray.  His  Father  died  in  Prifon  two  Days  fince, 

Roib.  Yes,  to  the  Shame  of  this  ungrateful  State  j 
That  fuch  a  Mafcer  in  the  Art  of  War, 
So  noble,  and  fo  highly  meriting 
From  this  forgetful  Country,  fliould,  for  Want 
Of  Means  to  fatisfy  his  Creditors 
The  Sum  he  took  up  for  the  general  Good, 
Meet  with  an  End  fo  infamous. 

Rom.  Dare  you  ever  hope  for  like  Opportunity  ? 

Du  Croy.  My  good  Lord  ! 

Roch.  My  Wilh  bring  Comfort  to  you. 

Du  Croy,  The  Time  calls  us. 

Roch.  Good  morrow,  Colonel ! 

[Exeunt  Rochfort,  Du  Croy. 

Rom.  This  obllinate  Spleen, 
You  think  becomes  your  Sorrow,  and  forts  well 
With  your  black  Suits  :  But,  grant  me  Wit,  or  Judg- 
ment, 
And,  by  the  Freedom  of  an  honeft  Man, 
And  a  true  Friend  to  boot,  1  fwear,  'tis  fhameful  : 
And  therefore,  flatter  not  yourfelf  with  Hope, 
Your  fable  Habit,  with  the  Hat  and  Cloak, 
No,  though  the  Ribbons  help,  have  Power  to  work  'erri 
To  what  you  v/ould  :  For  thofe,  that  had  no  Eyes 
To  fee  the  great  Adts  of  your  Father,  will  not. 
From  any  Fafhion  Sorrow  can  put  on. 
Be  taught  to  know  their  Duties. 

Char.  If  they  will  not,     ^ 
They  are  too  old  to  learn,  and  I  too  young 
To  give  them  Counfel ;  fince,  if  they  partake 
The  Underftanding,  and  the  Hearts  of  Men, 
They  will  prevent  my  W^ords  and  Tears  :  If  not. 
What  can  Perfuafion,  though  made  eloquent 

Vol.  II.  N  With 
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With  Grief,'  work  upon  fuch  as  have  chang'd  Natures 
With  the  moil  lavage  Bead  ?  Bleft,  bleft  be  ever 
The  Meirory  ot   that  happy  Age,   when  Juftice 
Had  no  Guaids  to  keep  off  wrong'd  Innocence 
From  Hying  to  her  Succours,  and,  in  that, 
AlTurancc  of   Redrcfs  :  Whereas  now,  Romont^ 
The  Damn'd,  with  moreFLafe  may  afcend  from  Hell, 
Then  we  arrive  at  her.     One  Cerberus^  there, 
F^orbids  the  Paflage  ;  in  our  Courts,  a  thoufand, 
As  loud  and  fertile- headed  ;  and  the  Client, 
That  wants  the  Sops,  to  fill  their  rav*nous  Throats, 
Muft  hope  for  no  Accefs.     Why  Ihould  I,  then. 
Attempt  ImpolFibilities,  you.  Friend,  being 
Too  well  acquainted  with  my  Dearth  of  Means 
To  make  my  Entrance  that  Vv''ay  ? 

Rom.  Would  I  were  not. 
But,  Sir !  you  have  a  Caufe,  a  Caufe  fo  jud. 
Of  fuch  NecefTity,  not  to  be  dcferr'd, 
As  would  compel  a  Maid,  whofe  Foot  was  never 
Set  o'er  her  Father's  Threfliold,  nor  within 
TheFIoufe  where  fhe  was  born,  ever  fpake  Word 
Which  was  not  uHier'd  with  pure  Virgin  Blulhes, 
To  drown  the  Tempeft  of  a  Pleader's  Tongue, 
And  force  Corruption  to  give  back  the  Hire 
It  took  againft  her  : — I>et  Examples  move  you. 
You  fee  Men  great  in  Birth,  Efleem  and  Fortune, 
Rather  than  lofe  a  Scruple  of  their  Right, 
Fawn  bafely  upon  fuch,  whofe  Gowns  put  off. 
They  would  difdain  for  Servants. 

Cher.  And  to  thefe  can  I  become  a  Suitor  .^ 

Rom.   Without  Lofs  i 
Would  you  confider,  that,  to  gain  their  Favours^ 
Our  chaftoft  Dames  put  off  their  Modefties, 
Soldiers  forget  their  Flonours,  Ulurers 
Make  Sacrifice  of  Gold,  Poets  of  Wit, 
And  Men  religious  part  with  Fame,  and  Goodnefs, 
Be  therefore  won  to  ufe  the  Means  that  may 
Advance  your  pious  Ends. 

Char. 
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Char.  You  fhall  o'ercome. 

Rom.  And  you  receive  the  Glory.     Pray  you,  nowj 
praftife. 
^Tis  well. 

Enter  Old  Noval,  Liladam,  and  three  Creditors, 

Char.  Not  look  on  me  ! 

Rom.  You  muft  have  Patience Offer't  again. 

Char.  And  Be  again  contemnM  ! 
Nov.  i  know  what's  to  be  done. ■ 

1  Cred.  And,  that  your  LordfBip 

Will  pleafe  to  do  your  Knowledge,  we  ofter,  firfl 
Our  thankful  Hearts  here,  as  a  bounteous  Earnell 
To  what  we  will  add. 

Nov.  One  Word  mofe  of  this, 
I  am  your  Enemy.     Am  I  a  Man, 
Your  Bribes  can  work  on  ^  Ha.'' 

Lilad.  Friends!  you  miflake 
The  Way  to  win  my  Lord  •, — he  muft  not  hear  thisj 
But  I,  as  one  in  Favour,  in  his  Sight, 
May  hearken  to  you  for  my  Profit.     Sir ! 
—I  pray  hear  'em. 

Nov.  'Tis  well. 

Lilad.  Obferve  him,  now. 

Nov.  Your  Cauic  being  good,  and  your  Proceedings 

fOi 

Without  Corruption  5 — I  am  your  Friend, 
Speak  your  Defires, 

2  Cred.  Oh,  they  are  charitable  ; 

The  Marliial  ftood  engag'd,  unto  us  three 

Two  hundred  thdufand  Crowns,  which  by  his  Death 

We  are  defeated  of.     For  which  great  Lofs 

We  aim  at  nothing  but  his  rotten  Fielh  ; 

>iIor  is  that  Cruelty. 

I  Cred.  I  have  a  Son 
That  talks  of  nothing  but  of  Guns  and  Armour, 
And  fvvears  he'll  be  a  Soldier;  'tis  an  Flumour 

N  a  I 
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I  would  divert  him  from  •,  and  1  am  told. 
That  if  I  minifter  to  him,  in  his  Drink, 
Powder,  made  of  this  Bankrupt  Marfhal's  Bones, 
Provided  tiiat  the  Carcafe  rot  above  Ground, 
'Twill  cure  his  foolifli  Frenzy. 

Nov.  You  (Lew  in  it 
A  Father's  Care.     I  have  a  Son  myfelf, 
A  falliionable  Gentleman,  and  a  peaceful : 
And,  but  I  am  alfur'd  he's  not  fo  given. 
He  fliould  take  of  it  too. — Sir !  what  are  you  ? 

Char.  A  Gentleman. 

Nov.  So  are  many  that  rake  Dunghills. 
If  you  have  any  Suit,  move  it  in  Court : 
I  take  no  Papers  in  Corners. 

Rom.  Yes,  as  the  Matter  may  be  carried,  and  hereby 
To  manage  the  Conveyance Follow  him. 

Lil^.d.  You're  rude  :  I  fay,  he  fhall  not  pafs. 

[Exeunt  Novall,  Charalois,  and  Advocates, 

Rom.  You  fay  fo  ?  On  what  Aflurance  ? 
For  the  well-cutting  of  his  Lordfhip's  Corns, 
Picking  his  Toes,  or  any  Office  elfe 
Nearer  to  Bafenefs  ? 

Lilad,  Look  upon  me  better  ; 
Are  thefe  the  Enfigns  of  fo  coarfe  a  Fellow  ? 
Be  v,'ell  advis'd. 

Rom.  Out,  Rogue  !  do  not  I  know  [Kicks  him, 

Thefe  glorious  Weeds  fpring  from  the  fordid  Dunghill 
Of  thy  officious  Balenefs  ?  Wert  thou  worthy 
Of  any  Thing  from  me,  but  my  Contempt, 
I  would  do  more  then  this, — more,  you  Court-Spider  ! 

Lilad.  But  that  this  Man  is  lawlefs  ;  he  fhould  find 
That  1  am  valiant. 

1  Cred.  If  your  Ears  are  faft, 

'Tis  nothing.     What's  a  Blow  or  two.''  As  much— 

2  Cred.  I'hefc   Chaftifements,    as  ufeful  are  as  fre- 

quent 
To  fuch  as  would  grow  rich. 

Rom, 
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Rom.  Are  they  fo,  Rafcals  ?  I  will  befriend  you  then — 

[Kicks  them. 

I  Cred.  Bear  Witnefs,  Sirs ! 

Lilad.  Truth,  I  have  born  my  Part  already,  Friends ! 
In  the  Court  you  fhall  hear  more.  [Exit. 

Re7n.  I  know  you  for 
The  worft  of  Spirits,  that  ftrive  to  rob  the  Tombs 
Of  what  is  their  Inheritance,  the  Dead  : 
For  Ufurers,  bred  by  a  riotous  Peace  ; 
That  hold  the  Charter  of  your  Wealth  and  Freedom, 
By  being  Knaves  and  Cuckolds,  that  ne'er  pray'd. 
But  when  you  fear  the  rich  Heirs  will  grow  wife. 
To  keep  their  Lands  out  of  your  Parchment  Toils; 
And  then,  the  Devil  your  Father's  call'd  upon, 
T'  invent  fome  Ways  of  Luxury  ne'er  thought  on. 
Be  gone,  and  quickly,  or  Pll  leave  no  Room 
Upon  your  Foreheads  for  your  Horns  to  fprout  on. 
Without  a  Murmur,  or  I  will  undo  you  j 
For  I  will  beat  you  honeft. 

I  Cred.  Thrift  forbid  ! 
We  will  bear  this,  rather  then  hazard  that. 

[Exit  Creditor^ 

Enter  Charalois. 

Rom.  I  am  fomewhat  eas'd  in  this  yet. — 

Char.  Only  Friend! 
To  what  vain  Purpofe  do  I  make  my  Sorrow 
Wait  on  the  Triumph  of  their  Cruelty  ? 
Or,  teach  their  Pride  from  my  Humility, 
To  think  it  has  o'ercome  ?  They  are  determin'd 
What  they  will  do  •,  and  it  may  well  become  me. 
To  rob  them  of  the  Glory  they  exped 
From  my  fubmifs  Intreaties. 

Rom.  Think  not  fo.  Sir ! 
The  Difficulties  that  you  encounter  with, 

Will  crown  the  Undertaking Heaven  !  you  wr-T» 

And  I  could  do  fo  too  •,  but  that  I  know. 
There's  more  expeded,  from  the  Son  and  Friend 
N  3 
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Or"  him  whole  fatal  Lois  now  fliakes  our  Natures, 

Than  Sighs,  or  Tears,  in  which  a  Village-Nurle, 

Or  cunning  Strumpet,  when  her  Knave  is  hang'd^ 

May  overcome  us.     Wc  are  Men,  young  Lord, 

Let  us  not  do  like  Women. — lo  the  Court, 

And  there  fpeak  like  your  Birth:  \yakefleeping  Juftice, 

Or  dare  the  Axe.     1  his  is  a  Way  will  fort 

With  what  you  are  :  I  call  you  not  to  that 

I  will  fhrink  from  myfelf,  I  will  deferve 

Your  Thanks,  or  fuffer  with  you— O  how  bravely 

That  fudden  Fire  of  /\nger  fliews  in  you  ! 

Give  Fuel  to  it,  fince  you're  on  a  Shelf, 

Of  extreme  Danger,  fuller  like  yourfelf.  [Exeu?iL 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Rochfort,  Novall,  fe}i.  Charmi,  Du   Groy,  j^dr 
vacates,  Beaumont,  and  Officers,  and  three  Prefidents. 

Du  Cray.  Your  Lordfhip's  feated.     May    this  Meet- 
nig  prove 
Profperous  to  us,  and  to  the  general  Good  of  Burgundy., 

Nov.  fen.  Speak  to  the  Point ! 

Du  Croy.   Vv  hich  is 
With  Honour  to  difpofe  the  Place  and  Power 
pf  PrimierPrefident,  which  this  reverend  Man, 
Grave  Rochfort,  (whom  for  Honour's  Sake  1  name) 
Is  purpos'd  to  refign  a  Place,  my  Lords, 
In  which  he  hath,   with  fuch  Integrity, 
Perform'd  the  firfl:  and  bell  Parts  of  a  Judge ; 
That,  as  his  Life  tranlcends  all  fair  Examples 
Of  .fuch  as  were  before  him  m  Dijon, 
So  it  remains  to  thofe  that  fhall  (ucccgq  him, 
A  Precedent  that  they  may  imitate,  but  not  equal. 

Roch.  I  may  not  fit  to  hear  this. 

Dh  Croy.  Let  the  Love, 
And  Thankfulnefs  we're  bound  to  p:iy  to  Goodnefs, 
In  this  o'ercome  your  Modefty. 

Roch.  My  Thanks 

For 
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For  this  great  Favour  fliall  prevent  your  Trouble. 
The  honourable  Truft,  that  was  impcs'd 
Upon  my  Weaknefs,  fince  you  witnefs  for  me, 
It  was  not  ill  difcharg'd,  I  will  not  mention  j 
Nor  now,  if  Age  had  not  depriv'd  me  of 
The  little  Strength  I  had  to  govern  well 
The  Province  that  I  undertook,  forfake  it. 

Noi;.fen.  That  we  could  lend  you  of  our  Years. 
Du  Croy.  Or  Strength ! 

Nov.  Jen.  Or,  as  you  are,  perfuade  you  to  continue 
The  noble  Exercife  of  your  knowing  Judgment ! 

Roch.  That   may  not  be ;  nor   can  your  LordIhip*s 
Goodntffs, 

Since  your  Employments  have  conferr'd  upon  me 

Sufficient  Wealth,  deny  the  Ufe  of  it ; 

And,  though  old  Age,  when  one  Foot's  in  the  Grave, 

In  many,  when  all  Humours  elfe  are  fpent 

Feeds  no  Affe6lion  in  them,    but  Defire 

To  add  Height  to  the  Mountain  of  their  Riches  : 

In  me  it  is  not  fo  :  I  reft  content 

With  th'  Honours,  and  Eftate  I  now  poflefs. 

And,  that  I  may  have  Liberty  to  ufe. 

What  Heav'n,  ftiil  bleffing  my  poor  Induftry, 

Hath  made  me  Mafter  of,  I  pray  the  Court 

To  eafe  me  of  my  Burthen  ;  that  I  may 

Employ  the  fmall  Remainder  of  my  Life, 

In  living  well,  and  learning  how  to  die  fo. 

Enter  Romont,  a7id  Charalois. 

Rom.  See  Sir,  our  Advocate. 

Du  Croy.  The  Court  intreats 
Your  Lordfhip  will  be  pleas'd  to  name  the  Man, 
Which  you  would  have  your  Succelfor,  and  in  me 
All  prcmife  to  confirni  it. 

Roch.  I  embrace  it 
As  an  Affurance  of  their  Favour  to  me. 
And  name  my  Lord  Novall. 

Du  Croy,  The  Court  allows  it, 

N  4  Roch 
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Roch.  But  there  are  Suiters  wait  here,  and  their  Caufcs 
May  be  of  more  NecefTity  to  be  heard. 
And  therefore  wifli  that  mine  may  be  deferr'd. 
And  theirs  have  tlcaring. 

Du  Croy.  If  your  Lordfliip  pleafe 
To  take  the  Place,  we  will  proceed. 

Chnrnii.  I'hc  Caufe 
We  come  to  ofler  to  your  LordHiip's  Cenfure, 
Is  in  itfelf  lo  noble,  that  it  needs  not 
Or  Rhetorick  in  me  that  plead,  or  Favour 
F'rom  your  grave  Lordfhips,  to  determine  of  it. 
Since,  to  the  Praife  of  your  impartial  Juftice 
(Which  g^jilty,  nay,  condemn'd  Men,  dare  not  fcandal) 
It  will  ereft  a  Trophy  of  your  Mercy 

Which  marry'd  to  that  Juilice. 

Nc'v.  Jen.  Speak  to  the  Caufe. 

Charmi.  I  will,  my  Lord  I  to  fay,  the  late  dead  Mar^ 
Ihal, 
The  Father  of  this  young  Lord  here,  my  Client, 
Hath  done  his  Country  great  and  faithful  Service, 
Might  tafK  me  of  Impertinence,  to  repeat 
What  your  grave  Lordlliips  cannot  but  remember. 
He,  in  his  Life,  become  indebted  to 
Thefe  thrifty  Men,     I  will  not  wrong  their  Credits, 
By  giving  them  the  Attributes  they  now  merit) 
And  tailing,  by  the  Fortune  ot  the  Wars, 
Of  Means  to  tree  himfelf  from  his  Engagements, 
He  was  arrefled,  and  for  Want  of  Bail, 
Imprifon'd  at  their  Suit:  And  not  long  after 
With  Lof-:  of  Liberty  ended  his  Life. 
And,  though  it  be  a  Maxim  in  our  Laws, 
All  Suits  die  with  the  icrfon,  thefe  Men's  Malice 
In  Death  find  Matter  for  their  Hate  to  work  on, 
Denying  him  the  decent  Rites  of  Burial, 
Which  the  fworn  Enemies  of  the  Chriftian  Faith 
Grant  treely  to  their  Slaves  :  May  it,  therefore,  pleafe 
Your  Lordfhips,  fo  to  fafliion  your  Decree, 
That,  what  their  Cruelty  doth  forbid,  your  Pity 
fvlay  give  Allowance  to. 
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Nov.  fen.  How  long  have  you,  Sir,  pradlis'd  in  Court  ? 

Charmi.  Some  twenty  Years,  my  Lord. 

Nov.  fen.  By  your  grofs  Ignorance,  it  Iliould  appear. 
Not  twenty  Days. 

Charmi.  I  hope  I  have   giv'n  no  Caufe  in  this,  my 
Lord — — 

Nov.  fen.  How  dare  you  move  the  Court 
To  the  difpenfing  with  an  A61  confirm'd 
By  ParHament,  to  the  Terror  of  all  Bankrupts  ? 
Go  home  !  and  with  more  Care  perufe  the  Statutes : 
Or  the  next  Motion,  favouring  of  this  Boldnefs, 
May  force  you  to  leap  (againft  your  Will) 
Over  the  Place  you  plead  at. 

Charmi.  I  forefaw  this. 

Rom.  Why,  does  your  Lordfhip  think,  the  moving  of 
A  Caufe,  more  honeft  than  this  Court  had  ever 
The  Honour  to  determine,  can  deferve 
A  Check  like  this  ? 

Nov.  fen.  Strange  Boldnefs ! 

Rom.  'Tis  fit  Freedom  : 
Or,  do  you  conclude,  an  Advocate  cannot  hold 
His  Credit  with  the  Judge,  unlefs  he  ftudy 
His  Face  more  than  the  Caufe  for  which  he  pleads? 

Charmi.  Forbear  I 

Rom.  Or,  cannot  you,  that  have  the  Power 
To  qualify  the  Rigour  of  the  Laws 
When  you  are  pleafed,  take  a  little  from 
The  Striftnefs  of  your  four  Decrees,  enabled 
In  Favour  of  the  greedy  Creditors 
Againft  the  o'erthrown  Debtor  .'' 

Nov.  fen.  Sirjah  !  you  that  prate 
Thus  faucily,  what  are  you  .'' 

Ro?n.  Why,  I'll  tell  you. 
Thou  Purple-colour'd  Man  !  I'm  one  to  whom 
Thou  ow'ft  the  Means  thou  haft  of  fitting  there 
A  corrupt  Elder. 
Charmi.  Forbear ! 

Rom.  The  Nofe  thou  wear'ft,  is  my  Gift,  and  thofe 
Eyes, 

That 
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That  meet  no  Objed  \o  bafe  as  their  Mailer, 
Ilad  been  Jong  lince,  torn  from  that  guilty  Head, 
And  thou  thylelf  Slave  to  Tome  needy  Swifs^ 
Had  I  not  worn  a  Sword,  and  us'd  it  better 
Than  in  thy  Frayers  thou  ever  didft  thy  Tongue. 

T^ov.  feu.  Shall  luch  an  Inlolence  pals  unpunilh'd  ? 

Charmi.  Hear  me ! 

Rem.  Yet !,  that,  in  my  Service  done  my  Country, 
Difdain  to  be  put  in  the  Scale  with  thee, 
Contefs  myfeli"  unworthy  to  be  valu'd 
With  the  leafl  Fart,  nay.  Hair  of  the  dead  Marflial, 
Of  v/hole  fo  many  glorious  Undertakings, 
Make  Choice  of  any  one,  and  that  the  meaneft, 
Perform'd  againft  the  fubtle  Fox  of  France., 
The  politick  Lezvis.,  or  the  more  defperate  Swifs^ 
And 'twill  outweigh  all  the  good  Purpofe, 
Though  put  in  Ad,  that  ever  Gownman  pradis'd, 

Nov.  Jen.  Away  with  him  to  Prilon  ! 

Rom.  If  that  Curfes, 
Urg'd  juftly,  and  breath'd  forth  fo,  ever  fell 
On  thofe  that  did  deferve  them  -,  let  not  mine 
Be  fpent  in  vain  now,  that  thou  from  this  Inflant 
May'fl,  in  thy  Fear  that  they  will  fall  upon  thee. 
Be  fenfible  of  the  Plagues  they  fliall  bring  with  them. 
And  for  denying  of  a  little  Earth, 
To  cover  what  remains  of  our  great  Soldier  : 
May  all  your  Wives  prove  Whores,  your  Fadors  Thieves, 
And,  while  you  live,  your  riotous  Heirs  undo  you. 
And  thou,  the  Patron  of  their  Cruelty, 
Of  all  thy  Lordfhips  live  not  to  be  Owner 
Of  fo  much  Dung  as  will  cor.ceal  a  Dog, 
Or,  what  is  work,  thyfelf  in.     And  thy  Years, 
To  th'  End  thou  mayft  be  wretched,  I  wifli  manyj 
And,  as  thou  haftdeny'd  the  Dead  a  Grave, 
May  Mifery  in  thy  Life  make  theedefire  one, 
W^hich  Men  and  all  the  Elements  keep  from  thee : 
I  have  begun  well,  imitate,  exceed. 

Roch.  Good  Counfel,  were  it  a  Praife^worthy  Deed. 
[Exit  Officers  with  Romont. 
Dti  Croye. 
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Bu  Croye.  Remember  what  we  are. 

Char.  Thus  low  my  Duty 
Anfwers  your  Lordfliip's  Counfel.     I  will  ufe 
Jn  the  few  Words,  with  which  I  am  to  trouble 
Your  Lordfhip's  Ears  the  Temper  that  you  willi  mej 
J^ot  that  I  fear  to  fpeak  my  Thoughts  as  loud, 
And  with  a  Liberty  beyond  Romont : 
But  that  I  know,  for  me,  that  am  made  up 
Of  all  that's  wretched,  fo  to  hafte  my  End, 
Would  feem  to  moft,  rather  a  Willingnefs 
To  quit  the  Burthen  of  a  hopelefs  Life, 
Than  Scorn  of  Death,  or  Duty  to  the  Dead. 
I,  therefore,  bring  the  Tribute  of  my  Praife 
To  your  Severity,  and  commend  the  Juftice 
That  will  not,  for  the  many  Services 
That  any  Man  hath  done  the  Common-wealth, 
Wink  at  his  leaft  of  Ills  :  What,  though  my  Father 
Writ  Man  before  he  was  fo,  and  confirm'd  it. 
By  numbring  that  Day,  no  Part  of  his  Life, 
In  which  he  did  not  Service  to  his  Country  ; 
Was  he  to  be  free,  therefore,  from  the  Laws, 
And  ceremonious  Form  in  your  Decrees  t- 
Or  elfe,  becaufe  he  did  as  much  as  Man 
In  thofe  three  memorable  Overthrows 
At  Granfon,  Morat,  Nancy.,  where  his  Mailer, 
The  warlike  Charalois  (with  whofe  Misfortunes 
I  bear  his  Name)  loft  Treafure,  Men  and  Life, 
To  be  excus'd  from  Payment  of  thofe  Sums 
Which  (his  own  Patrimony  fpent)  his  Zeal, 
To  ferve  his  Country,  forc'd  him  to  take  up  ? 

Nov.  fen.  The  Pi  ecedent  were  ill. 

Char.  And  yet,  my  Lord,  thus  much 
J  know  you'll  grant;  after  thofe  great  Defeatures, 
Which  in  their  dreadful  Ruins  buried  quick 

Enter  Officers. 

Courage  and  Hope,  in  all  Men  but  himfelf. 

He  forc'd  the  proud  Foe,  in  his  Height  of  Conquefl-, 

To 
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To  yield  unto  an  honourable  Peace, 
And  in  it  lav'd  an  hundred  thoufand  Lives, 
To  end  his  own,  that  was  iure  Proof  againft 
The  Icalding  Summer's  Heat,  and  Winter's  Froll^ 
111  Airs,  the  Cannon,  and  the  Lnemy's  Sword, 
In  a  moll  loathlbme  Prifon. 
Du  Cray.  'Twas  his  Fault 
To  be  fo  prodigal, 

Nov.  fen.  He  had  from  the  State 
Sufficient  Entertainment  for  the  Army. 

Char.  Sufficient,  my  Lord  ?  You  fit  at  Home, 
And,  though  your  Fees  are  boundlefs  at  the  Bar, 
Are  thrifty  in  the  Charges  of  the  War, 
But  your  Wills  be  obey'd.     To  thefe  I  turn. 
To  thefe  foft-hearted  Men,  that  wifely  know 
They're  only  good  M^n,  that  pay  what  they  owe. 
2  Cred.  And  fo  they  are. 
I  Cred.  'Tis  the  City-DoaHne  ; 
We  Hand  bound  to  maintain  it. 

Cbar.  Be  conftant  in  it  •, 
And,  finceyou  are  as  mercilefs  in  your  Natures, 
As  bafe  and  mercenary  in  your  Means 
By  which  you  get  your  Wealth,  I  will  not  urge 
The  Court  to  take  away  one  Scruple  from 
The  Right  of  their  Laws,  or  one  good  Thought 
In  you  to  mend  your  Difpofition  with. 
I  know  there  is  no  Mufick  to  your  Ears 
So  pleafmg  as  the  Groans  of  Men  in  Prifon, 
And  that  the  Tears  of  Widows,  and  the  Cries 
Of  famiffi'd  Orphans,  are  the  Feafts  that  take  you. 
That  to  be  in  your  Danger,  with  more  Care 
Should  be  avoided,  than  infedlious  Air, 
The  loath'd  Embraces  of  difeafed  Women, 
A  Flatterer's  Poifon,  or  the  Lofs  of  Honour. 
Yet,  rather  than  my  Father's  reverend  Dull 
Shall  want  a  Place  in  that  fair  Monument, 
In  which  our  noble  Anceflors  lie  intomb'd, 
Before  the  Court  I  offer  up  myfelf 
A  Prifoner  for  it :  Load  me  with  thofe  Irons 

That 
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That  have  worn  out  his  Life-,  in  my  beft  Strength 
I'll  run  to  the  Encounter  of  cold  Hunger, 
And  choofe  my  Dwelling  where  no  Sun  dares  enter. 
So  he  may  be  releas'd. 

1  Cred.  What  mean  you,  Sir  ? 

2  Jd'-jo.  Only  your  Fee  again  :  There's  fo  much  faid 
Already  in  this  Caufe,  and  faid  fo  w^ll. 

That,  ihould  I  only  offer  to  fpeak  in  it, 
1  fliould  not  be  heard,  or  laugh'd  at  for  it. 

1  Cred.  'Tis  the  firft  Money  Advocate  e'er  gave  back, 
'Though  he  faid  nothing. 

Roch.  Be  advis'd,  young  Lord, 
And  well  confiderate  ;  you  throw  away 
Your  Liberty,  and  Joys  of  Life  together: 
Your  Bounty  is  employ'd  upon  a  Subjedl 
That  is  not  fenfible  of  it,  with  which  wife  Man 
Never  abus'd  his  Goodnefs ;  the  great  Virtues 
Of  your  dead  Father  vindicate  themfelves 
From  thefe  Mens  Malice,  and  break  ope  the  Prifbn, 
Though  it  contain  his  Body. 

Nov.  fen.  Let  him  alone  : 
If  he  love  Cords,  a  God's  Name,  let  him  wear  'em. 
Provided  thefe  confent. 

Char.  I  hope  they  are  not 
So  ignorant  in  any  Way  of  Profit, 
As  to  negled  a  Pofilbility 
To  get  their  own,  by  feeking  it  from  that 
Which  can  return  them  nothing,  but  ill  Fame, 
And  Curfes  for  their  barbarous  Cruelties. 

3  Cred.  What  think  you  of  the  Offer  ^ 

2  Cred.  Very  well. 

I  Cred.  Accept  it  by  all  Means :  Let's  fhut  him  up. 
He  is  well-fhap'd,  and  has  a  villainous  Tongue, 
And  fhould  he  ftudy  that  Way  of  Revenge, 
As  I  dare  almoft  fwear  he  loves  a  Wrench, 
We  have  no  Wives,  nor  ever  fhall  get  Daughters 
That  will  hold  out  againft  him. 

Du  Croy.  What's  your  Anfwer .? 

Z  Cred,  Speak  you  for  all. 

I  Cred, 
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I  CreJ.  Why,  let  our  Executions 
That  lie  upon  the  Father,  be  return'd 
Upon  the  Son,  and  we  releafe  the  Body. 
Nov.  fen.  The  Court  muit  grant  you  that. 
Cbar.  I  thank  your  Lordfliips, 
They  have  in  it  confirm'd  on  me  fuch  Glory, 
As  no  Time  can  take  from  me  :  I  am  ready. 
Come  lead  me  where  you  pleale  :  Captivity, 
That  comes  with  Honour,  is  true  Liberty. 

yExit  Charalois,  Creditors  and  OJjicers. 

Nov.  fen.  Strange  Rafhnefs. 

Roch.  A  brave  Refolution  rather. 
Worthy  a  better  Fortune  ;  but,  hov/evefj 
It  is  not  now  to  be  difputed,  therefore 
To  my  own  Caufe.     Already  I  have  found 
Your  Lorddiips  bountiful  in  your  Favours  to  me; 
And  that  (hould  teach  my  Modeily  to  end  here^ 
And  prefs  your  Loves  no  farther. 

JDu  Croy.  There  is  nothing 
The  Court  can  grant,  but  with  Afllirance  you 
May  afk  it,  and  obtain  it. 

Roch,  You  encourage  a  bold  Petitioner,  and  'tis  net 
Your  Favours  fhould  be  loft.    Befides,  'thas  been        [fit 
A  Cuftom  many  Years,  at  the  furrend'ring 
The  Place  I  now  give  up,  to  grant  the  Prefident 
One  Boon,  that  parted  with  it.     And,  to  confirm 
Your  Grace  towards  me,  againft  all  fuch  as  may 
Detracl  my  Adions,  and  Life  hereafter, 
I  now  prefer  it  to  you. 

Du  Croy.  Speak  it  freely. 

Roch.  1  then  defire  the  Liberty  of  Romon'^ 
And  that  my  Lord  Noval,  whofc  private  Wrong 
Was  equal  to  the  Injury  that  was  done 
To  the  Dignity  of  the  Court,  vvill  pardon  it. 
And  now  fign  his  Enlargement. 

Nov.  fen.  Pray  you  demand 
The  Moiety  of  my  Eftate,  or  any  Thing 
Within  my  l^ower,  but  this. 

Roch.  Am  I  deny'd  then — my  firft  and  laft  Requeft  i* 

Du  Croy. , 
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Bu  Crcy.  It  maft  not  be. 

2  Pre.  I  have  a  Voice  to  give  in  it. 

3  Pre.  And  I. 

And,  if  Perfuafion  will  not  work  him  to  it, 
We  will  make  known  our  Power. 

JNov.  fen.  You  are  too  violent  •, 
You  (hall  have  my  Confent. — But  would  you  had 
Made  Trial  of  my  Love  in  any  thing 
But  this,  you  Ihould  have  found  then — But  it  fkills  not. 
You  have  what  you  defire. 

Roch.  I  thank  your  Lordlhips. 

Du  Cray.  I'he  Court  is  up  —  Make  Way. 

[Exeunt  ail  but  Rochfort  and  Beaumont, 

Roch.  I  follow  you  —  Beaumont  I 

Beaum.  My  Lord. 

Roch.  You  are  a  Scholar,  Beaumont ! 
And  can  fearch  deeper  into  th'  Intents  of  Men, 
Than  thofe  that  are  lefs  knowing. — How  appeared 
The  Piety  and  brave  Behaviour  of 
Young  Charalcis  to  you  ? 

Beaum.  It  is  my  Wonder, 
Since  I  want  Language  to  exprefs  it  fully ; 
And  fure  the  Colonel 

Roch.  Fie  !  he  was  faulty.  —  What  prefent  Money 
have  I  ? 

Beaum.  There  is  no  Want 
Of  any  Sum  a  private  Man  has  Ufe  for. 

Roch,  'Tis  well  : 
I  am  ftrangely  taken  with  this  Charalois  ; 
Methinks,  from  his  Example,  the  whole  Age 
Should  learn  to  be  good,  and  continue  fo. 
Virtue  works  ftrangely  with  us ;  and  his  Goodnefs 
Rifing  above  his  Fortune,  feem.s  to  me, 
Prince-like,  to  will,  not  afk  a  Courtefy.  [Exeunt. 
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A  C  T    II.       S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Pontalier,  Malotin,  Beaumont. 


Malot.  '^T^  I  S  ftrange. 

J[        Beaum.  Methinks  fo» 

Pont.  In  a  Man,  but  young. 
Yet  old  in  Judgment,  theorick  and  praftick. 
In  all  Humanity,  and  (to  increafe  the  Wonder) 
Religious,  yet  a  Soldier,  that  he  fhould 
Yield  his  free-living  Youth  a  Captive,  for 
The  Freedom  of  his  aged  Father's  Corps, 
And  rather  choofe  to  want  Life's  NecefTaries, 
Liberty,  Hope  of  Fortune,  than  it  fhould 
In  Death  be  kept  from  Chriftian  Ceremony. 

Malot.  Come,  'tis  a  golden  Precedent  in  a  Son 
To  let  (trong  Nature  have  the  better  Hand, 
(In  fuch  a  Cafe)  of  all  affected  Reafon. 
What  Years  fit  on  this  Charalois  ? 

Benum.  Twenty-eight ; 
For  fince  the  Clock  did  ftrike  him  feventeen  old, 
Under  his  Father's  Wing,  this  Son  hath  fought, 
Serv'd  and  commanded,  and  fo  aptly  both, 
That  fometimes  he  appear'd  his  Father's  Father, 
And  never  lefs  than's  Son  ;  the  old  Man's  Virtues    • 
So  recent  in  him,  as  the  World  may  fwear. 
Nought  but  a  fair  Tree  could  fuch  fair  P'ruit  bear. 

Pont.  But  wherefore  lets  he  fuch  a  barb'rous  Eav/j 
And  Men  more  barbarous  to  execute  it, 
Prevail  on  his  foft  Difpofition, 
That  he  had  rather  die  alive  for  Debt 
Of  the  old  Man  in  Prifon,  than  they  fhould 
Rob  him  of  Sepulture,  confidering 
Thefe  Monies  borrow'd  bought  the  Lenders  Peace, 
And  all  their  Means  they  enjoy,  nor  was  diffus'd 
In  any  impious  or  licentious  Path  ? 

Beamu 
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ieaum.  True  !  for  my  Part,  were  it  my  Father'sTrunk, 
The  tyrannous    Ram-heads,   with   their  Horns  fhould 

gore  it. 
Or  caft  it  to  their  Curs,  than  they  lefs  currifli. 
E'er  prey  on  me  fo,  with  their  Lion-Law, 
Being  in  my  Free  Will  (as  in  his)  to  fnun  it, 

Pont.  AJas  !  he  knows  himfelf  in  Poverty  loft  : 
For  in  this  partial  avaricious  Age 
What  Price  bears  Honour  ^  ?  Virtue  ?  Long  ago 
It  was  but  prais'd,  and  freez'd,  but  now-a-days 
*Lis  colder  far,  and  has,  nor  Love,  nor  Praife  ; 
Very  Praife  now  freezeth  too  :    For  Nature 
Did  make  the  Heathen  far  more  Chriftian  then, 
Than  Knowledge  us  (lefs  heathenifti)  Chriftian, 

Mala.  This  Mornmg  is  the  Funeral. 

Pont.  Certainly  ! 
And  from  this  Prifon  'twas  the  Son's  Requeft 
That  his  dear  Father  might  Interment  have. 

{Recorders  Mufich 
See  the  young  Son  interr'd  a  lively  Grave. 

Beaum.  They  come  —  Obferve  their  Order. 

^rder  Funeral,  ^he  Body  heme  by  four.  Captains  and 
Soldiers^  Mourners .>  'Scutcheons,  Szc.  in  very  good  Or- 
der. Charalois  and  Rom.ont  meet  it.  '  Charalois  /peaks, 
Romont  weepings    Solemn  Mufick.     Three  Creditors. 

Char.  How  like  a  filent  Stream  fhaded  with  Night, 
And  gliding  foftly  with  our  windy  Sighs, 
Moves  the  whole  Frame  of  this  Solemnity  1 
Tears,  Sighs  and  Blacks  filling  the  Simile  ! 
Whilft  I,  the  only  Murmur  in  this  Grove 
Of  Death,  thus  hollowly  break  forth  1 — Vouchfafe 


2 In  thh  partial  avGricious  jige 

What  Price  bears  Honour,  &c. 

'This  beautiful  and  juft  Refledioa  holds  no  lefs  true  in  thefe  Day?, 
than  it  did  in  thdfe  of  Old. 

Vol.  IL  Q  Tq 
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To  (lay  awhile. — Kert,  reft  in  Peace,  dear  Eartli  ! 

ThoLi,  that  brought'll  Reft  to  their  unthankful  Lives, 

Whole  Cruelty  dcny'd  thee  Reft  in  Death  ! 

Here  ftands  thy  poor  Executor,  thy  Son, 

That  makes  his  Lite  Pri loner,  to  bail  thy  Death  : 

Who  gladlier  puts  on  this  Captivity, 

Than  X'irgins,  long  in  Love,   their  Wedding  Weeds  : 

Of  all  that  ever  thou  haft  done  Good  to, 

'Ihefe  only  have  good  Memories;  for  they 

Remember  beft,  forget  not  Gratitude. 

I  thank  you  for  this  laft  and  friendly  Love. 

And,  though  this  Country,  like  a  vip'rous  Mother, 

Not  only  hath  cat  up  ungratefully 

All  Means  of  thee  her  Son,  but  Jaft  thyfelf. 

Leaving  thy  Heir  fo  bare  and  indigent. 

He  cannot  raife  thee  a  poor  Monument, 

Such  as  a  Flatterer,  or  an  Ufurer  hath. 

Thy  Worth,  in  every  honeft  Breaft,  builds  one. 

Making  their  friendly  Hearts  thy  Funeral  Stone. 

Pont.  Sir! 

Char.  Peace !  O  Peace  !  This  Scene  is  wholly  mine. 
What !    Weep   ye,  Soldiers  ?  —  Blanch  not.  —  Romont 

weeps. 
Ha  !   let  me  fee !   my  Miracle  Is  eas'd  : 
The  Jailors  and  the  Creditors  do  weep  : 
E'en  they  that  make  us  weep,   do  weep  themfelves^ 
Be  thefe  thy  Body's  Balm  :  Thcfe  and  thy  Virtue 
Keep  thy  Fame  ever  odoriferous, 
Whilft  the  great,  proud,  rich,  undeferving  Man, 
Alive  ftinks  in  his  Vices,  and  being  vanilh'd. 
The  golden  Calf  that  v/as  an  Idol,  deck'd 
W^ith  Marble  Pillars,  Jet,  and  Porphyry, 
Shall  quickly  both  in  Bone  and  Name  confume. 
Though  wrapt  in  Lead,  Spice,  Searcloth,  and  Perfume. 

I  Cred.  Sir ! 

Char.  Vv^hat !  —  Away,  for  Shame  !    you  prophane 
Rogues 
Muft  not  be  mingled  with  thefe  holy  Reliques  : 
This  is  a  Sacrifice  —  Our  Show'r  fiiali  crown 

-     His. 
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His  Sepulchre  with  Olive,  Myrrh,  and  Bays, 
The  Plants  of  Peace,  of  Sorrow,  Vidory  ; 
Your  Tears  would  fpring  but  Weeds. 

1  Cred.  Would  they  fo  ? 

W^e'll  keep  them  to  Hop  Bottles  then. 

Rom.  Noj  keep  'em  for  your  own  Sins,  you  Rogues, 
'Till  you  repent ;  you'll  die  elfe,  and  be  damn'd. 

2  Cre^i.  Damn'd,  ha  !  ha !  ha  ! 
Rom.  Laugh  ye  ? 

3  Cred.  Yes  faith.  Sir  j  we'id  be  very  glad 
To  pieafe  you  either  Way. 

1  Cred.  Ye're  ne'er  content, 
Crying  nor  laughing. 

Rom.  Both  with  a  Birch  {he  rogues. 

2  Cred.  Our  Wives,  Sir,  taught  us. 

Rom.  Look,  look,  you  Slaves  I    your  thanklefs  Cru« 
And  favage  Manners  of  unkind  Dijo'n,  [eltyj 

Exhauft  thefe  Floods,  and  not  his  Father's  Death. 

I  Cred.  'Slid,  Sir  !  what  would  you,  you're  fo  cho* 
lerick  } 

I  Cred.  Moll  Soldiers  are  fo  i'  faith. — Let  him  alone* 
They've  little  elfe  to  live  on  ;  we've  not  had 
A  Penny  of  him,  have  we  ? 

3  Cred.  'Slight,  would  you  have  our  Hearts  } 

I  Cred.  We've  nothing  but  his  Body  here  in  Durance 
For  all  our  Money. 

Prieji.  On. 

Char.  One  Moment  more. 
But  to  bellow  a  few  poor  Legacies, 
All  1  have  left  in  my  dead  Father's  Rights, 
And  I  have  done.     Captain,  wear  thou  thefe  Spurs, 
That  yet  ne'er  made  his  Horfe  run  from  a  Foe. 
Lieutenant,  thou  this  Scarf;  and  may  it  tie 
Thy  Valour  and  thy  Honefly  together : 
For  fo  it  did  in  him.     Enfign,  this  Cuirafs, 
Your  General's  Necklace,  once.     You  gentle  Bearers, 
Divide  this  Purfe  of  Gold  :  This  other,  flrew 
Among  the  Poor. — 'Tis  all  I  have.     Romonty 
Wear  thou  this  Medal  of  hirofelf,  that,  like 

O  3  A 
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A  hearty  Oak,  grew'ft  clofe  to  this  tall  Pine, 

E'en  in  the  wildeft  Wildcrnefs  of  War, 

Whereon  Foes  broke  their  Swords,  and  tir'd  themfelvess 

Wounded  and  hack'd  ye  were,  but  never  fell'd. 

For  me,  my  Fo-rtion  provide  in  Heaven  : 

My  Root  is  earth'd,  and  I,  a  defolate  Branch, 

l,eft  fcatter'd  in  the  Highway  of  the.  World  ; 

Trod  under  Foot,  that  might  have  been  a  Cokimn 

Mainly  fupporting  our  demolidi'd  Floufe, 

This  would  I  wear  as  my  Inheritance.  ^ 

And  what  Hope  can  arife  to  me  from  it. 

When  I  and  it  are  both  here  Prifoners  ? 

Only  may  this,  if  ever  we  be  free. 

Keep,  or  redeem  me  from  all  Infamy. 

SONG. 

Fie  !  ceafe  to  wonder  ! 
though  you  hear  Orpheus,  ''JDith  his  Ivory  Lute^ 

Move  Trees  and  Rocks, 
Charm  Bulls,   Bears,  and  Men  more  favage,    to  he  mutei, 

Weak  foolijh  Singer,  here  is  one 

Would  have  transforyn^d  thyfelf,  to  Stone. 

T  Cred.  No  farther  \  look  to  'em  at  your  own  Peril. 

2  Cred.  No,  as  they  pleafe : — Their  Mailer's  a  good 
I  would  they  were  at  the  Bermudas.  [Mari. 

Jailor.  You  muft  no  farther, 

The  PrifoH  limits  you,  and  the  Creditors 
Exad  the  Striftnefs-. 

Rom.  Out,  you  wolfifli  Mongrels  f 
Whofe  Brains  fhould  be  knock'd  out,  like  Dogs  in  July, 
Left  your  Infedlion  poifon  a  whole  Town. 

Char.  They  grudge  our  Sorrow.  —  Your  ill  Wills, 
perforce. 
Turn  now  to  Charity  :  They  would  not  have  us 
Walk  too  far  mourning,   Ufurer's  Relief 
Grieves,  if  the  Debtors  have  to  much  of  Grief. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE    IL 

Enter  Beaumelle,  Florimel,  Bellapert. 

Beaumel.  I  pr'ythee  tell  me,  Florimel,  why  do  Women 
rnarry  ? 

Flor,  Why  truly,  Madam,  I  think,  to  lie  with  their 
Jiufbands. 

Bellap.  You  are  a  Fool.     She  lies.  Madam  ;  Women 
marry  Hufbands, 
To  lie  with  other  Men. 

Flor.  'Faith,  e'en  fuch  a  Woman  wilt  thou  make.  By 
this  Light,  Mad^m,  this  Wagtail  will  fpoil  you,  if  you 
take  Delight  in  her  Licence. 

Beaumel.  'Tis  true,  FlormeU  and  thou  wilt  make  me 
too  good  for  a  young  Lady.  W^hat  an  Ele6luary  found 
my  Father  out  for  his  Daughter,  when  he  compounded 
you  two  my  Women  ?  for  thou,  Florimel,  art  e'en  a 
Grain  too  heavy — -fimply  for  a  Waiting-Gentlewoman. 

Flor.  And  thou,  Bellapert,  a  Grain  too  light. 

Bellap.  Well,  go  thy  Ways,  goodly  Wifdom,  whom 
no-body  regards.  I  wonder,  whether  be  elder,  thou  or 
thy  Hood  :  You  think,  becaufe  you  ferve  my  Lady's 
Mother,  are  thirty-two  Years  old,  which  is  a  Feep-our, 
you  know^ 

Flor.  Well  faid.  Whirligig. 

Bellap.  You  are  deceiv'd  :  I  want  a  Peg  i'  th'  Middle, 
Out  of  thefe  Prerogatives !  you  think  to  be  Mother  of 
the  Maids  here,  and  mortify  'em  with  Proverbs :  Go, 
go,  govern  the  Sweet-meats,  and  weigh  the  Sugar,  that 
the  Wenches  fleal  none  :  Say  your  Prayers  twice  a  Day, 
and,  as  1  take  it,  you  have  performed  your  Fundion. 

Flor.  I  may  be  even  with  you. 

Bellap.  Hark !  the  Court's  ^broke  up.  Go,  help  my 
old  Lord  out  of  his  Caroch,  and  fcratch  his  Head  till 
Dinner-time. 

Flor.  Well.  {Exit, 

Bellap,  Fie,  Madam !  how  you  walk !  By  my  Maiden- 
O  3  hcadj 


214         THE    FATAL    DOWRY; 

head,  you  look  feven  Years  older  than  you  did  this 
Morning  :  Why,  there  can  be  nothing  under  the  Sun 
valuable,  to  make  you  thus  a  Minute. 

Beaumel.   Ah,  my  fweet  Bellnpert !  thou  Cabinet 
To  all  my  Counfeis,  thou  doll  know  the  Caule 
That  makes  thy  Lady  wither  thus  in  Youth. 

Be.^Iap.   Uds-lighr,  enjoy  your  Wifhes  :  Whilft  I  live. 
One  Way  or  other  you  iliall  crown  your  Will. 
Would  you  have  him  your  Hufband  that  you  love. 
And  can't  not  be  ?  He  is  your  Servant,  though, 
And  may  perform  the  Office  of  a  Hulband. 

Beaumel.  But  there  is  Honour,  Wench. 

Belkp,  Such  a  Difeafe 
There  is  indeed,  for  which  ere  I  would  die 

Beaumel  Pr'ytiiee,  diflinguirti  me  a  Maid  and  W^ife, 

Bellap.   'Faith,   Madam,  one   may   bear  any   Man's 
Children, 
T'other  muft  bear  no  Man's. 

Beaumel  What  is  a  Hufband  .? 

Bellap.  Phyfick,  that,  tumbling  in  your  Belly,  will 
make  you  Tick  i'  ih'  Stomach.  The  only  Diftinftion  be- 
twixt a  Hufband  and  a  Servant  is,  the  firfl  will  lie  with 
you,  when  he  pleafes ;  the  lad  fhall  lie  with  you,  when 
you  pleafe.  Pray  tell  me.  Lady,  do  you  love,  to  marry 
after  ;  or  would  you  marry,   to  love  after  } 

Beaumel  I  would  meet  Love  and  Marriage  both  at; 
once. 

Bellap.  Why  then  you  are  out  of  the  Fafliion,  and 
will  be  contemn'd  :  For,  Pll  aflure  you,  there  are  few 
Women  in  the  World,  but  either  they  have  married 
firft,  and  love  after  ;  or  love  firft,  and  married  after. 
You  mufl  do  as  you  may,  not  as  you  would  ;  Your 
Father's  Will  is  the  Goal  you  muft  fly  to.  If  a  Huf. 
band  approach  you,  you  v,ould  h^ve  farther  off,  is  he 
your  Love  ?  the  lefs  near  you.  A  Hufband  in  thefe 
Days  is  t)ut. a  Cloak  to  be  oftener  laid  upon  your  Bed, 
than  in  your  Bed. 

Beaumel   Hum  ! 

Jiellap,  Sometimes  you  may  wear  him  on  your  Shoul- 
der; 
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def ;  and  now  and  then  under  your  Arm  -,    but  feldom 
or  never  let  him  cover  you  j  for  'tis  not  the  Fafliion. 

Enter  Novall,  jun.    Pontalier,    Malotin,    LiJadam, 
Aymer. 

Nov.  jun.  Beft  Day  to  Nature's  Curiofity, 
Star  of  Dijon^  the  Luftre  of  all  France ! 
Perpetual  Spring  dv.ell  on  thy  rofy  Cheeks, 
Whofe  Breath  is  Perfume  to  our  Continent, 
See  Fhra  turn'd  in  her  Varieties.  ^ 
.   Bellap.  Oh  divine  Lord  ! 

Nov.  jun.  No  Autumn,  nor  no  Age  ever  approach 
This  heavenly  Piece,  v/hich  Nature  having  wrought. 
She  loft  her  Needle,  and  did  then  defpair 
Ever  to  work  fo  lively  and  fo  fair. 

Lilad.  Uds-light,  my  Lord,  one  of  the  Purls  of  your 
Band 
Is,  without  all  Difcipline,  fall'n  out  of  his  Rank. 

Nov.jtm.  How  }  I  would  not  for  a  thoufand  Crowns 
ftie  had  feen't.     Dear  Liladami  reform  it. 

Bellap.  Oh  Lord  !  Per  fe.  Lord  !  QiiintefTence  of 
Honour  !  fhe  walks  not  under  a  Weed  that  could  deny 
thee  any  Thing. 

Beaumel.  Pr'ythee  Peace,  Wench  !  thou  doft  but 
blow  the  Fire,  that  flames  too  much  already. 

[Lilad am   and  Aymer  trim  Novall,  whilft 
Bellapert  her  Lady. 

Aymer.  By  Gad,  my  Lord,  you  have  the  divinefl 
Taylor  in  Chrijtendom  \  he  hath  made  you  look  like  an 
Angel  in  your  Cloth  of  Tifllie  Doublet. 

Pont.  This  is  a  three  legg'd  Lord  :  There's  a  frefh 
AiTault.     Oh  !  that  Men  Ihould  fpend  Time  thus !  — 

J  See  Flora  turn'd  in  her  Varieties. 

Thus  it  Hands  in  the  old  Copies  -,  but  certainly  falfe :  We  ought 
to  read 

Ste  Flora  trim'd  in  her  Varieties, 

O  4  Sqc, 
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See,  lie  how  her  Blood  drives  to  her  Heart,   and  ftrait 
vaults  to  her  Checks  again. 

Ma.ot.   What  are  thele  ? 

Font.  One  of  'em  there,  the  lower,  is  a  good,  fool- 
iili,  knavifh,  lociable  Gallimaufry  of  a  Man,  and  has 
inuch  taught  my  Lord  wjth  Singing  ;  he  is  Mailer  of  a 
Muiick  Houfe.  Ihe  other  is  his  DrelTing-Block,  upon 
whom  my  Lord  lays  all  his  Cloaths,  and  Fafhions,  ere 
he  vouchfafes  'em  his  own  Perfon  -,  you  fhall  fee  hirr^ 
j'th'  Morning  in  the  Galley-foift,  at  Noon  in  the  Bul- 
lion, i'  th'  Evening  in  Quirpo,  and  all  Night  in  — . 

Ma  tat.  A  Baudy -houfe. 

Pont.  If  my  Lord  deny,  they  deny  •,  if  he  affirm, 
they  affirm  •'  They  fkip  into  my  Lord's  call  Skins 
fome  twice  a  Year ;  and  thus  they  live  to  eat,  eat  tq 
live,  and  live  to  praife  my  Lord. 

M^-''ot.  Good  bir,  tell  me  one  Thing. 

pent.  What's  that  ? 

Malot.  Dare  thefe  Men  ever  fight,  on  any  Caufe  ^ 

Pont.  Oh,  no,  'twould  fpoil  their  Cloaths,  and  put 
their  Bands  out  of  Order, 

N^v  ji'.n.  Mud  you  hear  the  News :  Your  Father  ha^ 
refign'd  his  Frefidentfhip  to  my  Lord  my  Father. 

Malot.  And  Lord  Charalois  undone  for  ever. 

Pont.  Troth,  'tis  Piry,  Sir  ! 
A  braver  Flope  of  fo  afTur'd  a  Father 
Did  never  comfort  France., 

Lihnd.  A  good  dumb  Mourner. 

j^ymer.  A  lilent  Black. 

Nov.  jun.  Oh,  fie  upon  him,  how  he  wears  his  Cloaths  | 
As  if  he  had  come  this  Chrifimas  from  St.  Omers^ 
To  fee  his  Friends,  and  return'd  after  Tweif-tide. 

Lilad.  His  Colonel  looks  finely  like  a  Drover. — 

N'ov.  jun.  That  had  a  Winter  lain  perdieu  i'  th'  Rain. 

Aymer.  What,  he  that  wears  a  Clout  about  his  Neck  ? 
|Hlis  Cuffs  in's  Pocket,  and  his  Heart  in's  Mouth  ? 

Nov.  jun.   Now,  out  upon  him  ! 

Beaumel.  Servant,  tie  my  Hand. 

How 
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How  your  Lips  bludi,  in  Scorn  that  they  fnoiild  pay 
Tribute  to  Hands,  when  Lips  are  in  the  Way  ! 

Nov.jun.  1  thus  recant  j  yet  now  your  Hand  looks 
white, 
Becaufe  your  Lips  rob'd  it  of  fuch  a  Right. 
Monfieur  Aymer^  I  pry  thee  fing  the  Song 
Pevotcd  to  my  Miilrels.  \^Mufich 

SONG. 

A  Dialogue  between  a  Man  and  a  Woman^ 

Man.  Set  Phoebus  \  fet\  a  fairer  Sun  doth  rife 

From  the  bright  Radiance  of  my  Mifirefs^  Eyes 
Than  ever  thou  begat' fi :  I  dare  not  look ; 
Each  Hair  a  golden  Line,  each  Wcrd  a  Hook 
The  more  I flrive,  the  more  fiill  I  am  took. 

Worn.  Fair  Servant !  come  ;  the  Day  thefe  Eyes  do  lend. 
To  warm  thy  Blood,,  thou  doft  fo  vainly  fpend^ 
Come  fir  angled  Breath. 

I^Tan.  What  Note  fo  fweet  as  this 

That  calls  the  Spirits  to  a  further  Blifs  ? 

Wom.i?/  this  out-favours  I'^ine,  and  this  Perfume. 

JVIan.  hefs  die,,  1  langiiifh,,  I  confume. 

After  the  Song,,  enter  Rochfort  ^«^  Beaumont. 

^ejum.  Rornont  will  come,  Sir,  llraight. 

Roch.-'*'Y\%  well. 

Beaumel.  My  Father. 

Nov.  jun.  My  honourable  Lord. 

Roch.  My  Lord  Novall !  this  is  a  Virtue  in  you. 
So  early  up  and  ready  before  Noon  ; 
That  are  the  Map  of  Dreffing  through  all  France. 

Nov.jun.  1  rife  to  fay  my  Prayers,  Sir,  here's  my  Saint. 

Roch.  'Tis   well  and  courtly  i— you  muft  give  me 
Leave, 
I  have  fome  private  Conference  with  my  Daughter, 
Pray  ufe  my  Garden,  you  fhall  dine  with  me.' 

Lilad,  We'll  wait  on  you.  I^ov, 
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Ncv.jun.  Good  morn  unto  your  Lordfhip, 
Remember  what  you  have  vow'd —         [To  Beaumelle. 
[tixeunt  all  but  Kochfort  and  Beaun]elle. 

Beau.  Perform  I  muft. 

Roch.  Why  how  now,  Beaumelle^  thou  look'fl:  not  well. 
Th'art  fad  of  latej — come  cheer  thee  ;  I  have  found 
A  wholefome  Remedy  for  thefe  maiden  Fits, 
A  goodly  Oak  whereon  to  twift  my  Vine, 
Till  her  fair  Branches  grow  up  to  the  Scars. 
Be  near  at  Fland,  Succefs  crown  my  Intent, 
My  Bufmefs  nils  my  little  Time  lb  full, 
1  cannot  {land  to  talk  :  I  know,  thy  Duty- 
Is  H'^indmaid  to  my  Will,  efpecially 
When  it  prefents  nothing  but  good  and  fit. 

Beaum.  Sir,  I  am  yours. — Oh  !  if  my  Tears  prove 
true, 
F&te  hath  wrong'd  Love,  and  will  deflroy  me  too. 

[Exit  Beaumelle, 

Enter  Romont,  Keeper, 

Rom.  Sent  you  for  me.  Sir  ? 

Roch.  Yes. 

Rom.  Your  Lordfhip's  Pleafure  ? 

Roch.  Keeper,  this  Prifoner  I  will  fee  forth  coming. 
Upon  my  Word — Sit  down,  good  Colonel. 

[Exit  Keeper, 
Why  I  did  wifb  you  hither,  noble  Sir, 
Is,  to  advife  you  from  this  Iron  Carriage, 
Which,  fo  afteded,  Romont,  you  will  wear. 
To  pity,  and  to  Counfel  you  fubmit 
With  Expedition  to  the  great  Novall  : 
Recant  your  flern  Contempt,  and  flight  Negle(5l 
Of  the  whole  Court,  and  him,  and  Opportunity; 
Or  you  v/ill  undergo  a  heavy  Cenfure 
In  public  very  ftiortly. 

Rom.  Reverend  Sir, 
I  have  obferv'd  you,  and  do  know  you  well ; 
And  am  now  more  afraid  you  know  not  me, 
By  wifliing  my  SubmifTion  to  Novally 

Then 
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Then  I  can  be  of   all  the  bellowing  Mouths 

That  wait  upon  him  to  pronounce  the  Cenfure, 

Could  it  determine  me  to  Torments,  and  Shame. 

Submit,  and  crave  Forgivenels  of  a  Bead  ? 

'Tis  true,  this  Boil  of  State  wears  purple  TiiTue, 

Is  high  fed,  proud  :-r-So  is  his  Lordfliip's  Horfc, 

And  bears  as  rich  Caparifons.     I  know. 

This  Elephant  carries  on  his  Back  not  only 

Tow'rs,  Caftles,  but  the  ponderous  Republick, 

And  never  (loops  for'r,  with  his  ftrong  Breath  Trunk 

Snuffs  other  Titles,  Lordfliips,  Offices, 

Wealth,  Bribes,  and  Lives,  under  his  ravenous  Jaws: 

What's  this  unto  my  Freedom  ?  I  dare  die  ; 

And  therefore  afk  this  Camel,  if  thefe  Bleffings 

(For  fo  they  would  be  underftood  by  a  Man) 

But  mollify  one  Rudenefs  in  his  Nature, 

Sweeten  the  eager  Relifli  of  the  Law, 

At  whofe  great  Helm  he  fits.     Helps  he  the  poor 

In  3  jufl  Bufinefs  ?  Nay,  does  he  not  crofs 

Every  deferved  Soldier  and  Scholar, 

As  if,  when  Nature  made  him,  fhe  had  made 

The  general  Antipathy  of  all  Virtue  ? 

How  favagely,  and  blafphemoufly  he  fpake 

Touching  the  General,  the  grave  General  dead! 

I  muft  weep,  when  I  think  on't, 

Roch.  Sir. 

fi/)m.  My  Lord,  I  am  not  ftubborn  :  I  can  melt,  you 
fee. 
And  prize  a  Virtue  better  then  my  Life  : 
For  though  I  be  not  learn'd,  I  ever  lov'd 
That  holy  Mother  of  all  Iflues,  good, 
W' hofe  white  Hand  for  a  Scepter  holds  a  File, 
To  polifn  rougheft  Cuftoms,  and  in  you 
She  has  her  Right :  See  !  I  am  calm  as  Sleep, 
But,  when  I  think  of  the  grofs  Injuries, 
The  godlefs  Wrong  done  to  m.y  General  dead, 
I  rave  indeed,  and  could  tztt\i\^  Nov  all 
A  Soul-lefs  Dromedary. 

J^och.  Oh  !  be  temperate, 

Sir, 
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Sir,  though  I  would  perfuade,  J'J]  not  conftrain  ; 
Each  Man's  Opinion  freely  is  his  own, 
Concerning  any  Thing,  or  any  Body, 
Be  it  right  or  wrong,  'tis  at  the  Judges  Peril. 

Enter  Beaumont. 

Beaum.  Thefe  Men,  Sir !  wait  without ;  my  Lord  i§ 
come  too. 

Roch.  Pay  'em  thofe  Sums  upon  the  Table ;  take 
Their  full  Releafes  : — Stay — 1  want  a  Witnefs  : 
I-et  me  intreat  you,  Colonel,  to  walk  in, 
And  ftand  but  by,  to  fee  this  Money  paid. 
It  does  concern  you  and  your  Friends  -,  it  was 
The  better  Caufe  you  were  fent  for,  though  faid  other* 

wife. 
The  Deed  fhall  make  this  m}   Requefl  more  plain. 

RofK.  I  fhall  obey  your  Pleafure,  Sir,  though  ignorant 
To  what  it  tends  ?  {Exit  Romont,  Servant, 

Enter  Charalois. 

Roch.  Worthiefl  Sir, 
You  are  mofl  vv^clcome  :  Fie,  no  more  of  this : 
You  have  out- wept  a  Woman,  noble  Charalois  f 
No  Man  but  has,  or  mull  bury  a  Father. 

Char.  Grave  Sir  1  I  buried  Sorrow,  for  his  Death, 
In  the  Grave  v/ith  him.     I  did  never  think 
He  was  immortal — though  1  vow  I  grieve, 
And  fee  no  Reafon  v.hy  the  vicious. 
Virtuous,  valiant,  and  unworthy  Men, 
Should  die  alike. 

Roch.  They  do  not. 

Char.  In  the  Manner, 
Of  dying  Sir,  they  do  not,  but  all  die. 
And  therein  differ  not : — But  I  have  done. 
I  fpy'd  the  lively  Pifture  of  my  Father, 
Pafiing  your  Gallery,  and  that  caft  this  Water 
Into  mine  Eyes :  See, — foolilh  that  I  am, 
To  let  it  do  fo.  Roch^ 
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Roch.  Sweet  and  gentle  Nature  ! 
How  filken  is  this  well  comparatively 
To  other  Men !  I  have  a  Suit  to  you  Sir. 
Char.  Take  it ;  'tis  granted. 
Roch.  What? 
Char.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 
Roch.  Nothing  is  quickly  granted. 
Char.  Faith,  my  Lord  ! 
That  nothing  granted,  is  even  all  I  have. 
For,  all  know,  I  have  nothing  left  to  grant. 

Roch.  Sir,  have  you  any  Suit  to  me  ?  I'll  grant 
You  fome  Thing,  any  Thing. 

Char.  Nay,  furely,  I,  that  can 
Give  nothing,  will  but  fue  for  that  again. 
No  Man  will  grant  me  any  Thing  I  fue  for. 
But  begging  nothing,  every  Man  will  give't. 

Roch.  Sir!  the  Love  I  bore  your  Father,  and  the 
Worth 
I  fee  in  you,  fo  much  refembling  his. 
Made  me  thus  fend  for  you.     And  tender  here 

[Draws  a  Curtain, 
Whatever  you  will  take.  Gold,  Jewels,  both. 
All,  to  fupply  your  Wants,  and  free  yourfelf. 
Where  heavenly  Virtue  in  high-blooded  Veins 
Is  lodg'd,  and  can  agree.  Men  lliould  kneel  down. 
Adore,  and  facrifice  all  that  they  have  ; 
And  well  they  may,  it  is  fo  feldom  feen. 
Put  off  your  Wonder,  and  here  freely  take 
Or  fend  your  Servants :  Nor,  Sir,  (hall  you  ufe 
In  aught  of  this,  a  poor  Man's  Fee,  or  Bribe, 
Unjuftly  taken  of  the  Rich,  but  what's 
Diredly  gotten,  and  yet  by  the  Law. 

Char.  How  ill.  Sir,  it  becomes  thofe  Hairs  to  mock  I 
Roch.  Mock?  Thunder  ftrike  me  then. 
Char.  You  do  amaze  me. 
But  you  fhall  wonder  too  ;  I  will  not  take 
One  fingle  Piece  of  this  great  Heap.     Why  fiiould  I 
Borrow,  that  have  not  Means  to  pay  ;  nay,  am 
A  very  Bankrupt,  even  in  fiattVing  Hope 
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Of  ever  raifingany.     All  my  begging. 
Is  RomofU's  Liberty. 

Enier  Romont,  Crediiors  loaden  with  Money.    Beaumont^ 

Roch.  Here  is  your  Friend, 
Enfranchife  e'er  you  fpake.     1  give  him  you  : 
And,  Charalois^  1  give  you  to  your  Friend, 
As  free  a  Man  as  he  :  Your  Father's  Debts 
Are  taken  off. 

Char.  How? 

Rom.  Sir,  it  is  mofl  true. 
I  am  the  Witnefs. 

1  Cred.  Yes,  faith,  wc  are  paid. 

2  Cred.  Heaven  blefs  his  Lordfliip — 1  did  think  hint 

wifer. 

3  Cred.  He   a  Statefman  ?   He  an  Afs — Pay   other 

Men's  Debts  ? 
1   Cred.  That  he  was  never  bound  for. 
Rom.  One  more  fuch 
Would  fave  the  reft  of  Pleaders. 

Char.  Honour'd  Rochfort. 
Lie  ftill  my  Tongue,  and  Blulhes,  fcal'd  my  Cheeks, 
That  offer  Thanks  in  Words,  for  fuch  great  Deeds. 
Roch.  Call  in  my  Daughter  : — Still  I  have  a  Suit  to 
you.  {Exit  Beaumont. 

Would  you  requite  me. 

Rom.   With  his  Life,  I  aflure  you. 
Roch.  Nay,  v/ould  you  make  me  now  your  Debtor^ 
Sir! 

Enter  Beaumelle. 

This  is  my  only  Child  :  What  (he  appears. 

Your  Lordfhip  well  may  fee  her  Education,  Beaumelle 

Follows  not  any  :   For  her  Mind,  I  know  it 

To  be  far  fairer  than  her  Shape,  and  hopa 

It  will  continue  fo  :  If  now  her  Birth 

Be  not  too  mean  for  CharaloiSy  take  her 

This 
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This  Virgin  by  the  Hand,  and  call  her  Wife, 
Indow'd  with  all  my  Fortunes:  Blefs  me  To, 
Requite  me  thus,  and  make  me  happier. 
In  joining  my  poor  empty  Name  to  yours. 
Then  if  my  'State  were  multiplied  tenfold. 

Char.  Is  this  the  Payment,  Sir,  that  you  exped  ? 
Why,  you  precipitate  me  more  in  Debt, 
That  nothing  but  my  Life  can  ever  pay. 
This  Beauty  being  your  Daughter  (in  which  yours) 
I  muft  conceive  Neceflity  of  her  Virtue 
Without  all  Dowry  is  a  Prince's  Aim. 
Then,  as  flie  is,  for  poor  and  worthlefs  me 
How  much  too  worthy ! — Waken  me,  Romont, 
That  I  may  know  I  dream'd,  and  find  this  vanifh'd. 

Rom.  Sure,  I  deep  not. 

Roch.   Your  Sentence — Life  or  Death, 

Cbarmi.  Fair  Beaumelie,  can  you  love  me  ? 

Beaum.  Yes,  my  Lord. 

Enter  Noval,  jun,    Ponta,  Malotin,  Liladam,  Aymer. 
All  faluts. 

Char.  You  need  not  queftion  me,  if  I  can  you. 
You  are  the  faireft  Virgin  in  D^jon, 
And  Rochfort  is  your  Father. 

Nov.  jun.  What's  this  Change  ? 

Roch.  You  met  my  Wifties,  Gentlemen. 

Rom.  Vv^hat  make 
Thefe  Dogs  in  Doublets  here  ? 

Beaum.  A  Vifitation,  Sir. 

Char.  Then  thus,  h'lr  Beaumelle !  I  write  my  Faith, 
Thus  feal  it  in  the  Sight  of  Heaven  and  Men. 
Your  Fingers  tie  my  Heart-ftrings  with  this  Touch, 
In  true-love  Knots,  which  nought  but  Death  fhall  loofe. 
And  yet  thefe  Tears  (an  Emblem  of  our  Loves) 
Like  Cryflal  Rivers  individually 
Flow  into  one  another,  make  one  Source, 
Which  never  Man  diftinguilh,  lefs  divide  : 
Breath,  marry,  Breath,  and  KifTes,  mingle  Souls. 

Two 


224        THE    FATAL    D  O  W  R -ft 

Two  Hearts,  and  Bodies,  here  incorporate  : 

And,  though  with  little  wooing  I  have  won. 

My  future  Life  fliall  be  a  wooing  Time. 

And  every  Day  new  as  the  Bridal  one. 

Oh,  Sir!  I  groan  under  your  Courtefies, 

More  then  my  Father's  Bones  under  his  Wrongs,^ 

You,  Cur/:;iJ-\\kc,  have  thrown  into  the  Gulf, 

Of  this  his  Country's  foul  Ingratitude, 

Your  Life  and  Fortunes,  to  redeem  their  Shames. 

Rocb.  No  more,  my  Glory!  come,  let's  in,  andhaftert 
This  Celebration. 

Romontj  Malotin,  Pontalier,  Beaumont. 

All  fair  Blifs  upon  it. 

[Exeuni  Rochfort,  Charalois,  Romont,  Beau* 
mont,   Malotin. 

Kov.jun.  Miftrefs ! 

Beaum.  Oh  Servant,  Virtue  ftrengthen  me  \ 
Thy  Prefence  blows  round  my  Affedion's  Vane  : 
You  will  undo  me,  if  you  fpeak  again. 

[Exit  Beaumelle. 

Lilcid.  Jym.  Here  will  be  Sport  for  you.    This  works.- 
\_Exeunt  Liladarrii  Aymer^ 

Ncu.jun.  Peace!  Peace! 

Pont.  One  Word,  my  Lord  Novall! 

Nov.  jun.  What,  thou  would'ft  Money — there. 

Pont.  No,  ril  none,  Fll  not  be  bought  a  Slave, 
A  Pander,  or  a  Parafite,  for  all 

Your  Father's  Worth  -,  though  you  have  fav'd  my  Life^ 
Refcu'd  me  often  from  my  Wants,  I  muft  not 
Wink  at  your  Follies  ;  that  will  ruin  you. 
You  know  my  blunt  Way,  and  my  Love  to  Truth  : 
Forfake  the  Purfuit  of  this  Lady's  Honour, 
Now  do  you  fee  her  made  another  Man's, 
And  fuch  a  Man's  fo  good,  fo  popular. 
Or  you  will  pluck  a  thoufand  Milchiefs  on  you. 
The  Benefits  you've  done  me,  are  not  loft, 
Nor  caft  away,  they  are  purs'd  here  in  my  Heart, 

But 
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ftut  let  me  pay  you,  Sir,  a  fairer  Way 
Than  to  defend  your  Vices,  or  to  Iboth  'em. 

Nov.  jun.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  what  are  my   Courfes  unto 
thee  ? 
Good  Co\.\^\\\Po}itaUer^  meddle  with  that 
That  At  all  concern  thyfeif.  [£x/V  Novall. 

Poni.  No  more  but  Scorn  ? 
Move  on  then,  Stars!  work  your  pernicious  Will! 
Only  the  wife  Rule^  and  prevent  your  111.  {Exit. 

Hautboys; 

Here  a  Pajfage  over  the  St  age  ^  while  the  A^  is  playing  f of 

the  Marriage  of  Charalois  with  Eeaumelle,  Qc. 

ACT     in.         SCENE     L 
Enter  ^ovdWjun.  Bellapert. 
Nov.  jun.  T?LY  not  to  thefe  Excufes :  Thou  haft  been 
P      Falfe  in  thy  Promife — and,  when  I  have 
faid 
Ungrateful,  all  is  fpoke. 

Bellap.  Good  my  Lord  !  but  hear  me  only. 

Nov.  jun.  To  what  Purpofe,  Triflef  ? 
Can  any  Thing  that  thou  canft  fay,  make  void 
The  Marriage  ?  Or  thofe  Pleafures  but  a  Dream, 
Which  Charalcis  (oh  Venus  I  ^  hath  enjoy 'd  ? 

Bellap.  I  yet  could  fay,  that  you  receive  Advantage 
In  what  you'thinka  Lofs,  would  you  vouchfafe  me  -, 
That  you  were  never  in  the  Way  till  now 
With  Safety  to  arrive  at  your  Defires  -,    • 
That  Pleafure  makes  Love  to  you,  unattended 
By  Danger  or  Repentance  ? 

Nov.  jun.  That  1  could 
But  apprehend  one  Reafon  how  this  might  be, 
Hope^-ould  not  then  forfake  me. 

Bellap.  The  enjoying 
Of  what  you  moft  defire  -,  I  fay  th'  enjoying 

Vol.  II.  P  Shall 
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Shall,  in  the  full  Poflefilon  of  your  Wifhes, 
Confirm  that  I  am  faithful, 

Nov.  jun.  Give  Tome  Relilli 
Ho'-  this  may  appear  poflible. 

BcUap.  I  will. 
Rclifh,  and  talle,  and  make  the  Banquet  eafy  . 
You  fay  niy  Lady's  married — I  confcfs  it : 
That  Charalois  hath  enjoyed  her — 'tis  moft  true: 
That  with  her,  he's  already  Mailer  of 
The  belt  Part  of  my  old  Lord's  'State.     Still  better  : 
But,  that  the  firft,  or  laft,  fliould  be  your  Hindrance, 
I  utterly  deny  :   For,  but  obferve  me, 
While  fhe  went  for,  and  was,  I  fwear,  a  Virgin, 
What  Courtely  could  Ihe  with  her  Honour  give. 
Or  you  receive  with  Safety — take  me  with  you  ; 
When  I  fay  Courtefy,  do  not  think  I  mean 
A  Kifs  i  the  tying  of  her  Shoe  or  Garter  ; 
An  Hour  of  private  Conference  :  Thofe  are  Trifles. 
In  this  Word  (Jourtefy,  we,  that  are  Gameflers,  point  at 
The  Sport  direft,  where  not  alone  the  Lover 
Brings  his  Artillery,  but  ufes  it: 
Which  Word  expounded  to  you,  fuch  a  Courtefy 
Do  you  expefb,  and  fudden. 

Nov-jim.  But  hetafled  the  firfl:  Sweets,  Bellapert  I 

Bellap.  He  wrong'd  you  Ihrev/dly; 
He  toil'd  to  climb  up  to  the  Phct'nix'  Nell, 
And  in  his  Prints  leaves  your  Afcent  more  eafy. 
I  do  not  know,  you,  that  are  perfect  Criticks 
In  Women's  Books,  may  talk  of  Maidenheads. 

Nov.  jun.  But  for  her  Marriage. 

Bdlap.  'Tis  a  fair  Protcclion 
'Gainfl:  all  Arrclls  of  Fear,  or  Shame  for  ever. 
Such  as  are  fair,  and  yet  not  foolilh,  ftudy 
To  have  one  at  thirteen  -,   but  they  are  mad 
That  ftay  till  twenty.     1  hen.  Sir!  for  the  Pleafure; 
To  fay  Adultery's  fweeter,  that  is  dale. 
This  only — Is  not  the  Contentment  m,ore. 
To  fay,  this  is  my  Cuckold,  than  my  Rival. 
More  I  could  fay — but,  briefly,  llie  doats  on  you. 
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if  it  prove  otherwife,  fpare  not,  poifon  me 
With  the  next  Gold  you  give  me. 

Enter  Beaumelle. 

Be^iumel  How's  this,  Servant?  Courting  my  Woman  ? 

Beliap.   As  an  Entrance  to 
The  Favour  of  the  IVIiflrels  :  You  are  together 
And  I  am  perfect  in  my  Cue.  [Going, 

Beatmel.  Stay  Belkpert. 

Beliap.  In  this,  I  muft  not,  with  your  Leave,  obey  you* 
Your  Taylor  and  your  Tire-woman  wait  without 
Ai.d  (lay  my  Counfel,  and  Diredion  for 
Your  next  Day's  Dreffing.     I  have  much  to  do. 
Nor  will  your  Ladyfliip,  now.  Time  is  precious. 
Continue  idle  ;  this  Choice  Lord  will  find 
So  fit  Employment  for  you.  [Exit  Bellapcrt^ 

Beaumel.  I  fhall  grow  angry. 

Nov.jun.  Not  loj  you  have  a  Jewel  in  her,  Madam' 

Enter  Bellapert. 

Belldp.  I  had  forgot  to  tell  your  Ladyfhlp 
The  Ck>fet  is  private  and  your  Couch  ready  5 
And,  if  you  pleafe  that  I  fhall  lofe  the  Key, 
But  fay  fo,  and  'tis  done.  [Exit  Bellapert 

Beaumel.  You  come  to  chide  me,  Servant!  and  bring 
Vvith  you 
Sufficient  Warrant.      You  will  fay,  and  truly, 
My  Father  found  too  m.uch  Obedience  in  me. 
By  being  won  too  foon  :  Yet,  if  you  pleafe 
But  to  remember,  all  my  Hopes  and  Fortunes 
Had  Reverence  to  this  Likening  you  will  grant. 
That,  though  1  did  not  well  towards  you,  I  yet 
Did  wifely  tor  raylelf. 

Nov.  jun.  With  too  much  Fervor 
I  have  lb  long  lov'd  and  ftill  love  you,  Miftrefs  ; 
To  efbeem  that  an  Injury  to  me 
Which  was  to  vou  convenient  j — that  is  pad 

P  2  Mv 
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My  Help,  is  pad:  my  Cure.     You  yet  may.  Lady,, 
In  Rccompence  of  all  my  duteous  Service, 
(Provided  that  your  Will  aniwcr  your  Power) 
Become  my  Creditrefs. 

Beaumel.  I  underlland  you  i 
And  for  Aillirance,  the  Requcfl  you  make 
Shall  not  be  long  unanfwered,  pray  you  lit, 
And  by  what  you  fhall  hear,  you'll  eafily  find, 
My  Pafllons  are  much  fitter  to  dcfire, 
Than  to  be  fued  to. 

Enter  Romont  and  Florimel. 

Flor.  Sir,  'tis  not  Envy 
At  the  Start  my  Fellow  has  got  of  me  in 
My  Ladies  good  Opinion,  that's  the  Motive 
Of  this  Difcovery  •,  but  due  Payment 
Of  what  I  owe  her  Honour. 

Rem.  So  I  conceive  it. 

Flor.  I  have  obferv'd  too  much,  nor  fhall  my  Silence 
Prevent  the  Remedy—yonder  they  are, 
I  dare  not  be  feen  with  you.     You  may  do 
"What  you  think  fit,  which  will  be,  I  prefume. 
The  Office  of  a  faithful  and  try'd  Friend 
To  my  young  Lord.  [Exit  FlorimeL 

Rem.  This  is  no  Vifion  :   Ha ! 

Nov.  jun.  With  the  next  Opportunity. 

Beanmel.  By  this  Kifs,  and  this,  and  this. 

Nov.  jun.  That  you  would  ever  fwear  thus. 

Rom.  If  I  feem  rude,  your  Pardon,  Lady  !  yourj 
I  do  not  afk  :  Come,  do  not  dare  to  fiiew  me 
A  Face  of  Anger,  or  the  leaft  Diflike, 
Put  on,  and  fuddenly,  a  milder  Look  y 
1  fhall  grow  rough,  elfe. 

Nov.  jun.  What  have  I  done^  Sir ! 
To  draw  this  harfh  unfavory  Language  from  you  ^ 

Rom.  Done,  Popinjay?  Why,  doft  thou  think  that,  i£ 
I  e'er  had  dreamt  that  thou  hadil  done  me  Wrong, 
Thou  fhouldfl  outlive  it  I 

Beau- 
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Beaumel.   This  is  fomething  more 
Than  my  Lord's  FriendQiip  gives  CommifTion  for. 
Nov.  jun.  Your  Prefence  and   the  Place,  makes  him 
prefume 
Upon  my  Patience. 

Rom.  As  if  thou  e'er  wer't  angry 
But  with  thy  Taylor,  and  yet  that  poor  Shred 
Can  bring  more  to  the  making  up  of  a  Man, 
Than  can  be  hop'd  from  thee  :  Thou  art  his  Creature, 
And,  did  he  not  each  Morning  new  create  thee 
Thou'dfl  flink  and  be  forgotten,     Fll  not  change 
One  Syllable  more  with  thee,  until  thou  bring 
Some  Teilimony,  under  good  Mens  Hands, 
Thou  art  a  Chriftian.     I  fufped  thee  llrongly, 
And  will  be  fatisfied :  'Till  which  Time,  keep  from  me. 
The  Entertainment  of  your  Vifitation 
Has  m.ade  what  I  intended  on  a  Bufinefs. 

Nov.  jun.  So  we  Ihall  meet — Madam!  ^ 

Ram.  Ufe  that  Leg  again,  and  Fll  cut  off  the  other. 
Nov.  jun.  Very  good.  [^Exit  Novall. 

Rom.  What  a  Perfume  the  Muik-cat  leaves  behind 
him ! 
Do  you  admit  him  for  a  Property, 
To  fave  you  Charges  Lady  .^ 
Beaumel.  'Tis  not  ufeleis. 
Now  you  are  to  fucceed  him. 

Rom.  So  I  refped  you. 
Not  for  yourfelf,  but  in  Remembrance  of 
Who  is  your  Father,  and  whole  Wife- you  now  arc, 
That  I  choofe  rather  not  to  underftand 

Your  nafty  Scoff  than, 

Beaumel.  What,  you  will  not  beat  me. 
If  I  expound  it  to  you.  Here's  a  Tyrant 
Spares  neither  Man  nor  Woman. 

Rom.  My  Intents, 
Madam,  deferve  not  this  ;  nor  do  I  flay 
To  be  the  Whetffone  of  yoTJr  Wit :  Prefer ve  it 
To  fpend  on  fuch,  as  know  how  to  admire 
Such  colour'd  Stuff.     In  me  there  is,  now  fpeaks  to  you 
■P  ^  As 
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As  true  a  Friend  and  Servant  to  your  Honour, 
And  one  that  will  with  as  much  Hazard  guard  it. 

As  ever  Man  did  GoodneJs. But  then  Lady  ' 

You  muft  endeavour,  not  alone  to  be. 

But  to  appear,  w  orthy  Rich  Love  and  Service. 

Bep.iiiP.el.   To  what  tends  this  ? 

Rom.  Why,  to  this  Purpole,  Lady  ! 
I  do  dcfire  you  fliould  prove  Tuch  a  Wife 
To  Charalois  (and  luch  a  one  he  Merits) 
As  Co-far.,  did  he  live,  could  not  except  at. 
Not  only  innocent  from  Crime,  but  free 
From  all  Taint  and  Sufpicion. 

Eeaur.iel.  Thty  are  bafe  that  judge  me  otherwifc. 

Rom.  But  yet,  be  careful ! 
.  Detraiflion's  a  bold  Monfter,  and  fears  not 
To  wound  the  Fame  of  Prince?,  it  it  find 
But  any  Blemifb  in  their  Lives  to  work  on : 
But  I'll  be  plainer  with  you  :  Had  the  People 
Been  learn'd  to  fpeak,  but  what  even  now  I  fawj 
Their  Malice  out  of  that  would  raife  an  Engine 
To  overthrow  your  Honour.     In  my  Sight, 
"With  yonder  painted  Fool  I  frighted  from  you, 
You  us'd  Familiarity  beyond 
A  modeft  Entertainment :  You  embrac'd  him 
"With  too  much  Ardour  for  a  Stranger,  and 
JVIet  him  with  KilTe^  neither  chafte  nor  comely  : 
But  learn  you  to  torget  him,  as  I  will 
Your  Bounties  to  him  ;  you  will  find  it  fafer 
Rarher  to  be  uncourtly,  then  immodeft. 

Btcaimel.  This  pretty  Rag  about  your  Neck  lliews  well. 
And,  being  coarfe  and  little  Worth,  it  fpeaks  you 
As  terrible  as  thritty. 

Rom.  Madam  ! 

Beaumel.  Yes. 
And  this  ftrongBelt  in  which  you  hang  your  Honour 
"Will  out-laft  twenty  Scarfs. 

Rjom.  What  mean  you.  Lady  .? 

Beaumel.  And  all  elfe  about  you  Cap-a-pe, 
So  uniform  in  Spite  of  Kandfomenefs, 

Shews 
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Shews  fuch  a  bold  Contempt  of  Comelineff, 
That  'tis  not  ftrange  your  Laiindrefs  in  the  League, 
•Grew  mad  wirh  Love  of  you. 

Rom.  Is  my  tree  Counfel 
Anfwer'd  with  this  ridiculous  Scorn  ? 

Beaiimel.  Thefe  Objeds 
Stole  very  much  of  my  Attention  from  me; 
Yet  fomething  I  remember,  to  fpeak  Truth, 
Deliver'd  gravely,  but  to  Httle  Purpofe, 
Hiat  almoft  would  have  made  me  fwear  fome  Curate 
Llad  ftol'n  into  the  Perfon  of  Romont, 
And,  in  the  Praife  of  Good-wife  Honefty, 
Had  read  an  Homily. 

Rom.  By  this  Hand. 

Beaumel.  And  Sword ; 
I  v/ill  make  up  your  Oath,  'twill  want  Weight  elfe. 
You're  angry  with  me,  and  poor  I  laugh  at  it. 
Do  you  come  from  the  Camp,  which  affords  only 
The  Converfation  of  caft  Suburb  Whores, 
To  fet  down  to  a  Lady  of  my  Rank, 
X^imits  of  Entertainment  ? 

Rom.  Sure  a  Legion  has  pofleft  this  Woman. 
Beaumel.  One  Stamp  more  would  do  well :  Yet  I  de- 
fire  not 
You  fliould  grow  Horn  mad,  till  you  have  a  Wife. 
You  are  .come  to  warm  Meat,  and  perhaps  clean  Linen  : 
Feed,  wear  it,  and  be  thankful.     For  me,  know. 
That,  though  a  thoufand  Watches  were  fet  on  me. 
And  you  the  Mafter-fpy,  I  yet  would  ufe 
The  Liberty  that  belt  likes  me.     I  will  revel, 
FeafI:,  kifs,  embrace.     Perhaps,  grant  larger  Favours. 
Yet  fuch  as  live  upon  my  Means,  fnall  know 
They  mull  not  murmur  at  it.     If  my  Lord 
Be  now  grown  yellow,  and  has  chofe  out  you 
To  ferve  his  Jealoufy  that  Way,  tell  him  this, — 
You've  fomething  to  inform  him.  "        {Exit  Beaumelle. 

Rom.  And  I  will. 
Believe  it,  wicked  one,  I  will.     Hear,  Heaven! 
But,  hearing,  pardon  me  :  If  thefe  Fruits  grow, 
Upon  the  Tree  of  Marriage,  let  me  fliun  it, 

P  4  As 
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Asa  forbidden  Sweet.     An  Heir  and  rich. 

Young,  beautiful — yet  add  to  this — a  Wife, 

And  1  will  rather  choofe  a  Spitnl  Sinner 

Carte;^.  an  Age  before,  though  three  Parts  rotten> 

And  take  ^t  for  a  Blefling,  rather  than 

Be  fettcr'd  to  the  heUilh  Slavery  * 

Of  fuch  an  Impudence. 

Enter  Beaumont  iiith  Writings. 

Bccum.  Colonel!  good  Fortune 
To  meet  you  thus  :  You  look  fad,  but  V\\  tell  you 
Something  that  fhall  remove  it.     Oh,  how  happy 
Is  my  Lord  Chalarois  in  his  fair  Bride  ! 

Rom.  A  happy  Man,  indeed  ! — pray  you  in  what  ? 

Beaum.  I  dare  fwear,  you  would  think  fo  good  a  Lady, 
A  Dower  fufficient. 

Rom.  No  doubt. — But  on. 

Beo.iim.   So  fair,  fo  chafte,  fo  virtuous  : — Indeed 
All  that  is  excellent. 

Rom.  Women  have  no  Cunning  to  gull  the  Worlc^. 

Beaum.  Yet,  to  all  thefe,  my  Lord, 
Her  Father  gives  the  full  Addition  of 
All  he  does  now  pofit-fs  in  Burgundy  : 
Thefe  Writings  to  confirm  it,  are  new  feal'd. 
And  I  moft  fortunate  toprefent  him  with  them, 
I  muft  go  leek  him  out,  can  you  diredl  me  ? 

Rofn.  You'll  find  him  breaking  a  young  Horfe. 

Beaum.  I  thank  you,  [Exit  Beaumont. 

*  In  an  Advertifement  prefixed  to  the  Bond-n:an,  which  was  revi\'e4 
in  1 710,  we  are  tf>ld  thar  Mr.  Rcwc  had  revis'd  the  Works  of  Tvl^f- 
ftnger,  and  did  intend  to  pubiifh  them  ;  I  am  apt  to  think  this  Afler- 
tion  true,  and  that  Mr.  R  n<:e  was  a  great  Admirer  of  our  Author,  his 
excellent  Plav  of  the  F"ir  Pfj:iier.t  being  founded  on  the  Tragedy  now 
before  us.  The  beautiful  Scene  between  Hsratia  and  Calijla  is  evi- 
dently copied  from  the  loregoing,  as  is  that  between  Altamont  and  Ho' 
ratio  in  the  third  Aft  where  they  quarrel,  from  the  laft  Scene  of  this ; 
The  curious  Reader  may  not  be  difagreeably  amufed  in  comparing 
many  other  fimilar  Parts  of  thefe  excellent  Tragedies  together. 

Rom. 
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jHom.  I  muft  do  fomething  worthy  Charalois  Friend- 
fiiip. 
If  fhe  were  well  inclin'd,  to  keep  her  fo 
Peferv'd  not  Thanks :  And  yet,  to  flay  a  Woman  * 
Spur'd  headlong  by  hot  Luil  to  her  own  Ruin 
Is  harder  than  to  prop  a  falling  Tower 
With  a  deceiving  Reed. 

Enter  Rochfort, 

Roch.  Some  one  feek  for  me, 
As  foon  as  he  returns. 

Rom,  Her  Father  ?  ha ! 

How  if  I  break  this  to  him  ?  Sure  it  cannot 
Meet^ith  an  ill  Conftrudion.     His  Wifdom, 
Made  powerful  by  th'  Authority  of  a  Father, 
Will  warrant  and  give  Privilege  to  his  CounfeU. 
It  Ihall  be  fo— My  Lord! 

Rocb.  Your  Friend,  Romont : 
Would  you  aught  with  me  ? 

Rom.  I  (land  fo  engag'd 
To  your  fo  many  Favours,  that  I  hold  it 
A  Breach  in  Thtnkfulnefs,  fhould  I  not  difcover. 
Though  with  fome  Imputation  to  myfelf. 
All  Doubts  that  may  concern  you. 

Roch.  The  Performance 
VViir  make  this  Proteftation  worth  my  Thanks. 

S  To  pay  a  Woman 

Spi4rd  Headhng,  hy  hot  Luji,   &C. 
T^us  in  tl'.e  PifJure.     . 

: It  is  more 

Impoffible  in  Nature  for  grofs  Bodies 
Defcendirg  of  themfelves,  to  hang  in  the  Air, 
Or  with  my  fingle  Arm  to  underprop 
A  falling  Tower;  nay,  in  its  violent  Courfe 
To  ftop  ihe  Lightning,  than  to  ftay  a  Woman, 
Hurried  by  vwo  Furies,  Lull  and  Falfhood, 
In  her  full  Career  to  Wickednefs, 

Aft  4,  Scene  j. 

Rom, 
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Rem.  Then,  with  your  Patience,  lend  me  your  At- 
tention : 
For  what  I  muil  deliver,  whifper'd  only. 
You  will  with  too  much  Griet  receive. 

Enter  Beaumelle,  Bellapcit. 

Bcaumel.  See,  Wench! 
Upon  my  Life  as  I  forefpake,  he's  now 
Preferring  liis  Complaint :  But  be  thou  perfetSt, 
And  we  will  5t  him. 

Bellap.  Fear  not  me,  pox  on  him  ! 
A  Captain  turn  Informer  againll  kiffing? 
Would  he  were  hang'd  up  in  his  ruily  Armour! 
But,  if  our  frefli  Wits  cannot  turn  the  Plots 
Of  fuch  a  mouldy  Murrion  on  itfelf  •, 
Rich  Cloaths,  choice  Fare,  and  a  true  Friend  at  a  Call, 
With  aH  th€  Pleafures  the  Night  yields,  forfake  us. 

Roch.  This  in  my  Daughter  ?  Do  not  wrong  her. 

Bellap.  Now  begin. 
The  Games  a-foot,  and  we  in  Diftance. 

Bcaiimd.  'Tis  thy  Fault,  foolifh  Girl !  pin  on  my  Veil, 
I  will  not  wear  thofe  Jewels.     Am  I  not 
Already  match'd  beyond  my  Hopes  ?  Yet  ftill 
You  prune  and  fet  me  forth,  as  if  1  were 
Again  to  pleafe  a  Suiter. 

BeV.ap.  'Tis  the  Courfe 
That  our  great  Ladies  take. 

Rom.  A  weak  Excufe  ! 

Beaumel.  Thofe  that  are  better  feen,  in  what  concerns 
A  Lady's  Honour  and  fair  Fame,  condemn  it. 
You  waitw/ell :  in  your  Abfence,  my  Lord's  Friend, 
The  underftanding,  grave,  and  wife  Romont. 

Rom.  Mull  I  be  ftill  her  Sport .?  [Afide. 

Beaumel.  Reprove  me  for  it. 
And  he  has  travell'd  to  bring  home  a  Judgment 
Not  to  be  contradicled.     You  will  fay 
My  Father,  that  owes  more  to  Years  than  he, 
Has  brought  me  up  to  Mufick,  Language,  Courtfhip, 
And  I  mud  ufe  them.     True,  but  not  t'  offend. 
Or  render  me  fufpedled.  Roch' 
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^och.  Does  your  fine  Story  begin  from  this  ? 

BeaumeL  I  thought  a  parting  Kifs 
l^rom  young  Novall  would  have  difpleas'd  no  more 
Than  heretofore  it  hath  done  •,  but  I  find 
i  muft  reftrain  fijch  Favours  now  \  look  therefore. 
As  you  are  careful  to  continue  mine, 
That  I  no  more  be  vifited.     I'll  endure 
The  ftridteft  Courfe  of  Life  that  Jealoufy 
Can  think  fecure  enough,  ere  my  Behaviour 
Shall  call  my  Fame  in  Queftion, 

Rom.   Ten  Difiemblers 
Are  in  this  fjbtle  Devil.     You  believe  this  ? 

Roch.  So  far,   that  if  you  trouble  me  again 
With  a  Report  like  this,  I  fliall  not  only 
Judge  you  maliciops  in  your  Difpofition, 
But  lludy  to  repent  what  I  have  done 
To  fuch  a  Nature. 

Rom.  Why,  'tis  exceeding  well. 

Roch.  And  for  you,   Daughter,   off  with  this ;    off 
with  it  : 
I  have  that  Confidence  in  your  Goodnefs,  I, 
That  J  will  not  confent  to  have  you  live 
Like  to  a  Reclufe  in  a  Cloyfter  :  Go, 
Call  in  the  Gallants,  let  them  make  you  merry, 
Ufe  all  fit  Liberty. 

Bellap.  Bleffing  on  you. 
If  this  new  Preacher  with  the  Sword  and  Feather 
Could  prove  his  Doftrine  for  Canonical, 
We  fhoyld  have  a  fine  World.  \^Exit  Bellapert. 

Roih.  Sir,  if  you  pleafe 
To  bear  yourfelf  as  fits  a  Gentleman, 
The  Houfe  is  at  your  Service  ;  but,  if  not. 
Though  you  feek  Company  elfewhere,  your  Abfence 
Will  not  be  much  lamented [^Exii  Rochfort. 

Rom.  If  this  be 
The  Recompence  of  driving  to  preferve 
A  wanton  Gigglet  honeft,  very  Ibortly 
'Twill  make  all  Mankind  Panders. — Do  you  fmile. 
Good  Lady  Loofenefs  ?  Your  whole  Sex  is  like  you, 

And 
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And  that  Man's  mad  that  feeks  to  better  any  : 
What  new  Change  have  you  next  ? 

Bcaiimcl.  Oh,  tear  not  you.  Sir  ! 
I'll  fhift  into  a  Thoufand,  but  I  will 
Convert  your  Herel'y. 

Rem.  What  Hercfy  ?  fpeak  ! 

Beaumel.  Of  keeping  a  Lady  that  is  married. 
From  entertaining  Servants. 

Enter  Novall,  jun.  Malotin,  Liladam,  Aymer,  Pon- 
talier. 

O,  you're  welcome. 

Ufe  any  Means  to  vex  him, 

And  then  with  Welcome  follow  me,        {^Exit  Beaumel. 

Nov.  jun.  You  are  tir'd 
With  your  grave  Exhortations,  Colonel  ! 

Lilad.  How  is  it  ?  Faith,  your  Lordlhip  may  do  well 
To  help  him  to  fome  Church-PrefermenL  r  'Tis 
Now  the  Fafliion,  for  Men  of  all  Conditions, 
However  they  have  liv'd,  to  end  that  Way. 

Aymer.  That  Face  would  do  well  in  a  Surplice. 

Rom.  Rogues,  be  filent — or  — 

Pent.  S'Death  !  will  you  fuffer  this  ? 

Rom.  And  you,  the  Mafter  Rogue,  the  Coward  Rafcal, 
I  fhall  be  with  you  fuddenly, 

Nov.  jun.    Pontalier, 
If  I  fhould  flrike  him,  I  know  I  fhall  kill  him  : 
And  therefore  I  would  have  thee  beat  him,  for 
He's  good  for  nothing  elfe. 

Lilad.  His  Back 
Appears  to  me,  as  it  would  tire  a  Beadle. 
And  then  he  has  a  knotted  Brow,  would  bruife 
A  court-like  Hand  to  touch  it. 

Aymer.  He  looks  like 
A  Currier  when  his  Hide's  grown  dear. 

Pont.  Take  heed  he  curry  not  fome  of  you. 

Nov.  jun.  Gads  me  !  he's  angry. 

Rom.  I  break  no  Jefts,  but  1  can  break  iBy  Sword 
About  your  Pates.  Enter 
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Enter  Charalois  and  Beaumont. 

Lilnd.  Here's  more. 

Aymer.  Come  let's  be  gone  ! 
We  are  belcaguer'd. 

Nov.ju'rt.  Look,  they  bring  up  their  Troops. 

Pont.  Will  you  fit  down  with  this  Difgrace  ? 
You  are  abus'd  moil  grofly, 

Lilad.  I  grant  you.  Sir,  we  are  ;  and  you  would  have 
Stay,  and  be  more  abus'd.  [us 

Nov.jun.  My  Lord,  I'm  forry 
Your  Houfe  is  fo  inhofpitable,  we  muft  quit  it. 

[Exeunt.     Manent  Charalois,  Romont. 

Char.  Pr'ythee,  Romont,  what  caus'd  this  Uproar  ? 

Rom.  Nothing. 
They  laugh'd,  and  us'd  their  fcurvy  Wits  upon  me. 

Char.  Come,  'tis  thy  jealous  Nature  :  But  I  wonder 
That  you,  which  are  an  honeft  Man,  and  worthy. 
Should  fofter  this  Sufpicion.     No  Man  laughs. 
No  one  can  whifper,  but  thou  apprehend'ft 
His  Conference  and  his  Scorn  refie6ls  on  thee. 
For  my  Part,  they  fhould  feoff  their  thin  Wits  out. 
So  I  not  heard  them  •,  beat  me,  not  being  there. 
Leave,  leave  thefe  Fits  to  conlcious  Men,  to  fuch 
As  are  obnoxious  to  thofe  fooiilh  Things 
As  they  can  gibe  at. 

Rom.  Well,  Sir! 

Char.  Thou  art  known 
Valiant  without  Defed,  rightly  defin'd. 
Which  is  (as  fearing  to  do  Injury, 
As  tender  to  endure  it)  not  a  Brabbler, 
A  Swearer. 

Rom.  Pilh,  pifh  1  What  needs  this,  my  Lord  ? 
If  I  be  known  none  fuch,  how  vainly  you 
Do  caft  away  good  Counfel  ?  I  have  lov'd  you, 
And  yet  muft  freely  fpeak  :  So  young  a  Tutor 
Fits  not  fo  old  a  Soldier  as  I  am. 
And  I  muft  tell  you,  'twas  in  your  Behalf 

I  grew 
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I  grew  enrag'd  thus  ;  yet  had  rather  die 
Than  open  the  great  Cauie  a  Syllable  further. 

Char.  In  my  Behalf?  Wherein  hath  Charalcis 
Unfitly  fo  demean'd  himfelf,  to  give 
The  leaft  Occafion  to  the  loofeft  Tongue 
To  throw  Afperfions  on  him  ?  Or  fo  weakly 
Protected  his  own  Honour,  as  it  fhould 
Need  Defence  from  any  but  himfelf? 
They're  Fools  that  judge  n>e  by  my  outward  Seeming  y 
Why  fliould  my  Gentlenefs  beget  Abufe  ? 
The  Lion  is  not  angry  that  does  deep. 
Nor  every  Man  a  Coward  that  can  weep. 
For  God's  Sake  fpeak  the  Caufe. 

Rom.  Not  for  the  World. 
Oh  !  it  will  ftrike  Difeafe  into  your  Bones, 
Beyond  the  Cure  of  Phyfick  ;  drink  your  Blood, 
Rob  you  of  all  your  Reft,  contracl  your  Sight, 
Leave  you  no  Eyes  but  to  fee  Mifery, 
And  of  your  own  j  nor  Speech,  but  to  wifh  thus. 
Would  I  had  perifli'd  in  the  Prifon's  Jaws, 
From  whence  1  was  redeem'd !  'Twill  wear  you  old. 
Before  you  have  Experience  in  that  Art, 
That  caufes  your  Afflidion. 

C^.rr.  Thou  doft  ftrike 
A  deathful  Coldnefs  to  my  Heart's  high  Heat,-    ® 
-And  fhrink'it  my  Liver  like  the  Calenture. 
Declare  this  Foe  of  mine,  and  Life's,  that  lik-e 
A  Man  1  may  encounter  and  fuhdue  it. 
It  fhall  not  have  one  fuch  Effect  in  me, 
As  tliou  denounced  :  With  a  Soldier's  Arm, 
If  it  be  Strength,  Pll  meet  it :  If  a  Fault 
Belonging  to  my  Mind,  Pll  cut  it  off 
With  mine  own  Reafon,  as  a  Scholar  fhould. 
—Speak,  though  it  make  me  monftrous. 

Rom.  Pll  die  firft:. 
Farewel !  continue  merry,  and  high  Heaven 
Keep  your  Wife  chafte. 

Char.  Hum  I — Stay  and  take  this  Wolf 
Out  of  my  Bread,  that  thou  haft  lodg'd  there,  or. 
For  ever  lofe  me.  Rom. 
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Rom.  Lofe  not.  Sir,  yourfelf, ; 
And  I  will  venture— fo  the  Door  is  faft. 

[Locks  the  Door. 
Now,  noble  Charahis,  colka:  yourfelf ; 
Summon  your  Spirits  -,  mufter  all  your  Strength 
1  hat  can  belong  to  Man  ;  fift  Paffion 
From  ev'ry  Vein,  and,  whatfoe'er  enfues. 
Upbraid  not  me  hereafter,  as  the  Caufe  of 
Jealoufy,  Difcontent,  Slaughter  and  Ruin  : 
Make  me  not  Parent  to  Sin  : — You  will  know 
This  Secret  that  I  burn  with. 

Char.  Devil  on't. 
What  fhould  it  be  ?  Romoni,  I  hear  you  wilh 
My  Wife's  Continuance  of  Chaftity. 

Rom.  There  was  no  Hurt  in  that. 

Char.  Why  ?  do  you  know 
A  Likelihood  or  Poffibility  unto  the  contrary  ? 

Rem.  I  know  it  not,  but  doubt  it  -,  thefe  the  Grounds, 
The  Servant  of  your  Wife  now,  young  Novally 
The  Son  unto  your  Father's  Enemy 
(Which  aggravates  my  Prefumption  the  more) 
I  have  been  warn'd  of,  touching  her ;  nay,  feen  them 
Tie  Heart  to  Heart,  one  in  another's  Arms, 
Multiplying  Kifies,  as  if  they  meant 
To  'pofe  Arithmetic,  or  whofe  Eyes  would 
Be  firft  burnt  out  with  gazing  on  the  other's. 
1  faw  their  Mouths  engender,  and  their  Palms 
Glew'd,  as  if  Love  had  lock'd  them  -,  their  Words  flow 
And  melt  each  others,  like  two  circling  Flames, 
Where-Chaflity,  like  a  Phcsnix,  methought,  burn'd. 
But  left  the  World  nor  Aihes,  nor  an  Heir. 
Why  (land  you  filent  thus  ?  What  cold  dull  Flegm, 
As  if  you  had  no  Drop  of  Choler  mix'd 
In  your  whole  Conflitucion,  thus  prevails. 
To  fix  you  now  thus  ftupid,  hearing  this  ? 

Char.  You  did  not  fee  'em  on  my  Couch  within. 
Like  George  a.  Horfe-back,  on  her,  nor  a-bed  ? 

Rom.  No. 

Char.  Ha!  ha! 

Rom, 
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Rom.  Laugh  you  ?  .E'en  fo  did  your  Wife, 
And  her  indulgent  Father. 

Char.  They  were  wife. 
Would'ft  ha'  me  be  a  Fool  P 

Rom.   No,  but  a  Man. 

Char.  There  is  no  Dram  of  Manhood  to  fufpefl,- 
On  fuch  thin  airy  Circumflancc  as  this 
Mere  Compliment  and  Courrfliip.     Was  this  Tale 
The  hideous  Monfter  which  you  fo  conceal'd  ? 
Away,  thou  curious  Impertinent, 
And  idle  Searcher  of  fuch  lean  nice  Toys  ! 
Go,  thou  feditious  Sower  of  Debate  ! 
Fly  to  fuch  Matches,  where  the  Bridegroom  doubts: 
He  holds  not  Worth  Enough  to  countervail 
The  Virtue  and  the  Beauty  of  his  Wife. 
Thou  buzzing  Drone,  that  'bout  my  Ears  dofh  hum* 
To  ftrike  thy  rankHng  Sting  into  my  Heart, 
Whole  Venom,  Time  nor  Medicine  could  affwage. 
Thus  do  I  put  thee  off,  and,  confident 
In  mine  own  Innocency  and  Defert, 
Dare  not  conceive  her  fo  unreafonable. 
To  put  Novall  in  Balance  againft  me, 
An  Upflart,  cran'd  up  to  the  Height  he  has. 
Hence,  Bufybody  !  thou'rt  no  Friend  to  me. 
That  muft  be  kept  to  a  Wife's  Injury. 

Rom.  Is't  pofllble  ? — Farewel,  fine,  honeft  Man  t 
Sweet  temper'd  Lord,  adieu  !  What  Apoplexy 
Hath  knit  Senfe  up  ?  Is  this  Romont's  Reward  ? 
Bear  Witnefs,  the  great  Spirit  of  thy  Father, 
With  what  a  healthful  Hope  I  adminifter 
This  Potion  that  hath  wrought  fo  virulently  f 
I  not  accufe  thy  V/ife  of  Act,  but  would 
Prevent  ner  Precipice  to  thy  Difhonour, 
Which  now  thy  tardy  Sluggifhnefs  will  admit  I 
Would  1  had  feen  thee  grav'd  with  thy  great  Sire, 
Ere  live  to  have  Mens  marginal  Fingers  point 
At  CharaloiSy  as  a  lamented  Story. 
An  Emperor  put  away  his  Wife  for  touching 
Another  Man  ;  but  thou  wouldft  have  thine  tafted 

And 
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And  keep  her,  I  think,  Phoh  !    I  am  a  Fire 

To  warm  a  dead  Man,  that  wafte  out  myfelf. 

Blood — What  a  Plague,  a  Vengeance, 

If  you  will   be  a  Cuckold  ?  Here  1  fhew 

A  Sword's  Point  to  thee  ;  this  Side  you  may  fliun. 

Or  that,  the  Peril ;  if  you  will  run  on, 

I  cannot  help  it. 

Char.  Didft  thou  never  fee  me 
Angry,  Romont  ? 

Rom.  Yes,  and  purfue  a  Foe 
Like  Lightning. 

Char.  Pr'ythee  fee  me  fo  no  more. 
lean  be  fo  again. — Put  up  thy  Sword, 
And  take  thyfelf  away,  left  I  draw  mine. 

Rom.  Come,  fright  your  Foes  with  this.  Sir !    I  am 
your^Triend, 
And  dare  ftand  by  you  thus. 

Char.  Thou'rt  not  my  Friend  -, 
Or  being  fo,  thou'rt  mad. — I  mull  not  buy 
Thy  Friendlhip  at  this  Rate  ;  had  I  juft  Caufe, 
Thou  know'ft  I  durft  purfue  fuch  Injury 
Through  Fire,  Air,  Water,  Earth,  nay,  were  they  all 
Shuffled  again  to  Chaos  \  but  there's  none. 
Thy  Skill,  Romont^  confifts  in  Camps,  not  Courts. 
Farewel,  uncivil  Man  !  let's  meet  no  more. 
Here  our  long  Web  of  Friend(l:»ip  I  untwift. 
Shall  I  go  whine,  walk  pale,  and  lock  my  Wife 
For  nothing,  from  her  Birth's  free  Liberty, 

That  open'd  mine  to  me  }  Yes  •,  if  I  do • 

The  Name  of  Cuckold,  then,  dog  me  with  Scorn. 
I  am  a  Frenchman^  no  Italian  born.  {Exit. 

Rom.  A  dull  Butch  rather  : — Fall  and  cool  my  Blood! 
Boil  not  in  Zeal  of  thy  Friend's  Hurt  fo  high. 
That  is  fo  low,  and  cold  himfelf  in't !  Woman, 
How  ftrong  art  thou  !   how  eafily  beguil'd  ! 
How  thou  doft  rack  us  by  the  very  Horns  ! 
Now  Wealth,  I  fee,  change  Manners,  and  the  Man, 
Something  I  muft  do  mine  own  Wrath  to  affuage, 
And  note  my  Friendfliip  to  an  After-age.  \Exit. 

Vol.  II.  Q^  ACT 
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A  C  T     IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter   Nov  all  jun.    as  newly  drejfed^  a  Taylor,  Barher, 
Perfimcr,  Liladam,  Aymer,  Page. 

Ncv.jun.^  /TEND  this  a  little : — Pox  !  thou  haft  burnt 

J[VJ[  ii^c.     Oh!   ficupon't! — O  lard!  he  has 

made  me  I'melJ,  for  all  the  World,  like  a  Flax,  or  a  red-* 

headed  Woman's  Chamber:  Powder,  Powder,  Powder. 

Perf.  Oh,  Iweet  Lord  I 

[No vail  fits  in  a  Chair,  Barter  orders  his  Hairy 
Perfumer  gives  Powder,  Taylor  fets  his  Cloaths. 

Page.  That's  his  Perfumer. 

Tnyl.  Oh,  dear  Lord  ! 

Page.  That's  his  Taylor. 

Nov.  jun.  MopSicuy  Liladam  !  Aymer!  how  allow  you 
the  Model  of  thefe  Cloaths  ? 

Aymer.  Admirably,  admirably;  oh  fweet  Lord!  af- 
furedly  it's  Pity  the  Worms  fliould  eat  thee. 

Page.  Here's  a  fine  Cell ;  a  Lord,  a  Taylor,  a  Per- 
fumer, a  Barber,  and  a  Pair  of  Monfieurs :  Three  to 
three,  as  little  Wit  in  the  one,  as  Honefty  in  the  other. 
S'foot  ril  into  the  Country  again,  learn  to  fpeak  Truth, 
drink  Ale,  and  converfe  with  my  Father's  Tenants ; 
here  I  hear  nothing  all  Day,  but — upon  my  Soul !  as  I 
am  a  Gentleman,  and  an  honell:  Man  ! 

Aymer.  I  vow  and  afErm,  your  Taylor  mull  needs  be 
an  expert  Geometrician  •,  he  has  the  Longitude,  Lati- 
tude, Altitude,  Profundity,  every  Dimenfion  of  youF 
Body,  fo  exquifitcly. — Here's  a  Lace  laid  as  diredly,  as 
if  Truth  were  a  Taylor. 
Page.  That  were  a  Miracle. 

Lilad.  With  a  Hairs  Breadth's  Error,  there's  a  Shoul- 
der-Piece cut,  and  the  Bafe  of  a  Pickadille  ^  in  punSfo. 

^  A  Pickadil  (Dutch)  the  Hem  about  the  Skirt  of  a  Garment. 

Aymer. 
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Jymer.  You  are  right,  Monfieur!  his  Veftments  fit 
as  it'  they  grew  upon  him  ;  or  Art  had  wrought  'em  on 
the  fame  Loom,  as  Nature  fram'd  his  Lordlhip ;  as  if 
your  Taylor  were  deeply  read  in  Aftrology,  and  had 
taken  Meafure  of  your  honourable  Body,  with  a  Jacob's 
Staff,  an  Ephimerides, 

Taylor.  I  am  bound  t'ye,  Gentlemen  ! 

Page.  You  are  deceiv'd  ;  they'll  be  bound  to  you  : 
You  muft  remember  to  truft  'em  none. 

Nov.  jiin.  Nay,  'faith,  thou  art  a  reafonable,  neat  Ar- 
tificer, give  the  Devil  his  Due. 

Page.  I,  if  he  would  but  cut  the  Coat  according  to 
the  Cloth  ftill. 

Nov.jun.  I  now  wantonly  my  Miilrefs's  Approbation, 
who  is,  indeed,  the  moft  polite  puncluai  Queen  of  Dref- 
fing  in  all  Burgundy.  Pah,  and  makes  all  other  young 
Ladies  appear  as  if  they  came  from  board  laft  Week  out 
of  the  Country  ;  is't  not  true,   Liladam  ? 

Lilad.  True,  my  Lord  !  as  if  any  Thing  your  Lord- 
fhip  could  fay,  could  be  othervvife  then  true. 

Nov.jun.  Nay,  O  my  Soul,  'ris  fo,  what  fouler  Objeft 
in  the  World,  than  to  fee  a  young,  fair,  handfome  Beauty, 
unhandfomely  dighted  and  incongruejitly  accouter'd;  or 
a  hopeful  Chevalier,  unmethodically  appointed,  in  the 
external  Ornaments  of  Nature  ?  For,  even  as  the  Index 
tells  us  the  Contents  of  Stories,  and  dire6ts  to  the  parti- 
cular Chapters,  even  fo  does  the  outward  Habit  and  fu- 
perficial  Order  of  Garments,  (in  Man- or  Woman)  give 
us  a  Tafte  of  the  Spirit,  and  demonftrativ.ely  Point  (as 
it  were  a  manual  Note  from  the  Margin)  all  the  internal 
Quality,  and  Habiliment  of  the  Soul ;  and  there  cannot 
be  a  more  evident,  palpable,  grofs  Manifeftationof  poor, 
degenerate,  dunghilly  Blood,  and  Breeding,  than  a  rude, 
unpolilh'd,  diforder'd  and  flovenly  Ourfide. 

Page.  An  admirable  Lecture!  oh,  all  you  Gallants, 
that  hope  to  be  faved  by  y-our  Cloaths,  edify,  edity  ! 

Aymer.  By  the  Lard,  fweet  Lard  1  rliou  deferv'il  a 
Penfion  o'the  State. 

Q^  2  Page. 
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PL^gc. — Oth'  Taylors,  two  fuch  Lords  were  able  to 
Ipread  Taylors  o'er  the  Face  of  a  whole  Kingdom. 

Ncv.juH.  'Pox  a  this  Glafs !  it  flatters. — 1  could  find 
in  my  Heart  to  break  it. 

Page.  O,  lave  the  Glafs,  my  Lord !  and  break  their 
Heads  :  They  are  the  greater  Flatterers,  1  afllire  you. 

ylymcr.  Flatters,  dctrads,  impairs. — Yet,  put  it  by. 
Left  thou,  dear  Lord,  Nnrcijfus-Vikc^  fliould  doat 
Upon  thyfelf,  and  die ;  and  rob  the  World 
Of  Nature's  Copy,  that  flie  works  Form  by. 

Li/nd.  Oh  !  that  I  were  the  Infanta  Queen  of  Europe! 
Who  but  thyfelf,  fweet  Lord,  fhould  marry  me ! 

Nov.  jun.  I  marry  ?    Were  there  a  Queen  o'th'  World, 
notL 
Wedlock.?  No  Padlock,  Horfe-Lock,  I  wear  Spurs 

{He  capers. 
To  keep  it  off  my  Heels ;  yet,  my  Jymer! 
Like  a  free,  wanton  Jennet  i'th'  Meadows, 
I  look  about,  and  neigh,  take  Hedge  and  Ditch, 
Feed  in  my  Neighbour's  Paftures ;  pick  my  Choice 
Of  all  their  fair-mane'd  Mares  :  But  married  once, 
A  Man  is  flak'd,  or  poun'd,  and  cannot  graze 
Beyond  his  own  Hedge. 

Enler  Pontalier,  and  Malotin. 

PghL  I  have  waited.  Sir  ! 
Three  Hours  to  fpeak  with  you,  and  take  it  not  well, 
Such  Magpies  are  admitted,  whilft-  I  dance 
Attendance. 

Ltlad.  Magpies  ?  What  d'ye  take  me  for  ? 

Pont.  A  long  Thing  with  a  moft  unpromifing  Face. 

Jymer.  Fll  nt'er  afk  him  what  he  takes  me  for. 

Malot.  Do  not,  Sir  ! 
For  he'll  go  near  to  tell  you. 
•  PorJ.  An  not  thou  a  Barber- Surgeon  ? 

Barlf.  Yes,  Sirrah  !   why  .? 

PonL  My  Lord  is  forely  troubled  with  two  Scabs. 

Lilad.  Jymer.  Humph 

Pont.  I  prythee,  cure  him  of  'em, 

Nov, 
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Nov.jun.  Pi  111 !  no  more  ; 
Thy  Gall  fiire's  overthrown :  Thefe  are  my  ConnciJ, 
And  we  were  now  in  ferious  Difcourle. 

Pont.  Of   Perfume  and  Apparel.     Can  you  rife. 
And  fpend  five  Hours  in  DrefTing-Talk  with  thefe  ? 

Nov.  jun.  Thould'fl  have  me  be  a  Dog :  Up,  ftretch, 
and  fhake, 
And  ready  for  all  Day. 

Pont.  Sir!  would  you  be 
More  curious  in  preferving  of  your  Honour 
Trim,  'twere  more  manly.     I  am  come  to  wake 
Your  Reputation  from  this  Lethargy 
You  let  it  deep  in  -,  to  perfuade,  importune. 
Nay,  to  provoke  you,  Sir  !  to  call  to  Account 
This  Colonel  Romont.,  for  the  foul  Wrong, 
Which,  like  a  Burthen,  he  hath  laid  on  you. 
And,  like  a  drunken  Porter,  you  deep  under. 
'Tis  all  the  Town-Talk,  and,  believe,  Sir, 
If  your  tough  Senfe  perfift  thus,  you're  undone. 
Utterly  loft;  you  will  be  fcorn'd  and  baffled 
By  every  Lacquey  •,  feafon  nov/  your  Youth 
With  one  brave  Thing,  and  it  (hall  keep  the  Odour 
Even  to  your  Death,  beyond ;  and  on  your  Tomb, 
Scent  like  fweetOils  and  Frankincenfe  :  Sir!  this  Life 
Which  once  you  fav'd,  I  ne'er  fince  counted  mine  j 
I  borrow'd  it  of  you,  and  now  will  pay  it ; 
I  tender  you  the  Service  of  my  Sword 
To  bear  your  Challenge  •,  if  you'll  write,  your  Fate. 
I'll  make  mine  own  :   What  e'er  betide  you,  I, 
That  have  liv'd  by  you,  by  your  Side  will  die. 

Nov.  jun.  Ha !  ha !  would'ft  ha'  me  challenge  poor 
Romont  : 
Fight  with  clofe  Breeches  ?  Thou  may'ft  think  I  dare 

not. 
Do  not  miftake  me,  Coze  I'm  very  valiant ; 
But  Valour  fliall  not  make  me  fuch  an  Afs. 
What  Ufe  is  there  of  Valour,  now-a-days  ? 
'Tis  fure,  or  to  be  kill'd,  or  to  be  hang'd. 
Fight  thou  as  thy  Mind  moves  thee  j  'tis  thy  Trade : 

0^3  Thou 
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Thou  haft  nothing  elle  to  do.     Fight  with  Romoui  ? 
No,  I'll  not  fight  under  a  Lord. 

Pont.  Farewell,  Sir !   I  pity  you. 
Such  loving  Lords  walk  their  dead  Honour's  Graves, 
For  no  Companions  lit,  but  Fools  and  Knaves. 
Come  Malotin.  [Exeuni  Fontalier,  Malotin, 

Enier  Romont. 

Liliui.  'Sfoot,  Colbravd,  the  low  Giant. 

Aymer.  Fie  has  brought  a  Battle  in  his  Face,  let's  go. 

Page.  Colhrand.,  d'ye  call  him  .?  He'll  make  fome  of 
you  Imoak,  I  believe. 

Kom.  By  your  Leave,  Sirs  I 

Ayrner.  Are  you  a  Confort  t  "^ 

Rom.  D'ye  take  me  for 
A  Fidler  ?  y'ure  decciv'd: — Look.     I'll  pay  you. 

[^Kicks  V;». 

Page.  It  feems  he  knows  you  one,  he  bumfiddles  you 
fo. 

Lihd.  Was  there  ever  fo  bafe  a  Fellow  ? 

Jymer.  A  Rafcal ! 

Lilad.  A  moft  uncivil  Groom  ! 

Ayrner.  Offer  to  kick  a  Gentleman  in  a  Nobleman's 
Chamber  ?  A  Pox  o'  your  Manners. 

Lilad.  Let  him  alone,  let  him  alone,  thou  IQialt  lofe 
thy  Arm,  Fellov^ !  if  we  ftir  againft  thee,  hang  us. 

Page.  'Sfoot,  I  think  they   have  the  better  on  him, 
though  they  be  kick'd,  they  talk  fo. 

iJlad.  Let's  leave  the  mad  Ape. 

Nov.j'dn.  Gentlemen! 

Lilad.  Nay,  my  Lord  !  we  will  not  offer  to  didionour 
you  fo  much  as  to  ftay  by  you,  fince  he's  alone. 

7  Aym.  y^re  you  a  C,  nfort,  Scc  i.  e.  Come  you  here  to  be  play'd 
jon. — Thus  in  Rotifco, 

Tyh.  Mcrcutio,  thou  confort'fl  wiih  Romeo 

M,r.  Conibrt !  what   cleft  thou   make  us  Minflrel-s  if  thou  mak.^ 
Miiillrels  of  us,  look  to  hear  nothing  but  Difcords,  &c. 

AQ.  3,  Scene  1. 

Nov, 
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Nov.  jun.  Hark  you, 

Aymer,  We  doubt  the  Caufe,  and  nil!  not  difparage 
you,  fo  much  as  to  take  your  Lordfr-ip's  Qiir'Tel  in 
Hand.  Plague  on  hi;ri,  how  he  has  crumpled  our  Bands, 

Vage.  rii  eVn  away  with  'em,  for  this  Soldier  beats 
Man,  Woman,  and  Child. 

\_EKeunt  all  hut  No  vail  and  Romont, 

Nov.  jun.  What  mean  you,  Sir?  My  People. — 

Rom.  Your  Boy's  gone,  ^Locks  the  Door, 

And  Door's  lock'd, — yet  for  no  Hurt  to  you. 
But  privacy  :  Call  up  your  Blood  again.  Sir  ! 
Be  not  afraid,  I  do  befeech  you,  Sir  ! 
And  therefore,  come,  without  more  Circumftance, 
Tell  me  how  far  the  PaiTages  have  gone 
*Twixt  you,  and  your  fair  Miftrefs  Beaumelle. 
Tell  me  the  Truth,  and,  by  my  Hope  of  Heaven, 
It  never  Ihall  go  farther. 

Nov.  jun.  Tell  you  ?  Why,  Sir  ^ 
Are  you  my  Confeflbr  .? 

Rom.  I  will  be  your  Confounder,  if  you  do  not. 

[Draws  a  Pocht  Dagger^ 
Stir  not,  nor  fpend  your  Voice. 

Nov.  jun.  What  will  you  do  ? 

Rom.  Nothing  but   line  your  Brain-pan,  Sir !  wk|^ 
Lead, 
If  you  not  fatisfy  me  fuddenly, 
I'm  defperate  of  my  Life,  and  command  yours. 

Nov.  jun.  Hold !  hold !  I'll  fpeak.  I  vow  to  Heaven 
and  you. 
She's  yet  untouched,  more  than  her  Face  and  Hands- 
I  cannot  call  her  innocent ;  for,  I  yield. 
On  my  follicitous  Wrongs  fhe  confented. 
Where  Time  and  Place  met  Opportunity 
To  grant  me  all  Requefts. 

Rom.  But,  may  I  build 
On  this  Aflurance  ? 

Nov,  jun.  As  upon  your  Faith. 

Q.4  ^^^* 
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Rom.  Write  this,  Sir !  nay,  you  muft. 

[Draws  Inkborn  and  Paper. 

]Slci\jun.  Pox  of  this  Gun. 

Rom.   Withall,  Sir !  you  muft  fwear,  and  put  your 
Oath 
Unckr  your  Hand,  (fliake  not)  ne'er  to  frequent 
This  Lady's  Company  •,  nor  ever  fend 
Token,  or  MefTage,  or  Letter,  to  incHne 
This  (too  much  prone  aheady)  yielding  Lady. 

Nov.  jiin.  'Tis  done.  Sir ! 

Ro',n.   Let  me  fee,  this  firft  is  right ; 
And  here  you  vvifh  a  fudden  Death  may  light 
Upon  your  Body,  and  Hell  take  your  Soul, 
If  ever  more  you  fee  her,  but  by  Chance, 
Much  lefs  allure  her.     Now,  my  Lord  !  your  Hand. 

Nov.jun.  My  Hand  to  this  ? 

Rom.  Your  Heart  elfe,  I  aflure  you. 

Nov.jun.  Nay,  there  'tis. 

Rom.  So,  keep  this  laft  Article 
Of  your  Faith  given,  and  'ftcvid  of  Threat'nings,  Sir ! 
The  Service  of  my  Sword  and  Life  is  yours  : 
But  not  a  Word  of  it, — 'tis  Fairies  Treafure  ; 
Which,  but  reveal'd,  brings  on  the  Blabbers  Ruin. 
Ufe  your  Youth  better,  and  this  excellent  Form 
Heav'n  hath  beftow'd  upon  you.     So,  good  Morrow  to 
your  Lordfhip.  [Exit. 

Ncv.jiin.  Good  Devil  to  your  Roguefhip.  No  Man's 

fafe. 

I'll  have  a  Cannon  planted  in  my  Chamber, 
Againft  fuch  roaring  Rogues. 

.    '         Enter  Bellapert. 

Belldp.  My  Lord,  away  ! 

The  Coach  ftays  :  Now  have  your  Wifli,  and  judge. 
If  I  have  been  forgetful. 

Nov.jun.  Ha ! 

Bellap.  D'ye  ftand 
Humming  and  hawing  now?  [Exit. 

Nov, 
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Nov.  jiin.  Sweet  Wench,  1  come. 
Hence  Fear, 

1  iwore, — that's  all  one  %  my  next  Oath  I'll  keep 
That  I  did  mean  to  break,  and  then  'tis  quit. 
No  Pain  is  due  to  Lover's  Perjury  : 
If  Jove  himfelf  laugh  at  it,  fo  will  L         \Exit  NovalL 

SCENE     11. 

Enter  Charalois,  Beaumont, 

Beaum.  I  grieve  for  the  Diftafte 
Though  I  have  Manners, 
Not  to  inquire  the  Caufe  fall'n  out  between 
Your  Lordfhip  and  Romont. 

Char.  I  love  a  Friend, 
So  long  as  he  continues  in  the  Bounds 
Prefcrib'd  by  Friendfliip  ;  but,  when  he  ufurps 
Too  far  what  is  proper  to  myfelf. 
And  puts  the  Habit  of  a  Governor  on, 
I  muft  and  will  preferve  my  Liberty. 
But  fpeak  of  fomething  elfe,  this  is  a  Theme 
I  take  no  Pleafure  in  :   What's  this  Aymer. 
Whofe  Voice  for  Song,  and  excellent  Knowledge  in 
The  chiefeft  Parts  of  Mufick,  you  beftow 
Such  Praifes  on  ? 

Beaum.  He  is  a  Gentleman, 
(For  fo  his  Quality  fpeaks  him)  v/ell  receiv'd 
Among  our  greateft  Gallants ;  but  yet  holds 
Kis  main  Dependance  from  the  young  Lord  NovalL 
Some  Tricks  and  Crotchets  he  has  in  his  Head, 
As  all  Muficians  have,  and  more  of  him 
I  dare  not  author  :  But,  when  you  have  heard  him, 
I  may  prefume,  your  Lordfhip  fo  will  like  him, 
That  you'll  hereafter  be  a  Friend  to  Mufick; 

Char.  I  never  was  an  Enemy  to't,  Becumcnti 
Nor  yet  do  I  fubfcribe  to  the  Opinion 
Of  thofe  old  Captains,  that  thought  nothing  mufical. 
But  Cries  of  yielding  EnemieSj  Neighing  of  LlorfeSa 

Ciafliing 
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Clafhing  of  Armour,  loud  Snouts,  Drums,  ancj  Trum- 
pets : 
Nor,  on  the  other  Side,  in  Favour  of  it. 
Affirm  the  World  was  made  by  muficnl  Difcord, 
Or  that  the  Happmefs  of  our  Lite  confiils 
In  a  well  vary'd  Note  upon  the  Lute  : 
I  love  it  to  the  Worth  of  it,  and  no  farther. 
— Bur,  let  us  fee  chis  Wonder. 

Bcaum.  Fie  prevents  my  calling  of  him. 


Ente, 


r  iiymer. 


Aymcr.  Let  the  Coach  be  brought 
To  the  Back  Gate,  and  ferve  the  Banquet  up  : 
My  good  Lord  Charakis  I  I  think  my  Houie 
Much  honour'd  in  your  Prefence. 

Char.  To  have  Means 
To  know  you  better,  Sir,  has  brought  me  hither 
A  willing  Vifitant ;  and  you'll  crown  my  Welcome 
In  making  me  a  Witnefs  to  your  Skill, 
■\\'hich,  crediting  from  others,  I  admire. 

Aymcr.  Flad  I  been  one  Flour  fooner  made  acquaintecj 
With  your  Intent,  my  Lord,  you  fhould  have  fopnd  me 
Better  provided  :  Now,  fuch  as  it  is. 
Pray  you  grace  with  your  Acceptance. 

Beanm.  You  aie  modcfl. 

Aymer.  Begin  the  lail  new  Air. 

Char.  Shall  we  not  fee  them  ? 

Aymer.  This  little  Diflance  from  the  Inftruments 
Will  to  your  Ears  convey  the  Harmony 
With  more  Delight. 

Char.  I'll  not  contend. 

Aymer.  Y'are  tedious,  — 
By  this  Means  fnall  1  with  one  Banquet  pleafe 
Two  Companies,  thofe  within,  and  thefe  Gulls  here. 

[Mtifick.,  and  a  Song  above, 

Beaumel.  within.  Ha !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Char.  How's  this  ?  It  is  my  Lady's  Laugh,  moll  cer- 
tain   r 

y/hen 
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When  I  firft  pleas'd  her,  in  this  merry  Language, 
She  gave  me  Thanks. 

Beanm.  How  Uke  you  this  ? 

Cha7\  'Tis  rare, 

Yet  I  may  be  deceiv'd,  and  fhould  be  forry^ 
Upon  uncertain  Suppofitions,  radily 
To  write  myfelf  in  the  black  Lift  of  thofe 
I  have  declaim'd  againft,  and  to  Romont. 

Jymer.  I  would  he  were  well  off.- Perhaps  your 

Lorddiip 
Likes  not  thefe  fad  Tunes :  I  have  a  new  Song, 
Set  to  a  lighter  Note,  may  pleafe  you  better  ; 
'Tis  caird  The  Happy  Hujhand. 

Char.   Pray  fing  it. 
Seng  bek-zv.     At  the  End  of  the  Song.,  Beaumelle  within, 

Beaumel.  Ha !  ha !  'tis  luch  a  Groom, 

Char.  Do  I  hear  this. 
And  yet  frand  doubtful }  [Exit  Charalols. 

Aymer.  Stay  him  ! — I  am  undone, 
/\n-ithey  difcover'd, 

Beaum.  What's  the  Matter  ^ 

Jymer.  Ah  ! 
That  Women,  when  they're  well  pleas'd,  cannot  hold. 
But  muft  laugh  out. 

Enter  Novall,  jtm.  Charalois,  Beaumelle,  Bellapett. 

Nov.  jun.  Help !  fave  me  !  Murther  !  Murther ! 

Bellap.  Undone  forever ! 

Char.  Oh,  my  Heart ! 
Hold  yet  a  little. — Do  not  hope  to  Tcape 
By  Flight,  it  is  impoffible  :  Though  I  might 
On  all  Advantage  take  thy  Life,  and  juftly  -, 
This  Sword,  my  Father's  Sword,  that  ne'er  was  drawn 
But  to  a  noble  Purpofe,  fhall  not  now 
Do  th'  Office  of  a  Hangman  ;  I  referve  it 
To  right  mine  Honour,  not  for  a  Revenge 
So  poor,  that  though  with  thee  it  fliould  cut  off 
Thy  Family,  with  all  that  are  ally'd 

To 
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To  thee  in  Liifb,  or  Bafencfs,  'twere  ftiJl  fhort  of 
All  Terms  of  Satisfaflion. — Draw. 

Nov.jun.  I  dare  not  : 
I  have  already  done  you  too  much  Wrong 
To  fight  in  fuch  a  Caufe. 

Char.   Why,  dar'ft  thou  neither 
Be  honeft.  Coward  ?  nor  yet  vahant.  Knave  ? 
In  fuch  a  Caufe  come,  do  not  fliame  thyfelf ; 
Such  whofe  Blood's  Wrongs,  or  Wrong  done  to  them- 

felves 
Could  never  heat,  are  yet  in  the  Defence 
Of  their  Whores,  daring. — Look  on  her  again. 
You  thought  her  worth  the  Hazard  of  your  Soul, 
And  yet  Hand  doubtful,  in  her  Qiiarrel,  to 
Venture  your  Body. 

Beatim.  No,  he  fears  his  Cloaths 
More  than  his  Flefh. 

Char.  Keep  from  me  : — Guard  thy  Life  ; 
Or,  as  thou  haft  liv'd  like  a  Goat,  thou  fliait 
Die  like  a  Sheep. 

Nov.  jun.  Since  there's  no  Remedy, 
Defpair  ot  Safety  now  in  me  prove  Courage. 

S^I'hiy  fight.  ^ov2i\\  is  JIain. 

Char.  How  foon  weak  Wrong's  o'erthrown  !     Lend 
me  your  Hand, 
Bear  this  to  the  Caroch — Come,  you  have  taught  me 
To  fay,  you  muft,  and  IKall :  I  wrong  you  not ; 
Y'are  but  to  keep  him  Company  you  love. 
— Is't  done  .?  'tis  vvell. — Raife  Officers  !  and  take  Care, 
All  you  can  apprehend  within  the  Houfe 
May  be  forth-coming.     Do  I  appear  much  mov'd  ? 

Beaum.  No,  Sir. 

Char.  My  Griefs  are  now  thus  to  be  borne  j 
Hereafter  I'll  find  Time  and  Place  to  nnourn. 

[^Exeunt, 


scene; 
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SCENE     III. 

Enter  Romont,  Pontalier. 

Poni.  I  was  bound  to  feek  you,  Sir ! 

Rom.  And,  had  you  found  me 
In  any  Place  but  in  the  Street,  1  fhould 
Have  done, — nor  talk'd  to  you.  Are  you  the  Captain  ? 
The  hopeful  Pcntalier  ?  whom  I  have  feen 
Do  in  the  Field  fuch  Service,  as  then  made  you 
Their  Envy  that  commanded,  here  at  Home 
To  play  the  Parafite  to  a  gilded  Knave, 
And,  it  may  be,  the  Pander  ? 

Font.  Without  this, 
I  come  to  call  you  to  Account,  for  what 
Is  paft  already.     I  by  your  Example 
Of  Thankfulnefs  to  the  dead  General, 
By  whom  you  were  rais'd,  have  pradis'd  to  be  fo 
Tp  my  good  Lord  Novall.,  by  whom  I  live  -, 
Whofe  leaft  Difgrace,  that  is,  or  may  be  offer'd, 
With  all  the  Hazard  of  my  Life  and  Fortunes, 
I  will  make  good  on  you,  or  any  Man, 
That  has  a  Hand  in't ;  and,  fince  you  allow  me 
A  Gentleman   and  a  Soldier,  there's  no  Doubt 
You  will  except  againil  me.     You  Ihall  meet 
With  a  fair  Enerny  •,  you  underftand 
The  Right  I  look  for,  and  muft  have. 

Rom.  I  do ; 
And  with  the  next  Day's  Sun  you  Ihall  hear  from  me. 

\^Exeunt, 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Charalois  with  a  Cajkit^  Beaumelle,  Beaumont, 

Char.  Pray  bear  this  to  my  Father-,  at  his  Leifure 
He  may  perufe  it :  But  with  your  beft  Language 
Intreat  his  inftant  Prefence.     You  have  fv/orn 
Not  to  reveal  what  I  have  done. 

Beaum. 
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Bcaum.  Nor  will  I  —  but  — 

Char.  Doubt  me  not.  By  Heaven,  I  will  do  nothing 
But  what  may  (land  with  Honour.' — Pray  you  leave  me 

\_Ex.  Beaumont. 
To  my  own  Thoughts. — It  this  be  to  me,  rife : 

[Beaumel.  kjieeh. 
I  am  not  worthy  the  looking  on,  but  only 
To  iced  Contempt  and  Scorn  ;  and  that,  from  you 
Who  with  the  Lofs  of  your  fair  Name  have  caus'd  it, 
Were  too  much  Cruelty. 

Bcf.p.mel.   1  dare  not  move  you 
To  hear  me  fpeak.    I  know  my  Fault  is  far 
Beyond  QiialiHcation,  or  Excufe  -, 
That  'tis  not  fit  for  me  to  hope,  or  you 
To  think  of  Mercy ;  only  I  prefume 
To  intreat  you  would  be  pleas'd  to  look  upon 
My  Sorrow  for  it,  and  believe,  thefe  Tears 
Are  the  true  Children  of  my  Grief,  and  not 
A  Woman's  Cunning. 

Char.  Can  you,  Beaumelle, 
Having  deceived  fo  great  a  Truft  as  mine. 
Though  I  were  all  Credulity,  hope  again 
To  get  Belief  ^     No,  no  ;  if  you  look  on  me 
With  Pity,  or  dare  pradife  any  Means 
To  make  my  Sufferings  lefs,  or  give  juft  Caufc 
To  all  the  World,  to  think  what  I  muft  do. 
Was  call'd  upon  by  you,  ufe  other  Ways ; 
Deny  what  1  have  feen,  or  juftify 
What  you  have  done ;  and,  as  you  defperately 
Made  Shipwreck  of  your  Faith  to  be  a  Whore, 
Ufe  th'  Arms  of  fuch  a  one,  and  fuch  Defence  j 
And  multiply  the  Sin,  with  Impudence. 
Stand  boldly  up,  and  tell  me  to  my  Teeth, 
That  you  have  done  but  what's  warranted 
By  great  Examples,  in  all  Places  where 
Women  inhabit :  Urge  your  own  Deferts, 
Or  Want  in  me  of  Merit :  Tell  me,  how 
Your  Dow'r  from  the  low  Gulf  of  Poverty, 
W^eigh'd  up  my  Fortunes  to  what  now  they  are  •: 
That  I  was  purchas'd  by  yoiir  Choice,  and  Praflice 
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To  fhelter  you  from  Shame,  that  you  might  fin 

As  boldly  as  fecurely  ;  that  poor  Men 

Are  married  to  thofe  Wives  that  bring  them  Wealth  j 

One  Day  their  Hufbands,  but  Obfervers  ever  : 

That  v/hen  by  this  proud  Ufage  you  have  blown 

The  Fire  of  my  juft  Vengeance  to  the  Height, 

I  then  may  kill  you  ;  and  yet  fay,  'twas  done 

In  Heat  of  Blood,  and  after  die  myfe}f> 

To  witnefs  my  Repentance. 

Beaumel.  O  my  Fate  ! 
That  never  would  confent  that  I  Ihould  fee 
How  worthy  thou  wert  both  of  Love  and  Duty 
Before  I  loft  you  ;  and  my  Mifery  made 
The  Glafs,  in  which  I  now  behold  your  Virtue  ! 
While  I  was  good,  I  was  a  Part  of  you. 
And  of  two,  by  the  virtuous  Harmony 
Of  our  fair  Minds,  made  one  :  But,  fince  I  wancfer'd 
In  the  forbidden  Labyrinth  of  Luft, 
What  was  infeparablc,  is  by  me  divided. 
With  Juftice,  therefore,  you  may  cut  me  off. 
And  from  your  Memory  v/afh  the  RemembraiKe 
That  e'er  I  was  ;  like  to  fomc  vicious  Purpofe 
Within  your  better  Judgment,  you  repent  of. 
And  ftudy  to  forget. 

Char.  O  Beaumelle ! 
That  you  can  fpeak  fo  v/ell,  and  do  fo  ill ! 
But  you  had  been  too  great  a  Blefllng,  if 
You  had  continu'd  chafte  :  See  how  you  force  me 
To  this,  becaufe  mine  Honour  will  not  yield 
That  I  again  fhould  love  you. 

Beaumel.  In  this  Lite 
It  is  not  fit  you  fliould  :  Yet  you  fiiall  find, 
Though  I  was  bold  enough  to  be  a  Strumpet, 
I  dare  not  yet  live  one  :  Let  thofe  fam*d  Matrons 
That  are  canoniz'd  worthy  of  our  Sex, 
Tranfcend  me  in  their  Sanctity  of  Life, 
I  yet  will  equal  them  in  dying  nobly, 
Ambitious  of  no  Honour  after  Life, 
But  that,  when  I  am  dead,  you  will  forgive  me. 

Char, 
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Char.  How  Pity  fieals  upon  me  !  fliould  I  hear  her 

[^Knock  within. 
But  ten  Words  more,  1  were  loft. — One  knocks,  go  in. 

{^Exit  Beaumellc. 
That  to  be  merciful  lliould  be  a  Sin  ! 

Enter  Rochfort. 

O,  Sir,  moft  welcome  !    Let  me  take  your  Cloak, 

I  muft  not  be  deny'd. —  Here  are  your  Robes, 

As  you  love  Juftice,  once  more  put  them  on. 

There  is  a  Caufe  to  be  determin'd  of, 

That  does  require  fuch  an  Integrity 

As  you  have  ever  us'd. — I'll  put  you  to 

The  Trial  of  your  Conftancy  and  Goodnefs ; 

And  look  that  you,  that  have  been  Eagle-ey'd 

In  other  Mens  Affairs,  prove  not  a  Mole 

In  what  concerns  yourfelf.     Take  you  your  Seat, 

I  will  before  you  prefently.  \_Exit. 

Roch.  Angels  guard  me  ! 
To  what  ftrange  Tragedy  does  this  Deftruflion 
Serve  for  a  Prologue  ? 

Enter  Charalois  with  NovallV  Bod)\  Beaumelle,  and 
Beaumont. 

Char.  So,  fet  it  down  before 
The  Judgment  Seat,  and  ftand  you  at  the  Bar  : 
For  me,  I  am  the  Accufer. 

Roch.  Nov  all  flain  ? 
And  Beaumelle.,  my  Daughter,  in  the  Place 
Of  one  to  be  arraign'd  ? 

Char.  O,  are  you  touch'd  ? 
I  find  that  I  muft  take  another  Courfe. 

\lle  Hoodwinks  Rochfort* 
Fear  nothing  -,  I  will  only  blind  your  Eyes, 
For  Juftice  fhould  do  fo,  when  'tis  to  meet 
An  Objed  that  may  fway  her  equal  Doom 
From  what  it  fliould  be  aim'd  at. — Good  my  Lord  ! 
A  Day  of  Hearing.  Roch, 
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Roch.  It  is  granted,  fpeak— You  fliall  have  Juflice. 
Char.  I  then  here  acciife, 
Mofb  equal  Judge,  the  Prifonerj  your  fair  Daughter, 
For  whom  I  ow'd  fo  much  to  you  :   Your  Daughter, 
So  worthy  in  her  own  Parts,  and  that  Worth 
Set  forth  by  yours,  to  whofe  fo  rare  Perfedions, 
Truth  witnefs  with  me,  in  the  Place  of  Service 
I  almofl  paid  idolatrous  Sacrifice, 
To  be  a  falfe  Adultrefs. 
Roch.  With  whom  ? 
Char.  With  this  Novall^  here  dead. 
Roch.  Be  well  advis'd, 
And  ere  you  fay  Adultrefs  again. 
Her  Fame  depending  on  it,  be  mofl  fure 
That  fhe  is  one. 

Char.  I  took  them  in  the  Afl. 
I  know  no  Proof  beyond  it. 
Roch.  O  my  Heart ! 
Char.  A  Judge  fhould  ftt\  no  PafTions. 
Roch.  Yet,  remember 
Fie  is  a  Man,  and  cannot  put  off  Nature. 
\Vhat  Anfwer  makes  the  Priloner  ? 

Beaumel.  I  contefs 
The  Fad:  I  am  charg'd  with,  and  yield  myfelf 
Moll  miferably  guilty. 

Roch.  Heaven  take  Mercy 

Upon  your  Soul,  then  :  It  mufi:  leave  your  Body. 

Ndvv'  free  mine  Eyes :  I  dare  unmov'd  look  on  her. 
And  fortify  my  Sentence  with  ftrong  Realons. 
Since  that  the  politick  Law  provides,  that  Servants, 
To  whofe  Care  we  commit  our  Goods,  fliall  die. 
If  they  abufe  our  Truft  ;  what  can  you  look  for. 
To  whofe  Charge  this  mofb  hopeful  Lord  gave  up 
All  he  received  from  his  brave  Anceftors, 
Or  he  could  leave  to  his  Poftericy  ? 
His  Honour,  wicked  Woman !   in  whofe  Safi^ty 
All  this  Life's  Joys  and  Comtorts  were  lock'd  up, 
With  thy  Lull,  a  Thief  hath  now  iloln  from  hmi ; 

And  therefore 

'Vol.  Ik  R  Char. 
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Char.  Stay,  jiift  Judge. — May  not  what's  loft 
By  her  own  Fault  (for  1  am  charitable. 
And  charge  her  not  with  many)  be  forgotten 
In  her  fair  Life  herf.'aftcr  ? 

Roch.  Never,  Sir  ! 
The  Wrong  that's  done  to  the  chafte  married  Bed, 
Repentant  Tears  can  never  expiate  ; 
And  be  aflur'd,  to  pardon  fuch  a  Sin, 
Is  an  Offence  as  great  as  to  commit  it. 
Char.  I  may  not  then  forgive  her  ? 
Rccb.  Nor  flie  hope  it : 
Nor  can  fhe  wifli  to  live.     No  fun  fhall  rife, 
But  ere  it  fet,  fhall  fliew  her  ugly  Luft 
In  a  new  Shape,  and  every  one  more  horrid : 
Nay,    even  thofe   Prayers,    which  with    fuch   humble 

Fervour 
She  feems  to  fend  up  yonder,  are  beat  back ; 
And  all  Suits,  which  her  Penitence  can  proffer. 
As  foon  as  made,  are  with  Contempt  thrown 
Off  all  the  Courts  of  Mercy. 

Char.  Let  her  die  then.  [^He  kills  her. 

Better  prepar'd  I  am.     Sure  I  could  not  take  her, 
Nor  fhe  accufe  her  Father,  as  a  Judge 
Partial  againft  her. 

Beaumel.  I  approve  his  Sentence, 
And  kifs  the  Executioner :  My  Luft 
Is  now  run  from  me  in  that  Blood,  in  which 
It  was  begot  and  nouriihed.  [D/W. 

Roch.  Is  fhe  dead  then  ? 

Char.  Yes,  Sir,  this  is  her  Heart-Blocd,  is  it  not .'' 
I  think  it  be, 

Roch.  And  you  have  kili'd  her  .'' 
Char.  True,  and  did  it  by  your  Doom. 
Rcch.  But  I  pronounc'd  it 
As  a  Judge  only,  and  a  Friend  to  Juftice, 
.  And  zealous  in  Defence  of  your  wrong'd  Honour, 
Broke  ail  the  Ties  of  Nature ;  and  caft  off 
The  Love  and  foft  Affedion  of  a  Father. 
I,  in  your  Caufe,  put  on  a  Scarlet  Robe 

Of 
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Of  red-dy'd  Cruelty  ;  but,  in  Return, 
You  have  advanc'd  for  me  no  Flag  of  Mercy. 
I  look'd  on  you  as  a  wrong'd  Hulband  ;  but 
You  clos'd  your  Eyes  againil  me,  as  a  Father. 

0  Beanmelle  !  my  Daughter  ! 
Char.  This  is  Madnefs. 

Rcch.  Keep  from  me. — Could  not  one  good  Thought 
rife  up. 
To  tell  you  that  fhe  was  my  Age's  Comfort, 
Begot  by  a  weak  Man,  and  born  a  Woman, 
And  could  not,  therefore,  but  partake  of  Frailty  ? 
Or  wherefore  did  not  Thankful nefs  (lep  forth, 
To  urge  my  many  Merits,  which  I  may 
Objed  unto  you,  fince  you  prove  ungrateful; 
Flinty-hearted  Charalois  ? 

Char.  Nature  does  prevail  above  your  Virtue. 

Roch.  No  ;  it  gives  me  Eyes, 
To  pierce  the  Heart  of  your  Defign  againft  me. 

1  find  it  now ;  it  was  my  'State  was  aim'd  at, 

A  nobler  Match  was  fought  foi*,  and  t!ic  Hours 
I  liv'd,  grew  tedious  to  you  :   My  Compaffion 
Towards  you  hath  render'd  me  mod  mikrable. 
And  foolifh  Charity  undone  myfelf 
But  there's  a  Heaven  above,  from  whofejufl  Wreak 
No  Mifts  of  PoHcy  can  hide  OiFenders. 

Enter  Novall,y};;.  with  Officers, 

Nov.  fen.  Force  ope  the  Doors. — O  Monfter!  Canibal! 
Lay  hold  on  him  —  My  Son  !   my  Son  ! — O  Rochfort  I 
'Twas  you  gave  Liberty  to  this  bloody  Wolf 
To  worry  ail  our  Comforts. — —But  this  is 
No  Time  to  quarrel ;  now  give  your  AlTiftance 
For  the  Revenge. 

Roch.  Call  it  a  fitter  Name. 
— Juftice  for  innocent  Blow!. 

Char,  Though  all  confpirc 
'Againil  that  Life  which  I  am  weary  of, 
A  little  longer  yet  I'll  ftrive  to  keeu  it, 

R  2         '  To 
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To  rtiew,  in  Spite  of  Malice,  and  their  Laws, 
His  Pica  mud  fpeed,   that  hath  an  honeft  Caufe. 

[Exeu)2i. 

ACTV.        SCENE     I. 

Enler  Liladam,  Taylor^  Officen. 

Liuid.  WJ  ^^  Y,  'tis  both  moft  iinconfcionable,  and 

Y  y  untimely, 

T'  arreft  a  Gallant  for  his  Cloaths,  before 
He  has  worn  them  out :  Befides,  you  faid  you  afk'd 
My  Name  in  my  Lord's  Bond,  but  for  me  only. 
And  now  you'll  lay  me  up  for't.     Do  not  thinl^ 
The  taking  Meafure  of  a  Cuftomer 
By  a  Brace  of  Varlers,  though  I  rather  wait 
Never  lb  patiently,  will  prove  a  Falhion 
Which  any  Courtier  or  Inns-of-Court  Man 
Would  follow  willingly. 

Taylor.  There  I  believe  you. 
But,  Sir  !  1  muft  have  prefent  Monies,  or 

AfTurance,  to  fecure  me  when  I  ihall 

Or  I  will  fee  to  your  coming  forth. 

Lit  ad.  Plague  on't ! 
You  have  provided  for  my  Entrance  in : 
That  coming  forth  you  talk  of,  concerns  me. 
What  fhall  1  do  ?  You've  done  me  a  Difgracc 
In  the  Arreft,  but  more  in  giving  Caufe 
To  all  the  Street  to  think  I  cannot  ftand 
Without  thefe  two  Supporters  for  my  Arms  : 
Pray  you,  let  them  looie  me  :  For  their  Satisfadion 
I  will  not  run  away. 

Taylor.  For  theirs  you  will  not ; 
But  for  your  own  you  would  :   Look  to  him.  Fellows  ! 

Lilad.  Why  do   you  call    them    Fellows  ?    Do  not 
Your  Reputation  fo,  as  you  are  merely  [wrong 

A 
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A  Taylor,  faithful,  apt  to  believe  in  Gallants. 
You're  a  Companion  at  a  ten  Crown  Supper 
Far  Cloth  of  Bodkin,  and  may  with  one  Lark 
Eat  up  three  Manchcts,  and  no  Man  obferve  you. 
Or  call  your  Trade  in  Qiieftion  for'r.     But,  when 
You  ftudy  your  Debt-Book,  and  hold  Correfpondence 
With  Officers  of  the  Hanger,  and  leave  Swordmen, 
The  Learned  conclude,  the  Taylor  and  Serjeant 
In  the  Expreffion  of  a  Knave  are  thefe 
To  be  fynonymous.     Look,  therefore,  to  it ! 
And  let  us  part  in  Peace.  I  would  be  loth 
You  fliould  undo  yourfelf. 

Enier  Old  Kovall,  and  Pontalier. 

Taylor.  To  let  you  go 
Were  the  next  Way.     But,  fee  !   here's  your  old  Lord  j 
Let  him  but  give  his  Word  I  fliall  be  paid. 
And  you  are  free. 

Li/ad.  S'lid!   I'll  puthimto't: 
I  can  be  but  denied  :  or — what  fay  you  ? 
His  Lordiliip  owing  me  three  Times  your  Debt ; 
If  you  arreft  him  at  my  Suit,  and  let  me 
Go  run  before,  to  lee  the  Aftion  enter'd, 
'Twould  be  a  witty  Jeft. 

Taylor.  I  muft  have  Earneft. — ■ 
I  cannot  pay  my  Debts  fo. 

Pont.  Can  your  Lordfhip 
Imagine,  while  I  live,  and  wear  a  Sword, 
Your  Son's  Death  fhall  be  unreveng'd  ? 

Nov.  fen.  I  know  not 
One  Reafon  why  you  fhould  not  do  like  others : 
I  am  fure,  of  all  the  Herd  that  fed  upon  him, 
I  cannot  fee  in  any,  now  he's  gone. 
In  Pity,  or  in  Thankfulnefs,  one  true  Sign 
Of  Sorrow  for  him. 

Pont.  AH  his  Bounties  yet 
Fell  not  in  fuch  unthankful  Ground  :  'Tis  true. 
He  had  Weakneffes,  but  fuch,  as  few  are  free  from. 

R  3  And, 
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And,  though  none  foothM  them  lefs  than  I,  for  now 

To  lay  that  I  tbrefaw  the  Dangers,  that 

Would  rile  from  cneiilhing  them,  were  but  untimely, 

I  yet  could  wilh,  the  Jullice  that  you  feek  for 

In  the  Revcrge,  had  been  trufted  to  me, 

And  not  the  uncertain  Ifilie  of  the  Laws  : 

*T  has  robb'd  me  of  a  noble  Teflimony 

Of  what  I  durft  do  for  him. — But,  however. 

My  forfeit  Life  redcem'd  by  him,  though  dead. 

Shall  do  him  Service. 

Nov.  fen.  As  far  as  my  Grief 
Will  give  me  Leave,  I  thank  you.' 

Lilad.  Oh,  my  Lord  ! 
Oh  my  good  Lord  !  deliver  me  from  thefe  Furies. 

Pc}7t.  Arrefccd  ?  This  is  one  of  them,  whofe  bafe 
And  abjecl  Flattery  help'd  to  dig  his  Grave  : 
He  is  not  worth  your  Pity,  nor  my  Anger. — 
Go  to  the  Bafi';ct,  and  Repent. 

Nov.  fe-i:.  Away  !  —  I  only  know  now  to  hate  thee 
I  will  do  nothing  for  thee.  [deadly  : 

Lilo-d.  Nor  you,  Captain  .^ 

Pont.  No,  to  your  Trade  again  •,  put  off  this  Cafe, 
It  may  be,  the  difcovering  what  you  were 
When  your  unfortunate  Mafter  took  you  up. 
May  move  Compaffion  in  your  Creditor. 
Confefs  the  Truth. 

l^Exit  Novall,/tf».  and  Pontalier. 

Lilad.  And,  now  I  think  on't  better, 
I  will,  Broiiier,  your  Hand  !  your  Lland,  fv/eet  Brother. 
I'm  of  your  Se6t,  and  my  Gallantry  but  a  Dream, 
Out  of  w'nich  thefe  two  fearful  Apparitions 
Againft  my  Will  have  wak'd  me.     This  rich  Sword 
Grew  fuddcnJy  out  of  a  Taylor's  Bodkin  -, 
Thefe  Hangers  from  my  Vails  and  Fees  in  Hell ; 
And,  whereas  now  this  Beaver  fits,  full  often 
A  thrifty  Cap,  compos'd  of  Broad-cloth  Lifts, 
Near-'kin  unto  the  Cuihion  where  I  fat 
Crofs-legM,  and  yet  ungarter'd,  hath  been  Teen, 
Our  Breakfi^fls,  famous  for  the  butter'd  Loaves, 

I  have 
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i  have  with  Joy  been  oft  acquainted  with  ; 
And  therefore  ufe  a  Confcience,  though  it  be  • 
Forbidden  in  our  Hall  towards  other  Men, 
To  me  that,  as  I  have  been,  will  again 
ge  of  the  Brotherhood. 

Officer.  I  know  him  now  : 
He  was  a  'Prentice  to  Le  Robe  at  Orleance. 

Lilad.  And  from  thence  brought  by  my  young  Lord, 
now  dead, 
\JntoDfjon  -,  and  with  him,  till  this  Hour, 
Hath  been  receiv'd  here  for  a  compleat  Monfieur, 
Nor  wonder  at  it ;  for  but  Tythe  our  Gallants, 
Even  thofe  of  the  firft  Rank,  and  you  will  find 
in  every  ten,  one,  peradventure  two. 
That  fmell  rank  of  the  dancing  School,  or  Fiddle, 
The  Pantofle  or  Prefling-iron  : — But  hereafter 
We'll  talk  of  this.     I  will  furrender  up 
My  Suits  again;  there  cannot  be  much  Lofs. 
*Tis  but  the  turning  of  the  Lace,  with  one 
Addition  more  you  know  of,  and  what  wants 
I  will  work  out. 

Taylor.  Then  here  our  Quarrel  ends : 
The  Gallant  is  turn'd  Taylor,  and  all  Friends.  [E^eunr. 

SCENE     II. 
Enfer  Romont,  Beaumont. 

Rom.  You  have  them  ready. 

Beaum.  Yes ;  and  they  will  fpeak 
Their  Knowledge  in  this  Caufe,  when  thcu  thinkft  Ht 
To  have  them  call'd  upon. 

Rom.  'Tis  well  -,  and  fcmething 
I  can  add  to  their  Evidence,  to  prove 
This   brave   Revenge,  which  they  would  have   call'd 

Murther, 
A  noble  Juftice. 

Beaum.  In  this  you  exprefs 
(The  Breach,  by  my  Lord's  Want  of  you,  new  made  up) 
A  faithful  Friend. 

R  4  Beaum, 
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Rem.  That  Friend fhip's  rais'd  on  Sand, 
Which  every  fudden  Gull  of  Dilcontent, 
Or  Flowing  o\  our  Paffions,  can  change. 
As  if  it  ne'er  h^d  been  : — But  do  you  know 
Who  are  to  fit  on  him  ? 

Beaum.  MonHeur  Du  Croy, 
AfTifted  by  Cbarnii, 

Rom.  I'he  Advocate, 
That  pleaded  for  the  Marnial's  Funeral, 
And  was  chcck'd  for  it  by  Nov(ilL 

Beaum.  The  fame. 

Rom.  How  fortunes  that  ? 

Beaum.  Why,  Sir,  my  Lord  Nova!!., 
Being  the  Acculer,  cannot  be  the  Judge-, 
Nor  would  grieve  Rochfcrt.,  but  Lord  Charalois 
(However  he  might  wrong  him  by  his  Power,) 
Should  have  an  equal  Hearing. 

Rom.  By  my  Hopes 
Of  Charalois'%  Acquittal,  I  lament 
That  reverend  old  Man's  Fortune. 

Beaum.  Had  you  feen  him, 
As  to  my  Grief  1  have,  now  promife  Patience, 
And,  e'er  it  was  believ'd,  though  fpake  by  hira 
That  never  break  his  Word,  enrag'd  again 
So  far  as  to  make  War  upon  thole  Hairs, 
Which  not  a  barbarous  6Vj/i'M«  durft  prefume 
To  touch,  but  vvidi  a  fuperftitious  Fear, 
As  fomething  facred -, — and  then  curfe  his  Daughter  j 
But  with  moie  frequent  Violence  himfelf, 
Afi  if  he  had  been  guilty  of  her  Fault, 
By  being  incredulous  of  your  Report, 
You  would  not  only  judge  him  worthy  Pity, 
But  fuffer  with  him. — But  here  comes  the  Prifoner, 

Enter  Charalois,  'uoith  Officers. 

I  dare  not  flay  to  do  my  Duty  to  him  ; 
Yet,  reft  aiTur'd,  all  polTible  Means  in  me 
^p  do  him  Service,  keeps  you  Company. 


Btm* 
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Jiom.  It  is  not  doubted.  [_Exit  Beaumont. 

Char.  Why,  yet,  as  I  came  hither, 
The  People,  apt' to  mock  Calamity, 
And  tread  on  the  opprefs'd,  made  no  Horns  at  me. 
Though  they  are  too  familiar  : — I  deferve  them. 
And,  knowing  too  what  Blood  my  Sword  hath  drunk, 
In  Wreak  of  that  Difgrace,  they  yet  forbear 
To  fliake  their  Heads,  or  to  revile  me  for 
A  Murtherer;  .they  rather  all  put  on 
(As  for  great  Lolles  the  old  Romans  us'd) 
A  general  Face  of  Sorrow,  waited  on 
Py  a  fad  Murmur  breaking  through  their  Silence, 
jind  no  Eye  but  was  readier  with  a  Tear 
To  witnefs  'twas  fhed  for  me,  than  I  could 
Difcern  a  Face  made  up  with  Scorn  againft  me. 
Why  fliould  I  then,  though  for  unufual  Wrongs 
I  chofe  unufual  Means  to  right  thofe  Wrongs, 
Condemn  myfelf,  as  over-partial 
In  my  own  Caufe. — Romont  ? 

Rom.  Beft  Friend,  well  miet ! 
By  my  Heart's  Love  to  you,  and  join  to  that 
My  Ihankfulnefs  that  ftill  lives  to  the  dead,    • 
I  look  upon  you  now  with  more  true  Joy, 
Then  when  I  fav/  you  married. 

Char.  You  have  Reafon 
To  give  you  W^arrant  for't.     My  falling  off 
From  fuch  a  Friendfhip,  with  the  Scorn  that  anfwered 
Your  too  prophetick  Counfc;],  may  well  move  you 
To  think  your  meeting  me,  going  to  my  Death, 
A  fit  Encounter  for  that  Hate  which  juftly 
1  have  defer v'd  from  you. 

Rom.  Shall  I  ftill,  then. 
Speak  Truth,  and  be  ill  underilood  ? 

Char.  You  are  not. 
I'm  confcious  I  have  wrong'd  you,  and  allow  me 
Only  a  moral  Man  to  look  on  you. 
Whom  foolin^ly  I  have  abus'd  and  injur'd. 
Mult  of  Necefiity  be  more  terrible  to  me, 
Xhan  any  Death  the  Judges  can  pronounce 

From 
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From  the  Tribunal  which  I  am  to  plead  at. 

Rem.  Paflion  tranfports  you. 

Char.  For  what  1  have  ione 
To  my  falfe  Lady,  or  Nciui I/,  I  can 
Give  fome  apparent  Caulc  •,  but,  touching  you, 
In  my  Defence,  Child-like,  I  can  fay  nothing. 
But  1  am  forry  tbr't ;  a  poor  Satisfaftion  ! 
And  yet,  m.iilake  me  not ;  for  it  is  more 
Then  1  will  fpeak,  to  have  my  Pardon  fign'd 
For  all  I  Hand  accus'd  of. 

Rom.  You  much  weaken 
The  Strength   of  your  good   Caufe,   fhould   you  but 

think, 
A  Man  for  doing  well  could  entertain 
A  Pardon,  were  it  offer'd.     You  have  given 
To  blind  and  flow  pac'd  Juflice,  Wings,  and  Eyes, 
To  fee,  and  overtake  Impieties, 
W^hich  from  a  cold  Proceeding  had  receiv'd 
Indulgence  or  Prote6lion. 

Cbi2r.  Think  you  fo  ? 

Rem.  Upon  my   Soul,  nor   lliould    the    Blood  you 
challenge 
And  took  to  cure  your  Honour,  breed  more  Scruple 
In  your  loft  Confcience,  than  if  your  Sword 
Had  been  fheath'd  in  aTygrefs,  or  She-Bear, 
That  in  their  Bowels  would  have  made  your  Tomb. 
To  injure  Innocence  is  more  than  Murther: 
But  when  inhuman  Lufts  transform  us,  then 
As  Beafls,  we  are  to  fufter,  not  like  Men, 
To  be  lamented.     Nor  did  Charalois  ever 
Perform  an  Acl  fo  worthy  the  Applaufe 
Of  a  full  Theatre  of  perfed  Men, 
As  he  hath  done  in  this :  The  Glory  got 
By  overthrovv'ing  outward  Enemies, 
Since  Strength  and  Fortune  are  main  Sharers  in  it, 
We  cannot,  but  by  Piecfs,  c:ill  our  own  : 
But,  when  v/e  conquer  our  intelline  Foes, 
Our  Paflions  bred  within  us,  and  of  thofe 
Tiie  mod  rebellious  I'yrant,  powerful  Love, 

Our 
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Our  Reafon  fuffering  us  to  like  no  longer 
Than  the  fair  Objea:,  being  good,  deferves  it. 
That's  a  true  Vidtory  ;  which,  were  great  Men 
Ambitious  to  atchieve,  by  your  Example 
Setting  no  Price  upon  the  Breach  of  Faith, 
But  L^ofs  of  Life,  'twould  fright  Adultery 
Out  of  their  Families,  and  make  Luft  appear 
As  loathfome  to  us  in  the  firft  Confent, 
As  when  'tis  waited  on  by  Punifliment. 

Char.  You  have  confirm'd  me.     Who  would  love  a 
Woman 
That  might  enjoy,  in  fuch  a  Man,  a  Friend  ? 
You've  made  me  know  the  Juftice  of  my  Caufe, 
And  m.ark'd  me  out  the  Way,  how  to  defend  it, 

Rom.  Continue  to  that  Refolution  conftant. 
And  you  fhall,  in  Contempt  of  their  worft  Malice, 
Come  off  with  Honour. — Here  they  come. 

Char.  I  am  ready. 

SCENE    III. ' 

'^nter  Du  Croy,  Charmi,  Rochfort,  Novall  fen.  Pon^ 
talier,  Beaumont. 

Nov.  fen.  See,  equal  Judges,  with  what  Confidence 
The  cruel  Murtherer  ftands,  as  if  he  would 
Out-face  the  Court  and  Juftice  ! 

Rocb.  But  look  on  him, 
And  you  fliall  find  (for  ftill  methinks  I  do. 
Though  Guilt  hath  dy'd  him  black)  fomething  good  in 

him, 
That  may  perhaps  work  with  a  wifer  Man, 
Than  I  have  been,  again  to  fet  him  free 
And  give  him  all  he  has. 

*  Scene  3.  The  enfuing  Scene  is  niofl  finely  wrote,  as  Is  indeed 
the  whole  Aft.  The  Misfortunes  of  the  good  old  generous  Rochfort, 
and  the  pious  Charaloij'i  continued  Round  of  Sorrows  muft  be  very  af- 
feaing  to  every  Heart,  that  is  capable  of  being  touched  with  Pity  and 
Tenderncfs. 

Charmi, 
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Charmi.   This  is  not  well. 
I  would  you  had  liv'd  lb,   my  Lord  !   that  I, 
Might  rather  have  continu'd  your  poor  Servant, 
'1  han  fit  here  as  your  Judge. 
Dti  Croy.  I  am  forry  for  you. 
Roch.  In  no  Aft  ot"  my  Life  I  have  deferv'd 
This  Injury  from  the  Court,  that  any  here 
Should  thus  uncivily  ufurp  on  what 
Js  proper  to  me  only. 

DuCroy.  What  Diftaile 
Receives  my  Lord  .^ 

Roch.  You  fay  you  are  forry  for  him: 
A  Grief  in  which  I  mull  not  have  a  Partner: 
' Tis  I  alone  am  forry,  that  I  rais'd 
The  Building  of  my  Life,  for  feventy  Years, 
Upon  fo  fure  a  Ground,  that  all  the  Vices, 
Pradis'd  to  ruin  [Man,  though  brought  againft  me. 
Could  never  undermine,  and  no  Way  left 
To  fend  thefe  grey  Hairs  to  the  Grave  with  Sorrow, 
Virtue,  that  was  my  Patronefs,  betray 'd  me  : 
For,  entring,  nay,  pofTelTing,  this  young  Man, 
It  lent  him  fuch  a  powerful  Majefly 
To  grace  whate'er  he  undertook,  that  freely 
I  gave  myfelf  up  v.'ith  my  Liberty, 
To  be  at  his  difpofing  :  Had  his  Perfon, 
Lovely  I  mufl  confeis,  or  far  fam'd  Valour, 
Or  any  other  fceming  Good,  that  yet 
Holds  a  near  Neighbourhood  with  111,  wrought  on  mc, 
I  might  have  borne  it  better:  But,  when  Goodnefs 
And  Piety  itfelf  in  her  bell  Figure 
Were  brib'd  to  my  Defcruftion,  can  you  blame  me, 
Though  I  forget  to  fufFer  like  a  Man, 
Or  rather  ait  a  Woman  ^ 
Beaum.  Good  my  Lord  ! 
Nov.  f 67:.  You  hinder  our  Proceeding. 
Charmi.  And  forget 
The  Farts  of  an  Accufer. 

Beaum.  'Pray  you,  remember 
To  ufe  the  Temper,  which  to  me  you  promis'd. 

Rock. 
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Rcch.  Angels  themfelves  muft  break,  5f^j/»z^«//  that 
promife. 
Beyond  the  Strength  and  Patience  of  Angels. 
But  I  have  done  : — My  good  Lord  !   pardon  me 
A  weak  old  Man  ;  and  pray  add  to  that 
A  miferable  Father  •,  yet  be  careful 
That  your  Compafllon  of  my  Age,  nor  his, 
Move  you  to  any  Thing,  that  may  mif-become 
The  Place  on  which  you  fit. 

Charmi.  Read  the  Indidmer.t. 

Char.  It  iliall  be  needlefs ;  I  myfelf,  my  Lords! 
Will  be  my  own  Accufer,  and  contefs 
All  they  can  charge  me  with  ;  nor  will  I  fpare 
To  aggravate  that  Guile  with  Circumftance 
They  feek  to  load  me  with  :  Only  I  pray. 
That,  as  for  them  you  will  vouchfafe  me  Flearing, 
I  may  not  be,  deny'd  it  for  myfelf. 
When  I  fhall  urge  by  what  unanfwerable  Reafons 
I  was  compell'd  to  what  I  did,  which  yet. 
Till  you  have  taught  me  better,  I  repent  not. 

Roch.  The  Motion's  honeft. 

Charmi.  And  'tis  freely  granted. 

Char.  Then  I  confefs,  my  Lords  !  that  I  ftood  bound. 
When,  with  my  Friends,  ev'n  Hope  itfelf  had  left  me. 
To  this  Man's  Charity  for  my  Liberty  -, 
Nor  did  his  Bounty  end  there,  but  began  : 
For,  after  my  Enlargement,  cherilhing 
The  Good  he  did,   he  made  me  Mafter  of 
His  only  Daughter,  and  his  whole  Eftatc  : 
Great  Ties  of  Thankfulnefs,  I  mud  acknowledge. 
Could  any  one,  fretrd  by  you,  prefs  this  further  r 
But  yet  confider,  my  moft  honour'd  Lords ' 
If  to  receive  a  P^ivour,  make  a  Servant, 
And  Benefits  are  Bonds  to  tie  the  Taker 
To  the  imperious  Will  of  him  that  gives, 
There's  none  but  Slaves  will  receive  Courtefie^ 
Since  they  mull  fetter  us  to  our  Dilhonours. 
Can  it  be  call'd  Magnificence  in  a  Prince, 
To  pour  down  Riches,  with  a  liberal  Hand, 

Upon 
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Upon  a  poor  Man's  Wants,  if  that  miifl:  bind  him. 

To  play  the  Iboth.ing  Parafite  to  his  Vices  ? 

Or  any  Man,  becaufe  he  lav'd  my  Hand, 

Prelunie  my  Head  and  Heart  are  at  his  Service  ? 

Or,  did  I  fland  cngag'd  to  buy  my  Freedom 

(Wlien  my  Captivity  was  honourable) 

By  making  myfelf  here,  and  Fame  hereafter, 

Bondllaves  to  Men's  Scorn,  and  calumnious  Tongues  r* 

Had  his  fair  Daughter's  Mind  been  like  her  Feature, 

Or,   for  fome  little  Blemilb,  I  had  fought 

For  my  Content  elfewhere,  wafting  on  others 

My  Body,  and  her  Dowry  ;  my  Forehead  then 

Deferv'd  the  Brand  of  bafe  Ingratitude  : 

But  if  obfequious  Ufage,  and  fair  Warning 

To  keep  her  worth  my  Love,  could  not  preferve  hcf 

From  being  a  Whore,  and  yet  no  cunning  one. 

So  to  offend,  and  yet  the  Fault  kept  from  me ■ 

What  fhould  I  do  ?  Let  any  free-born  Spirit 
Determine  truly,  if  that  Thankfulncfs, 
Choice  Form,  with  the  whole  World  given  for  a  Dowry^ 
Could  ftrengthen  fo  an  honeft  Man  with  Patience, 

As  with  a  willing  Neck  to  undergo 

The  infupportable  Yoke  of  Slave  or  Wittal. 

Cbarmi.WhsLt  Proof  have  you  fhedid  play  falfe,  befides 

Your  Oath  ? 

CJbar.  FIcr  own  ConfelTion  to  her  Father. 

I  afk  him  for  a  Witnefs» 
Roch.  'Tis  moft  true. 

I  would  not  willingly  blend  my  laft  Words 

With  an  Untruth. 

Cbar.  And  then  to  clear  myfelf. 

That  his  great  Wealth  was  not  the  Mark  1  fhot  at, 

But  that  I  held  it,  when  fair  Beaumelle 

Fell  from  her  Vertue,  like  the  fatal  Gold 

Which  Bremus  took  from  Delp.bosy  v/hofe  Poffefllon 

Brought  with  it  Ruin  to  himfelf  and  Army. 

Flere's  one  in  Court,  Beaumont,  by  whom  I  fent 

All  Grants  and  Writings  back,  which  made  it  mine. 

Before 
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Before  his  Daughter  dy'd  by  his  own  Sentence, 
As  freely,  as,  unailc'd,  he  gave  it  to  me, 

Beaum.  Ihey  are  here  to  be  feen. 

Charm.  Open  the  Cafket. -, 

Perufe  that  Deed  of  Gift. 

Rom.  Half  of  the  Danger 
Already  is  difcharg'd  :  The  other  Part 
As  bravely,  and  you  are  not  only  free, 
But  crown'd  with  Praife  for  ever. 

Du  Croy.  'Tis  apparent. 

Charmi.  Your  'State,  my  Lord,  again  is  yours* 

Roch.  Not  mine  -, 
I  am  not  of  the  World  :  If  it  can  profper, 
(And  yet,  being juftly  got,  I'll  not  examine 
Why  it  fhould  be  fo  fatal)  do  you  beftow  it 
On  pious  Ufes  :  I'll  go  feek  a  Grave. 
And  yet,  for  Proof,  I  die  in  Peace,  your  Pardon 
I  afk  ;  and,  as  you  grant  it  me,  may  Heaven, 
Your  Confcience,  and  thefe  Judges,  free  you  from 
What  you  are  charg'd  with.     So,  tarewell,  forever. — 

{Exit  Rochfort. 

Novall  fen.  I'll  be    mine  own  Guide.     PaiTion,  nor 
Example 
Shall  be  my  Leaders.     I  have  loft  a  Son, 
A  Son,  grave  Judges,  I  require  his  Blood 
From  his  accurfed  Homicide. 

Charmi.  What  Reply  you. 
In  your  Defence  for  this  ? 

Char.  I  but  attended 
Your  Lordlhip's  Pleafure. — For  the  Fad,  as  of 
The  former,  I  confefs  it ;  but  with  what 
Bafe  Wrongs  I  was  unwillingly  drawn  to  it. 
To  my  few  Words  there  are  fome  other  Proofs 
To  witnefs  this  for  Truth.     When  I  was  married 
(For  there  I  mud  begin)  the  flain  Novall 
Was  tjo  my  Wife,  in  Way  of  our  French  Courtfhip, 
A  moft  devoted  Servant;  but  yet  aimed  at 
Nothing  but  Means  to  quench  his  wanton  Heat, 
His  Heart  being  never  vvarm'd  by  lawful  Fires 

As 
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As  mine  was.  Lords;  and  though,  on  thcfc  Prefump- 

tions, 
Join'd  to  the  Hate  between  his  Iloufe  and  mine, 
I  might,  with  Opportunity  and  Eafe, 
Have  found  a  Way  for  my  Revenge,  I  did  not; 
But  Hill  he  had  the  Freedom  as  before. 
When  all  was  mine ;  and,  told  that  he  abus*d  it 
With  fome  unfeemly  Licence,  by  my  Friend, 
My  approv'd  Friend,  Romont,  I  gave  no  Credit 
To  the  Reporter,  but  reprov'd  him  for  it. 
As  one  uncourtly  and  malicious  to  him. 
What  could  I  more,  my  Lords  ?  Yet,  after  this. 
He  did  continue  in  his  firft  Purfuit, 
Hotter  then  ever,  and  at  length  obtained  it; 
But,  how  it  came  to  my  mo(t  certain  Knowledge, 
For  the  Dignity  of  the  Court,  and  my  own  Honour, 
I  dare  not  lay. 

Nov.  fen.  l\  all  may  be  believ'd 
A  palTionatc  Prifoner  fpeaks,  who  is  fo  fooli/h 
That  durtt  be  wicked,  that  will  appear  guilty  ? 
No,  my  grave  Lords  :  In  his  Impunity 
But  give  Example  unto  jealous  Men 
To  cut  the  Throats  they  hate,  and  they  will  never 
Want  Matter  or  Pretence  for  their  bad  Ends. 

Charmi.  You  muft  find  other  Proofs,  toflrengthen  thefe 
But  mere  Prefumptions. 

Du  Croy.  Or  we  fhall  hardly 
Allow  your  Innocence. 

Ckar.  All  your  Attempts 
Shall  fall  on  me,  like  brittle  Shafts  on  Armour, 
That  break  themfelves ;  or  like  Waves  againil  a  Rock, 
That  leave  no  Sign  of  their  ridiculous  Fury 
But  Foam  and  Splinters  ;  my  Innocence  like  thefe 
Shall  ftand  triumphant,  and  your  Malice  ferve 
But  for  a  Trumpet  to  proclaim  my  Conqueft : 
Nor  fhall  you,  though  you  do  the  word  Fate  can, 
How  e'er  condemn,  affright  an  honeft  Man. 

Rom.  May  it  plcafe  the  Court,  I  may  be  heard. 

Nov. 
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Nov.  fen.  You  come  not 
To  rail  again  ?  But  do— You  fliall  not  find 
Another  Rochfort. 

Rom.  In  Nov  all  I  cannot. 
But  I  come  furnilhed  with  what  will  (lop 
The  Mouth  of  his  Confpiracy  againfl:  the  Life 
Or  innocent  Charalois.     Do  you  know  this  Chara6ler? 

Nov.  fen.  Yes,  'tis  my  Son's. 

Rom.  May  it  pleafe  your  Lordfhips,  read  it. 
And  you  fhall  find  there,  with  what  Vehemency 
He  did  folicit  Beawnelie  ;  how  he  had  got 
A  Promife  from  her  to  enjoy  his  Wifbes  j 
How  after  he  abjur'd  her  Company, 
And  yet — (but  that  'tis  fit  I  fpare  the  Dead) 
Like  a  damn'd  Villain,  as  foon  as  recorded. 
He  brake  that  Oath  \ — to  make  this  manifeft. 
Produce  his  Bawds  and  her's. 

Enter  Aymer,  Florimel,  Bellapert. 

Charmi.  Have  they  took  their  Oaths  ? 

Rom.  They  have,  and,  rather  than  endure  the  Rack, 
Confefs  the  Time,  the  Meeting,  nay  the  Ad:  -, 
What  would  you  more  ?  Only  this  Matron  made 
A  free  Difcovery  to  a  good  End  -, 
And  therefore  I  fue  to  the  Court,  fhe  may  not 
Be  plac'd  in  the  black  Lift  of  the  Delinquents. 

Pont.  I  fee  by  this,  Novall's  Revenge  needs  mci 
And  I  fliall  do. 


Charmi.  'Tis  evident 

Nov.  fen.  That  I 
Till  now  was  never  wretched  :  Here's  no  Place 
To  curie  him  or  my  Stars.  \_Exit  Novall^/^». 

Charmi.  Lord  Charalois  I 
The  Injuries  you  have  fuftain'd,  appear 
So  worthy  of  the  Mercy  of  the  Court, 
That,  notwithftanding  you  have  gone  beyond 
1  he  Letter  of  the  Law,  they  yet  acquit  you. 

Pont.  But,  in  Novall,  I  do  condemn  him — thus. 

[Slah  him. 

Vol.  II.  S  Char. 


274        THE    FATAL    DOWRY. 

Char.  I'm  flain. 

Rg}]i.  Can  I  look  on?   Oh,  murd'ious  Wretch! 
Thy  Challenge  now  1  anlwcr. — So  die  with  him. 

[Siabs  Fontalier. 
Cbarmi.  A  Guard !  difarm  him  ! 
Rom.  I  yield  up  my  Sword 
Untbrc'd — Oh,  Charalois! 

Char.  For  Shame,  Romont ! 
Mourn  not  for  him,  that  dies,  as  he  hath  liv'd  -, 
Still  conftant  and  unmov'd  :   What's  fall'n  upon  me. 
Is  by  Heav'ns  Will  i  becaufe  I  made  myfelf 
A  Judge  in  my  own  Caufe  without  their  Warrant : — 
But  he,  that  lets  me  know  thus  much  in  Death, 
With  all  good  Men—forgive  me.  [Dies, 

Pent.  1  receive 
The  Vengeance,  which  my  Love  not  built  on  Virtue, 
Has  made  me  worthy  of.  IDies, 

Charmi.   We're  taught 
By  this  fad  Precedent,  how  juft  foever 
Our  Rcafons  are  to  remedy  our  Wrongs, 
We're  yet  to  leave  them  to  their  Will  and  Power, 
That  to  that  Furpofe  have  Authority. 
For  you,  Romont^  although  in  your  Excufe 
You  may  plead,  what  you  did,  was  in  Revenge 
Of  the  Dilhonour  done  unto  the  Court : 
Yet,  fince  from  us  you  had  not  Warrant  for  it. 
We  banifh  you  the  State  :  For  thefe,  they  Ihall,. 
As  they  are  found  guilty  or  innocent. 
Or  be  fet  free,  or  luffer  Punjlhment.  [Exeunt, 
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To  the  Right  Honourable,  and  my  Efpeclal 
Good  Lord, 

JOHN     Lord     MO  HUN, 

Baron  of  Okehampton,  &c, 

IMy  Good  Lord, 

?^'*}^)K"^\  E  T  ray  Prefum-ption  in  Jliling  you  fo  (halnng 
^  L  ^  never  deferred  H  in  my  Service)  from  the  Cle- 
?^\;yv'.''^  'r>Jency  cf  your  noble  Difpojition,  find  Pardon. 
a^.v.MJfe  <jj^g  Reverence  due  to  the  Name  of  Mohun,  long 
fince  honoured  in  three  Earls  of  Somerfet,  and  eight  Barons 
of  Muniler,  may  challenge  from  all  Pens  a  deferved  Cele- 
bration. And  the  rather  in  refpecf  thofe  Titles  vcere  not 
pMrchafed^  but  conferred^  and  continued  in  your  Ancefiors, 
for  many  virtuous,  noble,  and  fiill  living  ASlions  \  nor  ever 
forfeited,  or  tainted,  but  when  the  Iniquity  of  thofe  Times 
laboured  the  Vepreffion  of  approved  Gcodnefs,  and  in  wicked 
Policy  held  it  fit  that  Loyalty  and  Faith,  in  taking  Part 
with  the  true  Prince,  fioould  be  degraded  and  mulcted.  But 
this  admitting  no  farther  Dilation  in  this  Place,  may  your 
Lordfljip  pleafe,  and  with  all  pojfihle  Brevity  to  under- 
fiand,  the  Reafons  why  I  am,  in  humble  Thankfulnefs,  am- 
hitious  to  fhelter  this  Poem  under  the  Wings  of  your  Ho- 
nourable Prote^ion.  My  worthy  Friend,  Mr.  Afton 
QQ,Q\i2^\x\,  your  Nephew,  to  my  extraordinary  Content,  de- 
livered to  me,  that  your  Lordfjjip,  at  your  vacant  Hours, 
fometimes  vouchfafed  to  perufe  fuch  Trifles  of  mine  as  have 
paffed  the  Prefs,  and  not  alone  warranted  them  in  your 
gentle  Suffrage,  but  difdained  not  to  beficw  a  Remembrance 
of  your  Love^  and  intended  Favour  to  me.  I profefs  to  the 
World,  I  was  exalted  with  the  Bounty,  and  with  good  Af- 
furance,  it  being  fo  rare  in  this  Age  to  meet  with  eve  Noble 
Name,  that,  in  Fear  to  be  cenfured  of  Levity  and  IVeaknefs, 
dares  exprefs  itfelf  a  Frie7;d  cr  Patron  to  contemned  Poetry.'^ 

*  That  this  noble  Lcrd  not  only  favoured  Poetry,  but  wrote  him- 
fdf,  appears  fiom  S.c  ABcn  CVi^;>;'s  Le-.ter  to  hi»  Lordlhip  in  Verfe. 
^Q^Co.kaini  Poems,  Page  8c. 

S  3  Having 
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Having,  therefore,  no  Means  elfe  left  me  to  witnefs  the 
Obligation,  in  which  I  ft  and  moft  willingly  bound  to  your 
Lordjhip,  I  offer  this  Tragi -Comedy  to  your  gracious  Ac- 
ceptance, no  Way  defpairing,  but  that  with  a  clear  AfpeSt, 
you  will  deign  to  receive  it  {it  being  an  Indu^ion  to  my 
future  Endeavours)  and  that  in  the  Lift  of  thofe,  that  to 
your  Merit  truly  admire  you,  you  may  defend  to  number 

Your  Lordfhip*s 

Faithful  ?Ionourer, 

Philip  Massinger. 


P  R  O  L  O  G  U  E  at  the  Black-Fryers. 

BU  T  that  imperious  Cuftom  warrants  it. 
Our  Author  with  much  Willingnefs  would  omit 
This  Preface  to  his  new  Work.     He  hath  found 
(And  fuffer'd  for't)  many  are  apt  to  wound 
His  Credit  in  this  Kind  :  and,  whether  he 
Exprefs  himfelf  fearful,  or  peremptory. 
He  cannot  'fcape  their  Cenfures  who  delight 
To  mifapply  whatever  he  fhould  write. 
'Tis  his  hard  Fate.  And  though  he  will  not  fue. 
Or  bafely  beg  fuch  Suffrages,  yet  to  you 
Free,  and  ingenuous  Spirits,  he  doth  now. 
In  me  prefent  his  Service,  with  his  Vow 
He  hath  done  his  heft  -,  and,  though  he  cannot  glory- 
In  his  Invention,  (this  Work  being  a  Story, 
Of  reverend  Antiquity)  he  doth  hope 
In  the  Proportion  of  it,  and  the  Scope, 
You  may  obferve  fome  Pieces  drawn  like  one 
Of  a  ftedfdft  Hand,  and  with  the  whiter  Stone 
To  be  mark'd  in  your  fair  Cenfures.     More  than  this 
I  am  forbid  to  promife,  and  it  is 

^  With 
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With  the  moft  'till  you  confirm  it :  fince  we  know 
Whate'er  the  Shaft  be.  Archer,  or  the  Bow 
From  which  'tis  fent,  it  cannot  hit  the  White 
Unlefs  your  iVpprobation  guide  it  right. 

PROLOGUE    at  COURT. 

AS  ever  (Sif)  you  lent  a  gfacious  Ear 
To  opprefs'd  Innocence,  now  vouchfafe  to  hear 
A  fliort  Petition.     At  your  Feet,  in  me. 
The  Poet  kneels,  and  to  your  Majefty 
Appeals  for  Juftice.     What  we  now  prefent. 
When  firit  conceiv'd,  in  his  Vote  and  Intent, 
Was  facred  to  your  Pleafure  •,  in  each  Part 
With  his  beft  of  Fancy,  Judgment,  Language,  Art, 
Fafhion'd,  and  fonti'd  fo,  as  might  wel]_,  and  may 
Defer ve  a  Welcome,  and  no  vulgar  Way. 
He  durll  not  (Sir)  at  fuch  a  folemn  Feall 
Lard  his  grave  Matter  with  one  fcurrilous  Jell ; 
But  labour'd  that  no  PafTage  might  appear. 
But  what  the  Qiieen  without  a  Blufh  might  hear : 
And  yet  this  poor  Work  fufFer'd  by  the  Rage, 
And  Envy  of  fome  Cato's  of  the  Stage  : 
Yet  ftill  he  hopes,  this  Play,  which  then  was  ^ttxi 
With  fore  Eyes,  and  condemn'd  out  of  their  Spleen, 
May  be  by  you,  the  fupreme  Judge,  fet  free. 
And  rais*d  above  the  Reach  of  Calumny. 
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THEODOSIUS    die  Youngeiv 

PAtTLiNus,  a  Kinfman  to  the  Emperor. 
Philanax,  Captain  of  the  Guard. 
Patriarch, 

TiMANTUS,        •^ 

Chr  YSAPius,   [  Eunuchs  of  the  Emperor's  Chamber, 
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Cleon,  a  Traveller,  Friend  to  Paulinus. 

Informer. 
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THE 

E  M  P  E  R  O  R  of  the  E  A  S  T. 


ACT     I.         SCENE     I.* 

Paulinus,  Cleon. 
Paulinas. 
?09CM"*iN  your  fix  Years  Travel,  Friend,  no  doubt, 
M   J    )^  you*ve  met  with 

}eC        )^^       Many,  and  rare  Adventures,  and  obferv'd 
k.MX^       The  VVonders  of  each  Climate,  varying  in 
The  Manners,  and  the  Men»  and  fo  return. 
For  the  future  Service  of  your  Prince  and  Country, 
In  your  Underftanding  better'd. 

Cleon.  Sir,  I  have  made  oft 
The  beft  Ufe  in  my  Power,  and  hope  my  Gleanings, 
After  the  full  Crop  others  reap'd  before  me. 
Shall  not,  when  I  am  call'd  on,  altogether 
Appear  unprofitable  :  Yet  I  left 
The  Miracle  of  Mirades  in  our  Age 
At  home  behind  me ;  every  where  abroad 
Fame  with  a  true,  though  prodigal  Voice,  deliver'd 
Such  Wonders  of  Pulcheria  the  Princefs, 
To  the  Amazement,  nay,  Afironifhment  rather 
Of  fuch  as  heard  it,  that  I  found  not  one. 
In  all  the  States  and  Kingdoms  that  I  pafs'd  through. 
Worthy  to  be  her  fecond. 

*  The  Plot  of  this  Play  is  founded  on  the  Hiftory  of  fheodojius  the 
younger.     See  Socrates,  Lib.  7.  The  odor  ety  L.  5,  fsrV. 

Paul 
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Paul  She,  indeed,  is 
A  pert"c6t  Phctnix,  and  difdains  a  Rival. 
Her  infant  Years,  as  you  know,  promis'd  much  ; 
But  grown  to  Ripencfs  flie  tranfcends,  and  makes 
Credulity  her  Debtor.     I  will  tell  you 
In  my  blunt  Way,  to  entertain  the  Time 
Until  you  have  theHappinefs  to  He  her. 
How  in  your  Abknce  flie  hath  borne  herfclf. 
And  with  all  poffible  Brevity,  though  the  Subjeifl 
Is  luch  a  Ipacious  Field,  as  would  require 
An  Abftraci  of  the  purelt  Eloquence 
(Deriv'd  from  the  moft  famous  Orators 
The  Nurfe  of  Learning,  Athens^  lliew'd  the  World) 
In  that  Man,  that  lliould  undertake  to  be 
Her  true  Hiftorian. 

Cleon.  In  this  you  fhali  do  me 
A  fpecial  Favour. 

Paul.  Since  Arcadius'  Death, 
Our  late  great  Mailer,  the  Prote6lion  of 
The  Prince  his  Son,  the  fecond  Theodofms, 
By  a  general  Vote  and  Suffrage  of  the  People ; 
Was  to  her  Charge  affign'd,  with  the  Difpofure 
Of  his  lb  many  Kingdoms.     For  his  Perlbn, 
She  hath  fo  train'd  him  up  in  all  thofe  Arts 
That  are  both  great  and  good,  and  to  be  wilhed 
In  an  imperial  Monarch,  that  the  Mother 
Of  the  Gracchi,  grave  Cornelia  (Rome  ftill  boafls  of) 
The  wife  Pulcheria  but  nam'd,  muft  be 
No  more  remember'd.     She,  by  her  Example, 
Hath  made  the  Court  a  kind  of  Academy, 
In  which  true  Honour  is  both  learn'd,  and  praftis'd. 
Her  private  Lodgings  a  chafte  Nunnery, 
In  which  her  Sifters,  as  Probationers,  hear 
From  her  their  Sovereign  Abbefs,  all  the  Precepts 
Read  in  the  School  of  Virtue. 

CleoTi.  You  amaze  me. 

Paul.  I  fhall,  ere  I  conclude  :  For  here  the  Wonder 
Begins,  not  ends.     Her  Soul  is  fo  immenfe. 
And  her  ftrong  F'acukies  fo  apprehenfive. 
To  fearch  into  the  Depth  of  deep  Defigns, 

And 
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And  of  all  Natures,  that  the  Burthen,  which 

To  many  Men  were  infupportable. 

To  her  is  but  a  gentle  Exercife, 

Made  by  the  frequent  Ufe  famiHar  to  her. 

Cko'^.  With  your  good  Favour,  let  me  interrupt  you. 
Being  as  fhe  is  in  every  Part  fo  perfe6t, 
Methinks  that  all  Kings  of  ourEaflern  World 
Should  become  Rivals  for  her. 

Paul.  So  they  have  ; 
But  to  no  Purpofe.     She,  that  knows  her  Strength 
To  rule,  and  govern  Monarchs,  fcorns  to  wear 
On  her  free  Neck  the  fervile  Yoke  of  Marriage. 
And  for  one^Ioofe  Defire,  envy  itfelf 
Dares  not  prefume  to  taint  her.     Fenus'  Son  ' 
Is  blind  indeed,  when  he  but  gazes  on  her. 
Her  Chaftity  being  a  Rock  of  Diamonds, 
W^ich  which  encounter'd,  his  Shafts  fly  in  Splinters, 
His  flaming  Torches  in  the  living  Spring 
Of  her  Perfections,  quench'd  :  And,  to  crown  all  j- 
She's  fo  impartial  when  flie  fits  upon 
The  high  Tribunal,  neither  fway'd  with  Pity, 
Nor  aw'd  by  Fear,  beyond  her  equal  Scale, 
That  'tis  not  Superilition  to  believe 
Jfirea  once  more  lives  upon  the  Earth, 
Pulcherias  Breaft  her  Temple. 

Cleon.  You  have  given  her 
An  admirable  Chara6ler. 

Paul.  She  defer vcs  it. 
And  fuch  is  the  commanding  Power  of  ^Hrtue, 
That  from  her  vicious  Enemies  it  compels 
Picans  of  Praife  as  a  due  Tribute  to  her. 

[^Solemn  loud  MM/uh 

Cleon.  What  means  this  folemn  Mufick  f 

Paul.  It  ulhers 


Venus  Son 


Is  blind  indeed,  &c. 
And  thus  Shake/pear  in  driolar.u: 

' Chafte  as  the  Ificle 

That's  curdled  by  the  Froft  from  pureft  Snow, 
And  hangs  on  Dian\  Temple. 

Aft  5.  Scene  5- 
l\he 
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The  Emperor*s  Morning-Meditation, 
In  which  Pulcheria  is  more  then  afTiftant. 
'Tis  worth  your  Obfervation,  and  you  may 
Collecfl  from  her  Expence  of  Time  this  Day, 
How  her  Hours  for  many  Years  have  been  difpos'd  of. 
Cleon.  I  am  all  Eyes  and  Ears. 

Enter  after  a   Strain  of  Mujick^  Philanax,  Timantus, 
Patriarch,    Theodofuis,  Pulcheria,   Flaccilla,  Arca- 
dia, followed  by  Chryfapius  and  Gratianus,  Informer , 
Servant Sy  Officers. 
Pulch.  Your  Patience,  Sir. 
Let  thofe  corrupted  Minifters  of  the  Court, 
Which  you  complain  of,  our  Devotions  ended. 
Be  cited  to  appear.     For  the  Ambafladors 
Who  are  importunate  to  have  Audience, 
From  me  you  may  alTume  them,  that  To-morrow 
They  fhall  in  publick  kifs  the  Emperor's  Robe, 
And  we  in  private  with  our  fooneft  Leifure 
Will  give  'cm  Hearing.     Have  you  efpecial  Care  too 
That  free  Accefs  be  granted  unto  all 
Petitioners.     The  Morning  wears. — Pray  you  on.  Sir  ; 
Time  loft  is  ne'er  recover'd. 

{Exeunt  Thtodofius,  Pulcheria,  and  the  'Train, 
Paul.  Did  you  note 
The  Majefty  Ihe  appears  in  ? 

Cleon.  Yes,  my  good  Lord  ; 
I  was  ravifh'd  with  it. 

Paul.  And  then  with  what  Speed 
She  orders  her  Difpatches,  not  one  daring 
To  interpofe  ;  the  Emperor  himfelf 
W^ithout  Reply,  putting  in  Act  whatever 
She  pleas'd  t'  in.pofe  upon  him. 

Cleon.  Yet  there  were  fome 
That  in  their  fullen  Looks  rather  confefied 
A  forc'd  Conftraint  to  ferve  her,  than  a  Will 
To  be  at  her  Devotion  :   What  are  they  .? 

Paul.  Eunuchs  of  the  Emperor's  Chamber,  that  re- 
pine 
The  Globe  and  awful  Scepter  fhould  give  Place 

Unto 
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"UntotheDiftaff,  for  as  fuch  they  vvhifper 
A  Woman's  Government,  but  dare  not,  yet, 
Exprefs  themfelves. 

,Cleon.  From  whence  are  the  Ambafladors 
To  whom  fhe  promis'd  Audience  ? 

Paul.  They  are 
Employ'd  by  divers  Princes,  who  defire 
Alliance  with  our  Emperor,  whofe  Years  now. 
As  you  fee,  write  him  Man.     One  would  advance 
A  Daughter  to  the  Honour  of  his  Bed  ; 
A  fecond,  his  fair  Sifter  :  To  inftrudl  you 
In  the  Particulars  would  afk  longer  Time 
Than  my  own  Defigns  give  Way  to.     I  have  Letters 
From  fpecial  Friends  ot  mine,  that  to  my  Care 
Commend  a  ftranger  Virgin,  whom  this  Morning 
I  purpofe  to  prefent  before  the  Princefs : 
Jf  you  pleafe,  you  may  accompany  me. 

Clean.  I'll  wait  on  you.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Informer^  Officers   bringing  in  the  Proje£for^  the  Suhttrhs 
Mignion,  the  Majiers  of  the  Habit  and  Manners. 

Informer.  Why  fhould  you  droop,  or  hang  your  work', 
ing  Heads  ? 
No  Danger  is  meant  to  you  ;  pray,  bear  up, 
For  aught  I  know  you're  cited  to  receive 
Preferment  due  to  your  Merits. 

Proje^or.  Very  likely  : 
In  all  the  Projeds  I  have  read  and  praflis'd, 
I  never  found  one  Man  compell'd  to  come 
Before  the  Seat  of  Juftice,  under  Guard, 
To  receive  Honour, 

Informer.  No  ?  It  may  be,  you  are 
The  firft  Example.     Men  of  Qiialities, 
As  I've  deliver'd  you  to  the  Proteftrefs, 
W' ho  knows  how  to  advance  them,  can't  conceive 
A  fitter  Place  to  have  their  Virtues  publilh'd, 

Than 
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Than  in  open  Court.  Could  you  hope  that  the  Princefs, 

Knowing  your  precious  Merits,  will  reward  'em 

In  a  private  Corner  ?  No  ;  you  know  not  yet 

How  you  may  be  exalted. 

Suburbs  ?vHnion.  To  the  Gallows. 

Informer.  Fie 
Nor  yet  deprels'd  to  the  Gallics  ;  in  your  Names 
You  carry  no  fuch  Crimes  :  Your  Ipccious  Titles 
Cannot  but  take  her — Prelidcnt  of  the  Proje6lors ! 
What  a  Noiie  it  makes  ?  The  Mafler  of  the  Habit! 
How  proud  would  fome  one  Country  be  that  I  know 
To  be  your  (irft  Pupil  ?   Minion  of  the  Suburbs, 
And  now  and  then  admitted  to  the  Court, 
And  honour'd  with  the  Stile  of  Squire  of  Dames, 
AVhat  Hurt  is  in  it  ?  One  Thing  I  muft  tell  you. 
As  I  am  the  State-fcout,  you  may  think  me  an  Informer, 

Majler  of  the  Habit.  They  are  Synonimous. 

Informer.  Conceal  nothing  from  her 
Of  your  good  Parts,  'twill  be  the  better  for  you  ; 
Or  if  you  fhould,  it  matters  not,  fhe  can  conjure, 
And  I  am  her  ubiquitary  Spirit, 
Bound  to  obey  her — You  have  my  Inflruftions, 
Stand  by,  here's  better  Company. 

Enter  Paulinus,  Cleon,  Athenais,  -with  a  Petition. 

Athen.  Can  I  hope.  Sir, 
Opprefled  Innocence  fhall  find  Proteflion, 
And  Juftice  among  Strangers,  when  my  Brothers, 
Brothers  of  one  Womb,  by  one  Sire  begotten. 
Trample  on  my  Afflictions  ? 

Paul.  Forget  them, 
Remembring  thofe  may  help  you. 

Athen.  They  have  rob'd  me 
Of  all  Means  to  prefer  my  juft  Complaint 
With  any  promiting  Hope  to  gain  a  Hearing, 
Much  Icfs  Redrefs :   Petitions  not  fweetned 
With  Gold,  are  but  unfavory,  oft  refufed  i 
Or,  if  receiv'd,  are  pocketed,  not  read. 
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A  Suitor's  fwelling  Tears  by  the  glowing  Beams 
Of  cholerick  Authority  are  dry'd  up. 
Before  they  fall  •,  or,  if  feen,  never  pitied. 
What  will  become  of  a  forfaken  Maid  ? 
My  fiatt'ring  Hopes  are  too  weak  to  encounter 
With  my  ftrong  linemy,  Defpair,  and  'tis 
In  vain  t'  oppofe  her. 

Clean.  Cheer  her  up ;  flie  faints,  Sir. 
Paul.  This  argues  Weaknefs,  though  your  Brothers 
were 
Cruel  beyond  ExprefTion,  and  the  Judges 
That  fentenc'd  you,  corrupt  •,  you  fhall  find  here 
One  of  your  own  Fair  Sex  to  do  you  right, 
Whofe  Beams  of  Juftice,  like  the  Sun,  extend 
Their  Light  and  Heat  to  Strangers,  and  are  not 
Municipal,  or  confin'd. 

Athen.  Fray  you  do  not  feed  me 
With  airy  Hopes,  unlefs  you  can  aflure  xfi^ 
The  great  Pulcberia  will  defcend  to  hear 
My  miferable  Story,  it  were  better 
I  died  without  her  Trouble. 
Paul.  She  is  bound  to  it 
By  the  furefl:  Chain,  her  natural  Inclination 
To  help  th'  afflicSled  ;  nor  fhall  long  Delays 
(More  terrible  to  miferable  Suitors 
Then  quick  Denials)  grieve  you.     Dry  your  fair  Eyes ; 
This  Room  will  inftantly  be  fandify'd 
With  her  blefs'd  Prefence  -,  to  her  ready  Hand 
Prefent  your  Grievances,  and  reft  aflfur'd 
You  fhall  depart  contented. 

Jthen.  You  breathe  in  me 
A  fecond  Life. 

Informer.  Will  your  Lordfhip  pleafe  to  hear 
Your  Servant  a  few  Words  ? 
Paul,  Away,  you  Rafcal ! 
Did  I  ever  keep  fuch  Servants  ? 

Informer.  If  your  Honefly 
Would  give  you  Leave,  it  would  be  for  your  Profit. 

Paul 
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Paul  To  make  Ufe  of  an  Informer?  Tell  me  in  what 
Can  you  advantage  me  ? 

Informer.  In  the  firil  Tender 
Of  a  frefli  Suit  never  beg'd  yet, 

Paul.  What's  your  Suit,  Sir  ? 

Informer.  'Tis  feafible: — Here  are  three  arrant  Knaves 
Difcover'd  by  my  Art : 

Paul.  And  thou  the  Arch-knave  ; 
The  gi-eat  devour  the  lefs : 

Informer.  And  with  good  Reafon  ; 
I  muft  eat  one  a  Month,  I  cannot  live  clfe, 

Paul.   A  notable  Cannibal  ?  But,  fhould  I  hear  thee. 
In  what  do  your  Knaves  concern  me  ? 

hi  former.  In  the  begging 
Of  their  Eftates. 

Paul.  Before  they  are  condemn'd  ? 

Informer.  Yes,  or  arraign'd,  your  Lordlliip  may  Ijpeak 
too  late  elfe. 
They  are  your  own,  and  I  will  be  content 
With  the  fifth  Part  of  a  Share. 

Paul.  Hence,  Rogue! 

Informer.  Such  Rogues 
In  this  Kind  will  be  heard,  and  cherifh'd  too. 
Fool  that  I  was  to  offer  fuch  a  Bargain. 
To  a  fpic'd  Confcience  Chapman — But  I  care  not ; 
What  he  difdains  to  talle  others  will  fwallow. 

{^Loud  Mufick, 

Enter  Theodofius,  Pulcheria,  and  the  Train. 

Cleon.  They  are  returned  from  the  Temple. 

Paid.  See,  ?i\t  appears  ; 
What  think  you  now  ? 

Athen.  A  cunning  Painter,  thus. 
Her  Veil  ta'n  oft,  and  awful  Sword  and  Balance 
Laid  by  would  pidure  Juflice. 

Pulch.  When  you  pleafe. 
You  may  intend  thofe  royal  Exercifes 
Suiting  your  Birth,  and  Greatnefs :  I  will  bear 

The 
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The  Burthen  oi  your  Carts,  and,  having  purged 
The  Body  of  your  iimpire  of  ill  Humours, 
Upon  my  Knees  fu rrender  it. 

Chryf.   Will  you  ever 
Be  aw'd  thus  like  a  Boy  ? 

Grai.   And  kifs  the  Rod 
Of  a  proud  Miftrefs  ? 

Tima?!.  Be  what  you  were  born,  Sir. 

Pbiia.  Obedience  and  Majefty  never  lodg'd 
In  the  fame  Inn. 

Theod.  No  more  j  he  never  learned 
The  right  Way  to  command,  that  ftop'd  his  Ears 
To  wife  Diredions. 

Pulch,  Read  o'er  the  Papers 
I  left  upon  my  Cabinet ;  two  Hours  hence 
I  will  examine  you. 

Flac.  We  fpend  our  Time  well. 
Nothing  but  praying,  and  poring  on  a  Book  ; 
It  ill  agrees  with  my  Conftitution,  Sifter. 

Arcad.  Would  I  had  been  born  fome  niafq'uing  La- 
dy's Woman, 
Only  to  fee  ftrange  Sights,  rather  than  live  thus. 

Flac.  We  are  gone,  forfooth  \  there  is  no  Remedy, 
Sifter.  [Exeunt  Arcadia  and  Flaccilla. 

Grat.  What  hath  his  Eye  found  out .'' 

Timan.  'Tis  fix'd  upon 
That  Stranger  Lady, 

Chry[.  I  am  glad,  yet,   that 
He  dares  look  on  a  Woman, 

[All  this  Tme  the  Informer  kneeling  to  Pulcheria, 
and  delivering  Papers.] 

Theod.   PhilanaXy 
What  is  that  comely  Stranger  .? 

Phila.   A  Petitioner. 

Chryf.  Will  you  hear  her  Cafe,  and  difpatch  her  ,14 
your  Chamber  ? 
I'll  undertake  to  bring  ker. 

Vol.  II.  -T  The^d. 
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T'hecMl.   Bring  me  to 
Some  Place  where  1  may  look  on  her  Demeanour. 
— 'Tis  a  lovely  Creature  ! 

Chryf.  There's  lome  Hope  in  this,  yet. 

[Exeiojt  Theodofius,  Patriarch,  and  the  Train.. 

Pulch.   No,  you  have  done  your  Farts : 

Paul.  Now  Opportunity  courts  you. 
Prefer  your  Suit. 

/Ithen.   As  low  as  Mifery 
Can  fall,  for  Proof  of  my  Mumility, 
A  poor  diflrefled  Virgin  bows  her  Head, 
And  lays  hold  on  your  Goodnefs,  the  laft  Altar 
Calamity  can  fly  to  tor  Prote<5lion. 
Great  Minds  ere6t  their  never-failing  Trophies 
On  the  firm  Bafe  of  Mercy,  but  to  triumph 
Over  a  Suppliant,  by  proud  Fortune  captiv'd. 
Argues  a  Bartard  Conqueft — 'tis  to  you 
I  fpeak,  to  you,  the  fair  and  juft  Pukheria, 
The  Wonder  of  the  Age,  your  Sexes  Honour; 
And,  as  fuch,  deign  to  hear  me.     As  you  have 
A  Soul  moulded  from  Heaven,  and  do  defire 
To  have  it  made  a  Star  there,  make  the  Means 
Of  your  Afcent  to  that  Celeftiai  Height 
Virtue  wing'd  with  brave  Aftion.     They  draw  near 
The  Nature,  and  the  Eflence  of  the  Gods, 
Who  imitate  their  Goodnefs. 

Pulch.  If  you  were 
A  Subjecl  of  the  Empire,  which  your  Habit 
In  every  Part  denies 

Athen.  O  fly  not  to 
Such  an  Evafion  •,  whate'er  I  am. 
Being  a  Woman,  in  Humanity 
You  are  bound  to  right  me,  though  the  Diflference 
Of  my  Religion  may  feem  to  exclude  me 
From  your  Defence  (which  you'd  have  confin'd) 
The  moral  Virtue,  which  is  general, 
Mufl:  know  no  Limits — By  thefe  bleffed  Feet 
That  pace  the  Paths  of  Equity,  and  tread  boldly 
On  the  fl;iflr  Neck  of  tyrannous  Opprefllon, 

By 
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By  thcfe  Tears  by  which  I  bathe  'em,  I  conjure  you 
VVith  Pity  to  look  on  me. 

Pulch.  Pray  you  rile. 
And,  as  you  rife,  receive  this  Comfort  from  me. 
Beauty  fet  off  with  fuch  fweet  Language  never 
Can  want  an  .Advocate;  and  you  muil  bring 
More  than  a  Guilty  Caufe  if  you  prevail  not. 
Some  Bufmefs  long  fmce  thought  upon,  difpatched. 
You  fnall  have  Hearing,  and,  as  far  as  Juflice 
Will  v/arrant  me,  my  bed  Aids. 

Athen.   I  do  defire 
No  ftronger  Guard  ^  my  Equity  needs  no  Favour. 
Pulch.  Are  thefe  the  Men  ? 
ProjeSIor.  We  were,  an't  like  your  Highnefs. 
T\\t  Men,  the  Men  of  Eminence,  and  Mark, 
And  may  continue  fo,  if  it  pleafe  your  Grace. 
Mafter.  This  Speech  was  well  projected.  S^Aftds, 

Pulch.  Does  your  Confcience 
(I  will  begin  with  you)  whifper  unto  you 
What  here  you  Hand  accus'd  of  t  Are  you  named 
The  Prefident  of  Projedors  ? 
Informer.  Juftify  it,  Man, 
And  tell  her  in  what  thou'rt  ufeful. 

Proje£l.  That's  apparent ; 
And,  if  you  pleafe,  afk  fome  about  the  Court, 
And  they  will  tell  you  too  my  rare  Inventions, 
They  owe  their  Bravery,  perhaps  Means  to  purchafe, 
And  cannot  live  without  me.     1,  alas ! 
Lend  out  my  labouring  Bi-ains  to  Ufe,  and  fometimes 
For  a  Drachma  in  the  Pound, — the  more  the  Pity. 
I  am  all  Patience,  and  endure  the  Curfes 
Of  many,  for  the  Profit  of  one  Patron. 

Pulch.  1  do  conceive  the  reft — What  is  the  Second? 
Informer.  The  Mignion  of  the  Suburbs. 
Pulch.  What  hath  he 
To  do  in  Conjlantinopk  T 

Mign.  I  fteal  in  now  and  then. 
As  I  am  thought  ufeful ;  marry,  there  I  am  call'd 
The  Squire  of  Dames,  or  Servant  of  the  Sex, 

T  2  And 
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And  by  the  Allowance  of  fome  Ipoitful  Ladies 
Honom'd  with  that  Title. 

Pulch.  Spare  your  Charafler, 
You're  here  deciphcrM — ^Stand  by  with  your  Compere. 
\Vhat  is  the  I'hird  ?  A  Creature  I  ne'er  heard  of; 
The  Maftcr  of  the  Manners,  and  the  Habit  ? 
You  have  a  double  Office. 
Majier.  In  my  A(flions 
I  make  both  good  ;  for  by  my  Theorems 
Which  your  polite,  and  tcrfer  Gallants  pradile, 
I  refine  the  Court,  and  civiHze 
Their  barbarous  Natures,     I  have,  in  a  Table 
With  curious  Punfluality  fet  down 
To  a  Hair's  Breadth,  how  low  a  new-ftamp'd  Courtier 
May  vail  to  a  Country  Gentleman,  and,  by 
Gradation,  to  his  Merchant,  Mercer,  Draper, 
His  Linen-Man,  and  Taylor. 

Pulch.  Pray  you,  difcover 
This  hidden  Myrtery. 

Majier.  If  the  'forcfaid  Courtier 
(As  it  may  chance  fometimes)  find  not  his  Name- 
Writ  in  the  Citizens  Books  with  a  State-Hum 
He  may  falute  'em  after  three  Days  waiting : 
But,  if  he  owe  them  Money,  that  he  may 
Preferve  his  Credit,  let  him,  in  Policy,  never 
Appoint  a  Day  of  Payment ;  fo  they  may  hope  flill : 
But,  if  he  be  to  take  up  more,  his  Page 
May  attend  'cm  at  the  Gate,  and  uilier  'em 
Into  his  Cellar,  and  when  they  are  warm'd  with  Winey 
Condud  'em  to  his  Bedchamber,  and  though  then 
He  be  under  his  Barber's  Hands,  as  foon  as  fcen, 
He  muft  fbart  up  to  embrace  'em,  vail  thus  low ; 
Nay,  though  he  call  'em  Coufins,  'tis  the  better. 
His  Dignity  no  Way  wrong'd  in't. 

Paul.  Here's  a  fine  Knave  ! 

Pulch.  Does  this  Rule  hold  v/ithout  Exception,  Sirrah, 
For  Courtiers  in  general  ? 

Majier.  No,  dear  Madam  j 
For  one  of  the  laft  Edition,  and  for  him 
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I  have  compos'd  a  Didlionary,  in  which 

He  is  inflruded,  how,  when,  and  to  whom 

To  be  proud  or  humble  ;  at  what  Times  of  the  Year    » 

He  may  do  a  good  Deed  for  itfelf,  and  that  is 

Writ  in  Dominical  Letters  ;  all  Days  elfe 

Are  his  own,  and  of  thofe  Days  the  feveral  Hours 

Mark  out,  and  to  what  Ufe. 

Pulch.  Shew  us  your  Method  ; 
I'm  ftrangely  taken  with  it. 

Majler.  Twill  defer ve 
A  Penfion,  I  hope.     Firll  a  ftrong  Cullis 
In  his  Bed,  to  heighten  Appetite  :  Shuttle  cock, 
To  keep  him  in  Breath,  when  he  rifes  ;  Tennis-Courts 
Are  chargeable,  and  the  riding  of  great  Horfes 
Too  boift'rous  for  my  young  Courtier ;  let  the  old  ones 
I  think  not  of,  ufe  it ;  next  his  Meditation 
How  to  court  his  Miflrefs,  and  that  he  may  feem  witty. 
Let  him  be  furnifh'd  with  confederate  Jefts 
Between  him  and  his  Friend,  that,  on  Occafion, 
They  may  vent  'em  mutually  :  What  his  Pace  and  Garb 
Mull  be  in  the  Prefence,  then  the  Length  of  his  Sword, 
The  Fafhion  of  the  Hilt  —  what  the  Blade  is 
It  matters  not,  'twere  Barbarifm  to  ufe  it, 
Unlefs  to  fhew  his  Strength  upon  an  Andiron  ; 
So,  the  fooner  broke,  the  better. 

Pulch.  Flow  I  abufe 
This  precious  Time  !  Projeclor,  I  treat  firll 
Of  you  and  your  Difciples  ;  you  roar  out, 
All  is  the  King's,  his  Will  above  his  Laws  : 
And  that  fit'liibutes  are  too  gentle  Yokes 
For  his  poor  Subjeds  ;  whifp'ring  in  his  Ear, 
If  he  would  have  their  Fear,  no  Man  fhould  dare 
To  bring  a  Sallad  from  his  Country  Garden, 
Without  the  paying  Gabel  ^  kill  a  Flen, 
Without  Excife  :  and  that,  if  he  defire 
To  have  his  Children,  or  his  Servants  wear 
Their  Heads  upon  their  Shoulders,  you  afErm, 
In  Policy,  'tis  fit  the  Owner  Ihould 
Pay  for  'em  by  the  Poll  \  or,  if  the  Prince  want 

T  3  A 
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A  prefcnt  Sum,  he  may  command  a  City 

ImpofTibilities,  and  tor  Non- performance 

Compel  it  to  iubmit  to  any  Fine 

His  Officers  fliall  impofe.     Is  this  the  Way 

To  make  our  Emperor  happy  ?  Can  the  Groans 

Of  his  Subjeas  yield  him  Mufick  ?  Mull  his  Threfliolds 

Be  wafh'd  with  Widow's  and  wrong'd  Orphan's  Tears, 

Or  his  Power  grow  contemptible  ? 

Project.  I  begin 
To  feel  myfelf  a  Rogue  again, 

Pukh.   But  you  are 
The  Squire  of  Dames,  devoted  to  the  Service 
Of  gamefome  Ladies,  the  hidden  Myftery 
Difcover'd,  their  clofe  Bawd;  thy  Qavifli  Breath 
Fanning  the  Fires  of  Lull,  the  Go-between 
This  Female  and  that  wanton  Sir;  your  Art 
Can  blind  a  jealous  Hulband,  and,  difguis'd 
Like  a  Millener  or  Shoemaker,  convey 
A  Letter  in  a  Pantofie  or  Glove 
W^ithout  Sufpicion  :  nay,  at  his  Table, 
In  a  Cafe  of  Pick-tooths.     You  inltrufl  'em  how 
To  parley  with  their  Eyes,  and  mal^e  the  Temple 
A  Martof  Loofenefs  ;  to  difcover  all 
Thy  fubtile  Brokages,  were  to  teach  in  Publick, 
Thofe  private  Practices,  which  are,  in  Juftice, 
Severely  to  be  puniOi'd. 
Mignion.  I  am  caft  : 
A  Jury  of  my  Patronefles  cannot  quit  me, 

Pukh.  You  are  Mailer  of  the  Manners,  and  the  Habif  j 
Rather  the  Scorn  of  fuch  as  would  live  Men, 
And  not,  like  Apes,  with  fervile  Imitation 
Study  prodigious  Fafnions.     You  keep 
Intelligence  abroad,  that  may  inftrudt 
Our  giddy  Youth  at  Home  what  new-found  Fafhion 
Is  now  inUfe,  fwearing  he's  mod  complete 
That  firft  turns  Monfter.     Know,  Villains,  I  can  thruft 
This  Arm  into  your  Hearts,  ftrip  off  the  Flefh 
That  covers  your  Deformities,  and  fhew  you 
Jn  your  own  Nakednefs.     Now,  though  the  L^w 

Call 
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Call  not  your  Follies  Death,  you  are  for  ever 
Banifli'd  my  Brother's  Court. — Away  with  em  -, 
I  will  hear  no  Reply. 

[Exeunt  Informer,  Officers,  Prifoners. 

The  Curimns  drawn  above,  Theodofius   and  his  Eunuchs 
difcovered. 

Paul.  What  think  you  now  ? 

Cleon.  That  1  am  in  a  Dream  ;  or  that  I  fee 
A  fecond  Pallas, 

Pulch.  Thele  remov'd,  to  you 
I  clear  my  Brow.  Speak  without  Fear,  fweet  Maid, 
Since  with  a  mild  Afpe6l,  and  ready  Ear, 
I  fit  prepar'd  to  hear  you. 

Athen.  Know,  great  Princefs, 
My  Father,  though  a  Pagan,  was  admired 
For  his  deep  Search  into  thofe  hidden  Studies, 
Whofe  Knowledge  is  deny'd  to  common  Men  : 
The  Motion,  with  the  divers  Operations 
Of  the  Superior  Bodies,  by  his  long 
And  careful  Obfervation,  were  made 
Familiar  to  him  ;  all  the  fecret  Virtues 
Of  Plants,  and  Simples,  and  in  what  Degree 
They  were  ufeful  to  Mankind,  he  could  difcourfe  of: 
In  a  Word,  coi-iceive  him  as  a  Prophet  honour'd 
In  his  own  Country.     But  being  born  a  Man, 
It  lay  not  in  him  x.o  defer  the  Hour 
Of  his  approaching  Death,  though  long  foretold  : 
In  this  fo  fatal  Hour  he  call'd  before  him 
His  two  Sons,  and  myfelf,  the  deareft  Pledges 
Lent  him  by  Nature,  and  with  his  Right  Hand 
Bleffing  our  feveral  Heads,  he  thus  began  : 

Chryf.  Mark  his  Attention. 

Phila.  Give  me  Leave  to  mark  too. 

Athen.  If  I  could  leave  my  Underftanding  to  you. 
It  were  fuperfluous  to  make  Divifion 
Of  whatibever  elfe  I  can  bequeath  you  : 
But,  to  avoid  Contention,  I  allot 

T  4  An 
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An  equal  Portion  of  my  PoflefTions 
To  you  my  Sons  •,  but,  unto  thee,  my  Daughter, 
My  Joy,  my  DarUng  (pardon  mc,  though  1 
Repeat  his  Words')  it  my  prophetic  Soul 
Ready  to  take  her  Fhght,  can  truly  guefs  at 
Thy  future  Fate,  I  leave  thee  llrange  Aifurance 
Of  the  Greatnefs  thou  art  born  to,  unto  which 
Thy  Brothers  fliall  be  proud  to  pay  their  Service, 
PauL   And  all  Men  elfe  that  honour  Beauty. 
Theod.  Ha! 

Athen.  Yet,  to  prepare  thee  foi'  that  certain  Fortune, 
And  that  1  may  from  prefent  Wants  defend  thee, 
I  leave  ten  thoufand  Crowns  —  which  faid,  being  call'd 
To  th'  F'ellowlhip  of  our  Deities,  he  expir'd. 
And  with  him  alj  Remembrance  of  the  Charge 
Concerning  me,  left  by  him  to  my  Brothers. 
Pulch.  Did  they  detain  your  Legacy  ? 
Athen.  And  ftill  do. 
His  Afhes  were  fcarce  quiet  in  his  Urn, 
When,  in  Derifion  of  my  future  Greatnefs, 
They  thruft  me  out  of  i3oors,  denying  me 
One  fhort  Night's  Harbour. 
Pulch.   Weep  not. 
Athen.  1  defire. 
By  your  Perfuafion,  or  commanding  Power, 
The  Reftitution  of  mine  own  ;  or  that. 
To  keep  my  Frailty  from  Tem.ptation, 
In  your  Compaffion  of  me,  you  would  plcafe 
I,  as  a  Handmaid,  may  be  entertain'd 
To  do  the  meaneft  Offices  to  all  fuch 
As  are  honour'd  in  your  Service. 

Pulch.  Thou  art  welcome. 
W^hat  is  thy  Name  } 

Athen.  The  forlorn  Athenais. 

Pulch.   The  Swcetnefs  of    thy    Innocence  flrangely 
takes  me. 

[Takes  her  up  and  kijfes  her. 
Forget  thy  Brothers  Wrongs  ;  for  I  will  be 
In  my  Care  a  Mother,  in  my  Love  a  Sifter  to  thee ; 

And, 
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And,  were  it  poffible  thou  could'ft  be  won 
To  be  of  our  Belief • 

Paul.  May  it  pleafe  your  Excellence, 
That  is  an  eafy  Tafk,  I,  though  no  Scholar, 
Dare  undertake  it ;  clear  Truth  cannot  wane 
Rhetorical  Perfuafions, 

Pulch.  'TisaWork, 
My  Lord,  will  well  become  you. — Break  up  the  Court; 
May  yoiir  Endeavours  profper. 

Paul  Come,  my  Fair  One ; 
I  hope,  my  Convert. 

Atken.  Never:  I  will  die 
As  I  was  born. 

Paul.  Better  you  ne'er  had  been.  ^  [Exeunt, 

Phila.  What  does  your  Majefty  think  of  ? i  The 

Maid's  gone. 

1'keod.  She's  wond'rous  fair,   and   in  her  Speech  ap- 
pieces  of  Scholarlliip.  [pear'd 

Chryf  Make  Ufe  of  her  Learning 
And  Beauty  together  •,  on  my  Lite,  flie  will  be  proud 
To  be  fo  converted. 

Iheod.  From  foul  Lull  Heav'n  guard  me.     [Exeunf. 

The  End  of  the  Firjl  A£l. 

A  C  T     IL        S  C  E  N  E     I, 

Philanax.,  Timantus^  Chryfapius,  Gratianus, 

Phila.  WJ^  only  talk,  when  we  fnould  do. 

y  Y       Timan.  I'll  fecond  you  j 
Begin,  and  when  you  pleafe. 
Grat.  Be  conftant  in  it. 

Chryf.  That  Refolution  which  grows  cold  To-day, 
Will  freeze  To-morrow. 

Grat.  'Slight,  I  think  (he'll  keep  him 
Her  Ward  for  ever,  to  herielf  ingroffing 

The 
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The  Difpofition  of  all  the  Favours 
And  Bounties  of  the  Empire. 

Chryf.  We,  that  by 
The  Nearnefs  of  our  Service  to  his  Perfon, 
Should  raife  this  Man,  or  pull  down  that,  without 
Her  Licence,  hardly  dare  prefer  a  Suit, 
Or,  if  we  do,  'tis  crofs'd. 

Phila.  You  are  troubled  for 
Your  proper  Ends  ;  my  Aims  are  high  and  honeft. 
The  Wrong  that's  done  to  Majeily  1  repine  at : 
I  love  the  Emperor,  and  'tis  my  Ambition 
To  have  him  know  himfelf,  and  to  thatPurpofe 
I'il  run  the  Hazard  of  a  Check. 

Grat.   And  I 
The  Lofs  of  my  Place. 

Timan.  I  will  not  come  behind. 
Fall  what  can  fall. 

Chryf.  Let  us  put  on  fad  Afpefts 
To  draw  him  on  ;  charge  home,  we'll  fetch  you  off, 
Or  lie  dead  by  you. 

Enter  Thcodofius. 

^heod.  How's  this  ?  Clouds  in  the  Chamber, 
And  the  Air  clear  abroad  ! 

Phila.  When  you,  our  Sun, 
Obfcure  your  glorious  Beams,  poor  we,  that  borrow 
Our  little  Light  from  you,  cannot  but  fufter 
A  general  Eclipfe. 

Timan.  Great  Sir,  'tis  true ; 
For,  'till  you  pleafe  to  know,  and  be  yourfelf. 
And  freely  dare  difpofe  of  what's  your  own 
Without  a  Warrant,  we  are  falling  Meteors, 
And  not  fix'd  Stars. 

Chryf.  The  pale-fac'd  Moon,  that  (hould 
Govern  the  Night,  ufurps  the  Rule  of  Day, 
And  ftill  is  at  the  Full,  in  Spite  of  Nature, 
And  will  not  know  a  Change. 

Theod.  Speak  you  in  Riddles  ? 

I  am 
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I  am  no  Oedipus,  but  your  Emperor, 
And  as  fuch  would  be  inilruded. 

Phila.  Your  Command 
Shall  be  obey'd  ;  '  i'ill  now,  I  never  heard  you 
Speak  like  yourfelf ;  and  may  that  Power,  by  which 
You  are  fo,  ftrike  me  dead,  if  what  I  ihall 
Deliver,  as  a  faithful  Subjed  to  you, 
H^th  Root,  or  Growth  from  Malice,  or  bafe  Envy 
Of  your  Sifter's  Greatnefs,  I  could  honour  in  her 
A  Power  fubordinate  to  yours  j  but  not 
As  'tis  predominant. 

Timan.  Is  it  fit  that  flie. 
In  her  Birth  your  Vaflal,  iliould  command  the  Knees 
Of  fuch  as  fhould  not  bow  but  to  yourfelf  ? 

Grat.  She  with  Security  walks  upon  the  Heads 
Of  the  Nobility  j  the  Multitude, 
As  to  a  Deity,  offering  Sacrifice 
For  her  Grace  and  Favour. 

Chryf.  Her  proud  Feet  ev'n  wearied 
W  ith  the  KifTes  of  Petitioners. 

Grat.  While  you. 
To  whom  alone  fuch  Reverence  is  proper, 
Pafs  unregarded  by  her. 

^iman.  You  have  not,  yet. 
Been  Mafter  of  one  Hour  of  your  whole  Life. 

Chryf.  Your  Will  and  Faculties  kept  in  more  Awe 
Than  fhe  can  do  her  own, 

Fhila,  And  as  a  Bondman, 
(O  let  my  Zeal  find  Grace,  and  Pardon  from  you. 
That  I  defcend  fo  low)  you  are  defign'd 
To  this  or  that  Employment,  fuiting  well 
A  private  Man,  I  grant,  but  not  a  Prince, 
To  be  a  perfed  Horleman,  or  to  know 
The  Words  of  the  Chace  •,  or  a  fair  Man  of  Arms, 
Or  to  be  able  to  pierce  to  the  Depth, 
Or  write  a  Comment  on  th'  obfcureft  Poets, 
I  grant  are  Ornaments  ;  but  your  main  Scope 
Should  be  to  govern  Men  to  guard  your  own, 
Jf  not  enlarge  your  Empire. 

Chryf, 
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Chryf.  You  are  built  up 
By  th'  curious  Hand  of  Nature  to  revive 
The  Memory  of  Alexander^  or  by 
A  profperous  Succefs  in  your  brave  Adions, 
To  rival  Cafar. 

Timnn.  Rouze  yourfelf,  and  Jet  not 
Your  Pleafures  be  a  Copy  of  her  Will. 

Pbila.  Your  Pupil  Age  is  paft,  and  manly  Aftions 
Are  now  expected  from  you. 

Grcit.  Do  not  lofe 
Your  Subjects  Hearts. 

Tinian.  Whatis't  to  have  the  Means 
To  be  magnificent,  and  not  exercife 
The  boundkfs  Virtue .'' 

Grat.  You  confine  yourfelf 
To  that  which  llrid  Philofophy  allows  of. 
As  if  you  were  a  private  Man. 

Timan.  No  Pomp, 
Or  glorious  Shows  of  Royalty,  rend'ring  it 
Both  lov'd,  and  terrible. 

Grat.  'Shght,  you  live,  as  it 
Begets  fome  Doubt,  v/hether  you  have,  or  not, 
Th'  Abilities  of  a  Man. 

Cbryf.  The  Firmament 
Hath  not  more  Stars  than  there  are  feveral  Beauties 
Ambitious  at  the  Height  to  impart  their  dear. 
And  fweeteft  Favours  to  you. 

Grai.  Yet  you  have  not 
Made  Choice  of  one,  of  all  the  Sex,  to  ferve  you. 
In  a  phyfical  Way  of  Courtfhip. 

Theod.  But  that  I  would  not 
Begin  the  Exprefllon  of  my  being  a  Man, 
In  Blood,  or  ftain  the  firfl  white  Robe  I  wear 
Of  Abfolute  Power,  with  a  fervile  Imitation 
Of  any  tyrannous  Habit,  my  juft  Anger 
Prompts  me  to  make  you  in  your  Suff'rings  feel, 
And  not  in  Words  to  inftruft  you,  that  the  Licence 
Of  the  loofe  and  faucy  Language  you  now  pradifed. 
Hath  forfeited  your  Heads. 

Graf, 
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Gr^t.  How's  this  ?  [J/ule. 

Phila.  I  know  not 
What  the  Play  may  prove  -,  but  I  affure  you  that 
I  do  not  like  the  Prologue.  \^Afide, 

Theod.  O  the  miferable 
Condition  of  a  Prince  \  who,  though  he  vary- 
More  Shapes  than  Froteiis  in  his  Mind,  and  Manners, 
He  cannot  win  an  univerfal  Suffrage 
From  the  many-headed  Monfter,  Multitude. 
Like  Mfop\  foolilh  Frogs,  they  trample  on  him. 
As  a  fenfelefs  Block,  if  his  Government  be  eafy  : 
And,  if  he  prove  a  Stork,  they  croak,  and  rail 
Againft  him  as  a  Tyrant. — I'll  put  off 
That  Majefty,  of  which  you  think  I  have 
Nor  Ule,  nor  Feeling  •,  and,  in  arguing  with  you. 
Convince  you  with  ftrong  Proofs  of  common  Reafon, 
And  not  with  Abfolute  Power,  againft  which.  Wretches, 
You  are  not  to  difpute.     Dare  you,  that  are 
My  Creatures,  by  my  prodigal  Favours  fafhion'd, 
Prefuming  on  the  Nearnefs  of  your  Service, 
Set  off  with  my  familiar  Acceptance, 
Condemn  my  Obfequioufnefs  to  the  wife  Diredions 
Of  an  incom.parable  Sifter,  whom  all  Parts 
Of  our  World,  that  are  made  happy  in  Knowledge 
Of  her  Perfeftions,  with  Wonder  gaze  on  ? 
And  yet  you,  that  were  only  born  to  eat 
The  Bleffings  of  our  Mother  Earth,  that  are 
Diftant  but  one  Degree  from  Beafts  (fince  Slaves 
Can  claim  no  larger  Privilege)  that  know 
No  farther  than  your  fenfual  Appetites 
Or  wanton  Lull  have  taught  you,  undertake 
To  give  your  Sovereign  Lavv's  to  follow  that 
Your  Ignorance  marks  out  to  him  ?  [Walks  by, 

Grat.  How  were  we 
Abus'd  in  our  Opinion  of  his  Temper  !  [JJide, 

Phil.  We  had  forgot  'tis  found  in  Holy  Writ, 
That  Kings  Hearts  are  infcrutable.  {^JJide. 

'Timan.  I  ne'er  read  it ; 
My  Study  lies  not  that  Way.  [A/ide, 

Phila. 
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PbiJti.  By  his  Looks 
The  Tempeft  ftill  increafes.  \_Afide> 

Ibeod.  Am  I  grown 
So  ftupid  in  your  Judgments,  that  you  dare 
With  ilich  Security  offer  Violence 
To  Sacred  Majeily  ?  Will  you  not  know 
The  Lion  is  a  Lion,  though  he  fliew  not 
His  rending  Paws,  or  fill  th'  affrighted  Air 

With  the    Thunder  of  his  Roarings  ? You  blefs'd 

Saints ! 
How  am  I  trenched  on  ?  Is  that  Temperance 
So  famous  in  your  cited  Alexander, 
Or  Roman  Scipio  a  Crime  in  me  ? 
Cannot  I  be  an  Emperor,  unlcfs 
Your  Wives  and  Daughters  bow  to  my  proud  Lufts  ^ 
And  'caufe  I  ravifh  not  their  faireff  Buildings 
And  fruitful  Vineyards,  or  what  is  deareft, 
From  fuch  as  are  my  Vaffals,  muff  you  conclude 
I  do  not  know  the  awful  Power,  and  Strength 
Of  my  Prerogative  ?  Am  I  clofe-handed, 
Becaufe  I  fcatter  not  among  you  that 
I  mufb  not  call  mine  own  ?  Know,  you  Court-leeches, 
A  Prince  is  never  fo  magnificent 
As  when  he's  fparing  to  enrich  a  Few 
With  th' Injuries  of  Many.     Could  your  Flopes 
So  groQy  flatter  you,  as  to  believe 
1  was  born  and  train'd  up  as  an  Emperor,  only 
In  my  Indulgence  to  give  Sanduary, 
In  their  unjuft  Proceedings,  to  the  Rapine 
And  Avarice  of  my  Grooms  ? 

Phila.  In  the  true  Mirror 
Of  your  Pcrfe6tions,  at  length  we  fee 
Our  own  Deformities. 

Timan.  And  not  once  daring 
To  look  upon  that  Majefty  we  now  flighted . 

Chryf.  With  our  Faces  thus  glu'd  to  the  Earth,  we 
Your  gracious  Pardon.  [beg 

Gral.  Offering  our  N'ecks 
To  be  trod  on,  as  a  Punilhrpent  for  our  late 

Pre- 
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Prefumption,  and  a  willing  Teflimony 
Of  our  Subje6lion. 

^heod.  Deierve  our  Mercy 
In  your  better  Life  hereafter,  you  fhall  find. 
Though  in  my  Father's  Life  1  held  it  Madnefs 
To  ufurp  his  Power,  and  in  my  Youth  difdain'd  not 
To  learn  from  the  Inflrudions  of  my  Sifter, 
ril  make  it  good  to  all  the  World,  I  am 
An  Emperor;  and  ev'n  this  Tnftant  grafp 
The  Scepter,  my  rich  Stock  of  Majefty 
Entire,  no  Scruple  wafted. 

Phila.  If  thefe  Tears 
I  drop,  proceed  not  from  my  Joy  to  hear  this. 
May  my  Eye  balls  follow  'em. 

'Timan.  1  will  fhew  myfelf 
By  your  fudden  Metamorphofis  transform'd 
From  what  I  was. 

Grat.  And  ne'er  prefume  to  afk 
What  fits  not  you  to  give. 

Theod.  Move  in  that  Sphere, 
And  my  Light  with  full  Beams  fhall  fhine  upon  you. 
Forbear  this  flaviih  Courtfiaip  •,  tis  to  me 
In  a  kind  idolatrous. 

Phila.  Your  gracious  Sifter. 

Enter  Pulcheria  and  Servant. 

Pulch.  Has  he  converted  her  ? 

Serv.  And,  as  fuch,  will 
Prefent  her,  when  you  pleafe. 

Pulch.  I  am  glad  of  it. 
Command  my  Dreffer  to  adorn  her  with 
The  Robes  that  I  gave  Order  for. 

Serv.  1  fiiall. 

Pulch.  And  let  thofe  precious  Jewels  I  took  laft 
Out  of  my  Cabinet,  if't  be  poflible. 
Give  Luftre  to  her  Beauties ;  and,  that  done, 
Command  her  to  be  near  us. 

Serv, 
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StTv.  'Tis  a  Province 
I  willingly  embrace.  [Exit  ServanL 

Pulch.  O,  my  dear  Sir, 
You  have  lorgot  your  Morning  Tafk,  and  therefore 
With  a  Mother's  L,ove  I  come  to  reprehend  you. 
But  it  fhall  be  gently. 

Theod.  'Twill  become  you,  though 
You  laid  with  reverent  Duty.     Know  hereafter. 
If  my  Mother  liv'd  in  you,  howe'er  her  Son, 
Like  you  fhe  were  my  Subjed. 

Pulch.  How? 

Theod.  Put  off 
Amazement ;  you  will  find  it.     Yet  PJl  hear  you 
At  Diftance,  as  a  Sifter,  but  no  longer 
As  a  Governefs,  I  affurc  you. 

Grat.  This  is  put  home.  \_4fide. 

liman.  Beyond  our  Hopes.  \Aftde, 

Phila.  She  ftands,  as  if  his  Words 
Had  powerful  Magick  in  'em.  [4/tde, 

Theod.  Will  you  have  me 
Your  Pupil  ever .''  The  Down  on  my  Chin 
Confirms  I  am  a  Man,  a  Man  of  Men, 
The  Emperor,  that  knov/s  his  Strength. 

Pulch.  Heav'n  grant 
You  know  it  not  too  foon. 

Theod.  Let  it  fuffice 
My  Wardfhip's  out.     If  your  Defign  concerns  us 
As  a  Man,  and  not  a  Boy,  v/ith  our  Allov/aiice 
You  may  deliver  it. 

Pulch.  A  ftrange  Alteration  ! 
But  I  will  not  contend.     [_/1fide.]     Be  as  you  wifli,  Sir, 
Your  own  Difpofer ;  nncompell'd  I  cancel 
All  Bonds  of  my  Autliority.  [Kneels. 

Theod.  You  in  this 
Pay  your  due  Homage  ;  which  perform'd,  I  thus 
Embrace  you  as  a  Sifter,  no  Way  doubting 
Your  Vigilance  for  my  Safety  as  my  Honour ; 
And  what  you  now  come  to  impart,  I  reft 
Moft  confident,  points  at  one  ot  them. 

Pulch. 
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Pukh.  At  both. 
And  not  alone  the  prefent,  but  the  future 
Tranquility  of  your  Mind  :  Since  in  the  Choice 
Of  her,  you  are  to  heat  with  holy  Fires, 
And  make  the  Conlbrt  of  your  Royal  Bed, 
The  certain  Means  of  glorious  SuccelTion, 
With  the  true  Happinefs  of  our  human  Being, 
Are  wholly  comprehended. 

rheod.  How  ?  A  Wife  ? 
Shall  I  become  a  Votary  to  Hymen, 
Before  my  Youth  hath  facrific'd  to  Venus  ? 
'Tis  fomething  with  the  foonefl — Yet,  to  Ihew, 
In  Things  indifferent,  I  am  not  averfe 
To  your  wife  Counfels,  let  me  firll:  furvey 
Thofe  Beauties,  that,  in  being  a  Prince,  I  know- 
Are  Rivals  for  me.     You  will  not  confine  me 
To  your  Eleftion  -,  I  mull  fee,  dear  Sifter 
With  mine  own  Eyes. 

Pukh.  'Tis  fit.  Sir — Yet,  in  this. 
You  may  pleafe  to  confider,  abfolute  Princes 
Have,  or  fliould  have,  in  Policy,  lefs  free  Will 
Then  fuch  as  are  their  Vaffals.     For  you  muft. 
As  you  are  an  Emperor,  in  this  high  Bufinefs, 
Weigh  with  due  Providence,  with  whom  Alliance 
May  be  moft  u  fef ul  for  the  Prefervation 
Or  your  Increafe  of  Empire. 

ihecd.  I  approve  not 
Such  Compofitions  for  our  moral  Ends, 
In  what  is  in  itfelf  divine,  nay  more. 
Decreed  in  Heav'n.     Yet,  if  our  Neighbour  Princes, 
Ambitious  of  fuch  nearnefs,  fhall  prefent 
Their  deareft  Pledges  to  me  fever  referving 
The  Caution  of  mine  own  Content)  I'll  not 
Contemn  their  courteous  Offers. 

Fulch.  Bring  in  the  Pictures.  [Tw<?  PtBureshrottght  in, 

Theod.  Muft  I  then  judge  the  Subftances  by  the  Sha- 
dows ? 
The  Painters  are  moft  envious,  if  they  want 
Good  Colours  for  Preferment,     Virtuous  Ladies 

Vol.  II.  U  Love 
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Love  this  Way  to  be  flatter'd,  and  acciife 
The  Workman  of  Detraction,  if  he  add  not 
Some  Grace  they  cannot  truly  call  their  own. 
Is't  not  lb,  Gratianui  ?  You  may  challenge 
Some  Intcrell  in  the  Science, 

Grat.  A  Pretender 
To  the  Art,  I  truly  Honour,  and  fubfcribe 
To  your  Majefty's  Opinion. 

Tbeod.  Let  me  fee 

Cleanthe^  Daughter  to  the  Kirig  of  Epirrts^ 

JEtatis  {iu€^  the  fourteenth  :  'Ripe  enough. 

And  forward  too,  I  afllire  you.     Let  me  examine 

The  Symmetries,     If  Statuaries  could 

By  the  Foot  of  Hercuks  let  down  pundtually 

His  whole  Dimenfions,  and  the  Countenance  be 

The  Index  of  the  Mind,  this  may  inftrucEl  me. 

With  th'  Aids  of  that  I've  read  touching  this  Subje^, 

What  flie  is  inward.     The  Colour  of  her  Hair, 

If  it  be,  as  this  does  Promife,  pale,  and  faint. 

And  not  a  glitt'ring  white.     Her  brow,  fo  fo. 

The  Circles  of  her  Sight,  too  much  contraded  ; 

Juno's  fair  Cow-eyes  by  old  Homer  are 

Commended  to  their  Merit  \  here's  a  fharp  Froft, 

r  th'  Tip  of  her  Nole,  which  by  the  Length  affures  vat 

Of  Storms  at  Midnight,  if  1  fail  to  pay  her 

The  Tribute  flie  expects. — I  like  her  not : 

What  is  the  other  ^. 

Cbryf.  How  hath  he  commenced 
Doctor  in  this  fo  fweet  and  fecret  Art, 
Without  our  Knowledge  ?  [AJide. 

Timan.  Some  of  his  forward  Pages 
Have  robbed  ns  of  the  Honour.  \_Afide. 

Pbila.  No  fuch  Mutter  •, 
He. has  the  Theory  only,  not  the  Praftic.  \^Aj:tie. 

Thecd.  Amq/ia,  Siller  to  the  Duke  of  Athns ; 
"Her  Age  eighteen,  defcendcd  lineally 
From  Thefeus,  as  by  her  Pedigree 
Will  be  made  apparent — Of  his  ludy  Kindred, 
And  lofe  fo  much  Time  ?  'Tis  ftrange ! — As  1  live,  fhc 
•    ■  ■       hath  A 
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A  Philofophical  Afped  :   There  is 

More  Wit  than  Beauty  in  her  Face,  and,  when 

I  court  her,  it  muft  be  in  Tropes,  and  Figures, 

Or  fhe  will  cry  abfurd.     She  will  have  her  Clenched 

To  cut  off  any  Fallacy  I  can  hope 

To  put  upon  her,  andexped  I  fhould 

Ever  conclude  in  Syllogifms,  and  thofe  true  ones 

In  parte  is'  toto^  or  fhe'll  tire  me  with 

Her  tedious  Elocutions  in  the  Praife 

Of  the  Increafe  of  Generation,  for  which 

Alone  the  Sport,  in  her  Morality, 

Is  good  and  lawful,  and  to  be  often  praftis'd 

For  fear  of  miffing. — Fie  on't,  let  the  Race 

Of  Thefeus  be  match'd  with  Arijictles, 

I'll  none  of  her. 

Pulch.  You  are  curious  in  your  Choice,  Sir, 
And  hard  to  pleafe ;  yet,  if  that  your  Confent 
May  give  Authority  to  it,  I'll  prefent  you 
With  one,  that,  if  her  Birth,  and  Fortunes  anfwer 
The  Rarities  of  her  Body,  and  her  Mind, 
Detraction  durft  not  tax  her. 

Theod.  Let  me  fee  her, 
Though  wanting  thofe  Additions,  which  we  can 
Supply  from  our  own  Store  :  it  is  in  us  ' 

To  make  Men  rich,  and  noble  -,  but,  to  give  • 
Legitimate  Shapes  and  Virtues,  does  belong 
To  the  Great  Creator  of  'em,  to  whofe  Bounties 
Alone  'tis  proper,  and  in  this  difdains 
An  Emperor  for  his  Rival. 

Pulch.  I  applaud 
This  fit  Acknowledgmeni,  fince  Princes  then 
Grow  lefs  than  common  Men,  when  they  contend 
With  Him,  by  whom  they  are  fo. 

Enter  Paulinus,  Cleon'i '^threriais  newly  hdhited, 

Theod.  I  confefs  it. 

Pulch.  Not  to  hold  you  in  Sufpence,  Behold'  the  Vir- 
gia 

U  2  Rich 
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Rich  in  her  natural  Beauties,  no  War  borrowing 
Th'  adulterate  Aids  of  Art.  Peruie  her  better  i 
She's  worth  your  lerious  View. 

Pbila.  1  am  amaz'd  too  : 
I  never  faw  her  1  qua!. 

Grat.  How  his  Eye 
Is  fix'd  upon  her  ! 

T'iman.  And,  as  flie  were  a  Fort, 
He'd  luddenly  farprize,  he  meafures  her 
From  the  Bales  to  the  Battlements. 

Chryf.  Ha !  now  I  view  her  better, 
1  know  her;  'tis  the  Maid  that,  not  longfincc. 
Was  a  Petitioner  ;  her  Bravery 
So  alters  her,  I  had  forgot  her  Face. 

Pbila.  So  has  the  Emperor. 

Paul.  She  holds  out  yet. 
And  yields  not  to  th'  Aflault. 

Cleon.  She's  ftrongly  guarded 
In  her  Virgin  Bluflies. 

Paul.  When  you  know,  fair  Creature, 
It  is  the  Emperor  that  honours  you 
With  fuch  a  drift  Survey  of  your  fweet  Parts, 
InThankfulnefs  you  cannot  but  return 
Due  Reverence  for  the  Favour. 

Athen.  I  was  loft 
In  my  Aftonifhment  at  the  glorious  Objed, 
And  yet  reft  doubtful  whether  he  expedts. 
Being  more  then  Man,  my  Adoration 
(Since  fure  there  is  Divinity  about  him  :) 
Or  will  reft  fatisfy'd,  if  my  humble  Knees 
In  Duty  thus  bow  to  him. 

Theod.  Ha!  it  fpeaks. 

Pulch.  She  is  no  Statue,  Sir, 

Tbeod.  Suppofe  her  one. 
And  that  ftie  had  nor  Organs,  Voice,  nor  Heat, 
Moli  willingly  I  would  refign  my  Empire, 
So  it  might  be  to  After-times  recorded 
That  I  was  her  Pygmalion^  though,  like  him, 
1  doated  on  my  Workmanftiip,  without  Hope  too 

Of 
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Of  having  Cytherea  fo  propitious 

To  my  Vows,  or  Sacrifice,  in  her  Compaflion 

To  give  it  Life  or  Motion. 

Pulch.  Pray  you,  be  not  rap'd  fo. 
Nor  borrow  from  imaginary  Fidlion 
ImpoffiWe  Aids.     She's  Flefh  and  Blood,  I  afllire  you; 
And,  if  you  pleafe  to  honour  her  in  the  Trial, 
And  be  your  own  Security,  as  you'll  find 
I  fable  not,  fhe  comes  in  a  noble  Way 
To  be  at  your  Devotion. 

Cbryf.  'Tis  the  Maid 
I  offer'd  to  your  Highnefs ;  her  chang'd  Shape 
Conceal'd  her  from  you  : 

1'heod.  At  the  firft  I  knew  her  -, 
And  a  fecond  Firebrand  Cupid  brings,  to  kindle 
My  Flames  almoft  put  out :  I  am  too  cold. 
And  play  with  Opportunity. — May  I  tafte,  then. 
The  Nedar  of  her  Lip  ? — I  do  not  give  it 
The  Praife  it  merits :  Antiquity  is  too  poor 
To  help  me  with  a  Simile  to  exprefs  her. 
Let  me  drink  often  from  this  living  Spring, 
To  nourifh  new  Invention. 

Pulch.  Do  not  furfeit 
In  over-greedily  devouring  that 
Which  may  without  Satiety  feaft  you  often. 
From  the  Moderation  in  receiving  them. 
The  choiceft  Viands  do  continue  pleafing 
To  the  molt  curious  Palates.     If  you  think  her 
Worth  your  Embraces,  and  the  fovereign  Title 
Of  the  Grecian  Emprefs 

Theod.  If?  How  much  you  fin. 
Only  to  doubt  it  •,  the  Pofieffion  of  her 
Makes  all,  that  was  before  mod  precious  to  me, 
Common,  and  cheap  in  this  you've  fliown  yourlelf 
A  provident  Protedrefs.     I  already 
Grow  weary  of  the  abfolute  Command 
Of  my  fo  numerous  Subjefts,  and  defire 
No  Sov'reignty  but  here,  and  write  down  gladly 
A  Period  to  my  Wifhes. 

U  3  Pulch. 
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Pulch.  Yet,  before 
It  be  too  late,  conildcr  her  Condition  i 
Her  Father  was  a  Pngav^   fhe  herielf 
A  ncw-convcrted  Chrillian. 

Tbecd.   Let  me  know 
The  Man  to  whole  religious  Means  I  owe 
So  great  a  Debt. 

Paul.  You  are  advanc'd  too  high,  Sir, 
To  acknowledge  a  Beholdingneis,  'tis  difcharg'd. 
And  I,  beyond  my  Hopes,  rewarded,  if 
My  Service  pleafe  your  Majclly. 

Iheod.  Idi^e  this  i^ledge 
Of  our  alfured  Love,     ^re  there  none  here 
Have  Suits  to  prefer  ?  On  i'uch  a  Day  as  this 
My  Bounty's  without  Limit.     O  my  deareft, 
I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak  ^  whatever  in 
Tiiy  Thoughts  is  a()prchended,  I  grant  freely. 
Thou  would'fl  plead  thy  Unworthinefs  •,  by  thyfelf 
The  Magazine  of  felicity,  in  thy  Lownefs 
Our  Eaftern  QLieens,  at  their  full  Height,  bow  to  thee, 
And  are,  in  their  beft  iVim,  thy  Foils  and  Shadows. 
Excufe  the  Violence  of  my  Love,  which  cannot 
Admit  the  leatt  Delay.     Command  the  Patriarch 
With  Speed  to  do  his  Holy  Office  for  us, 
That,  when  we  are  made  one- 

Pulch.  You  muft  forbear,  Sirj 
She  is  not  yet  bnptiz'd. 

^heod.  In  the  fame  Hour 
In  which  fhe  is  confirmed  in  our  Faith, 
"We  mutually  v/ill  give  away  each  other. 
And  both  be  Gainers ;  we'll  hear  no  Reply 
That  may  divert  us.     On 

Pulch.  You  may,  hereafter, 
'Pleafe  to  remember  to  whofe  Furtherance 
You  owe  this  Height  of  Happinefs. 

Aiben.   As  I  was 
Your  Creature  when  I  firfl  pctition'd  you, 
I  will  continue  io^t  and  you  fhali  find  me, 

Though 
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Though  an  Emprefs,  ftill  your  Servant. 

-  ,.  IJIl  exit  but  Philanax,  Gratianus,  and  Timantus. 

Grat.  Here's  a  Marriage 
Made  up  o'  th'  fudden  ! 

Phila.  I  repine  not  at 
The  fair  Maid's  Fortune — though  I  fear  the  Princcfs 
Had  fome  pecuHar  End  in't. 

Tifnan.  Who's  fo  fimple 
Only  to  doubt  it  ? 

Grat.  It  is  too  apparent, 
She  hath  prefer'd  a  Creature  of  her  own. 
By  whofe  Means  (lie  may  ftill  keep  to  herfelf 
The  Government  of  the  Empire. 

Timan.  Whereas  if. 
The  Emperor  had  efpous'd  fome  Neighbour  Queen, 
Pulcheria^  with  all  her  Wifdom,  could  not 
Keep  her  Preheminence. 

Phila.  Beit  as  it  will, 
'Tis  not  now  to  be  alter'd, — Heaven,  I  fay. 
Turn  all  to  th'  beft  ! 

Grat.  Are  we  come  to  praying  again  ? 

Phil.  Leave  thy  Prophanenefs 

Grat.  Would  it  leave  me. 
I  am  fure  I  thrive  not  by  it. 

1'iman.  Come  to  the  Temple. 

Grat.  Ev'n  where  you  will — I  know^  not   what  to 
think  on't. 

The  End  of  the  Second  A5i. 

ACT     III.         S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Paulinus,  Philanax. 
Paul.  IVJOR  this,  nor  th'  Age  before  us,  ever  look'd 

IN 

The  like  Solemnity. 

U  4  Phila. 
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Pbila.  A  fudden  Fever 
Kept  nif  at  home,     l^ray  you,  my  Lord,  acquaint  mc 
With  the  Particulars 

Paul.   You  may  prefume. 
No  romp,  nor  Ceremony  could  be  wanting. 
Where  there  was  Privilege  to  command,  and  Mean^ 
7  o  cherifh  rare  Inventions. 

Phila.   I  believe  it ; 
But  the  Sum  ol  all,  in  brief. 

Pan!.  Pray  you  fo  take  it ; 
Fair  Aihenais^  not  long  fince  a  Suitor, 
And  almoO  in  her  Hopes  forfaken,  firft 
Was  chrifPned,  and  the  Fmperor's  Mother*s  Name> 
Endcxia,  as  he  will'd,  impos'd  upon  her  : 
Pulcberia,  the  ever  matchlefs  Princefs, 
AITifted  by  her  reverend  Aunt  Mariay 
Her  God-mothers. 

Phila.  And  who  the  Mafculine  Witncfs  .? 

Paul.  At  the  new  Emprefs'  Suit  I  had  the  Honour  ; 
. — For  which  1  muft  ever  ferve  her. 

Phila.  'Twas  a  Gr^ce, 
W' ith  Jufcice  you  may  boaft  of. 

Paul.  The  Marriage  follow'd. 
And,  as  'tis  laid,  the  Emperor  made  bold 
To  turn  the  Day  to  Night-,  for  to  Bed  they  went 
As  loon  as  they  had  din'd,  and  there  are  Wagers 
Laid  by  fome  merry  Lords,  he  hath  already 
Begot  a  Boy  upon  her. 

Phila.  That  is  yet 
To  be  determin'd  of;  but  I  am  certain, 
A  Prince,  fo  foon  in  his  Difpofition  alter'd, 
Was  never  heard  nor  read  of. 

Paul.  But  of  late. 
Frugal  and  fparing,  now  nor  Bounds,  nor  Limits 
To  his  magnificent  Bounties.     He  affirm'd, 
Having  receiv'd  more  Blefllngs  by  his  Emprefs 
Then  he  could  hope,  in  Thankulnefs  to  Heaven 
He  cannot  be  too  prodigal  to  others. 

What- 
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Whatever's  offer'd  to  his  Royal  Hand 
He  figns  without  perufing  it. 

Phila.  I  am  here 
Injoin'd  to  free  all  fiich  as  lie  for  Debt, 
The  Creditors  to  be  paid  out  of  his  CofFers„ 

Paul.  And  I  all  Malefactors  that  are  not 
Convicted,  or  for  Treafon  or  foul  Murther  j 
Such  only  are  excepted  ; 

Phila.  'Tis  a  rare  Clemency  ! 

Paul,  Which  we  mull  not  difpute,  but  put  in  Prafbice, 

[Exetmt, 

SCENE    11. 

l^oud  Mufick^  Shouts  within :  Heaven  preferve  the  Empe* 
ror^  Heaven  blefs  the  Etnprefs.  Then  in  State^  Chry- 
fapius.  Patriarch.  Paulinus,  Theodofius,  Athenais, 
Pulcheria,  her  two  young  Sifters  bearing  up  Athenais*^ 
Train,  followed  by  Philanax,  Gratianus,  Timantus, 
Suitors,  prefenting  Petitions,  the  Emperor  fealing  them. 
Pulcheria  appears  troubled, 

Pulch.  Sir,  by  your  own  Rules  of  Philofophy 
You  know  Things  violent  laft  not.     Royal  Bounties 
Are  great,  and  gracious  while  they  are  difpens'd 
"With  Moderation  •,  but,  when  their  Excefs 
Jn  giving  Giant'-Bulks  to  others,  take  from 
The  Prince's  juft  Proportion,  they  lofe 
The  Names  ot  Virtues,  and,  their  Natures  chang'd. 
Grow  the  moft  dangerous  Vices 

Theod.  In  this,  Sifter, 
Your  Wifdom  is  not  circular ;  they  that  fow 
Jn  narrow  Bounds,  cannot  expedt,  in  Reafon, 
A  Crop  beyond  their  Ventures,  what  I  do 
Difperle,  I  lend,  and  will  with  Ufury 
Return  unto  my  Heap.     I  only  then 
Am  rich,  and  happy  (though  my  Coffers  found 
"With  Emptinefs  i  when  my  glad  Subjects  feel, 
T^heir  Plenty  and  Felicity  is  my  Gift  j 

And 
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And  they  will  find,  when  they  with  CheerfuJneis 

Supply  not  my  Defccfbs,  I  being  the  Stomach 

To  th'  politick  Body  of  the  State,  the  Limbs 

Grow  fuddenly  faint  and  feeble.     I  could  urge 

Proofs  ot  more  Fincnefs  in  their  Shape  and  Language ; 

But  none  of  greater  Strength. — Diliuade  me  not ; 

What  we  will,  we  will  do^  yet,  to  alTure  you 

Your  Care  does  not  offend  us,  for  an  Hour, 

Be  happy  in  the  Converfe  of  my  bed 

And  dcareft  Comfort — May  you  pleafe  to  licenfe 

My  Privacy  fome  few  Minutes  ?  [To  Athenais. 

Jtben.  Licenfe,  Sir.? 
I  have  no  Will,  but  is  deriv'd  from  yours. 
And  that  flill  waits  upon  you  •,  nor  can  I 
Be  left  with  fuch  Security  with  any. 
As  with  the  gracious  Princels,  who  receives 

Addition,  though  fhe  be  all  Excellence, 

In  being  ftil'd  your  Sifter. 
T'heod.  O  fweet  Creature  ! 

Let  me  be  cenfur'd  fond,  and  too  indulgent. 

Nay,  though  they  fay  uxorious,  I  care  notj 

Her  Love,  and  fweet  Flumility  exact 

A  Tribute  far  beyond  my  Power  to  pay 

Her  matchlefs  Goodnefs.     \_/]ftde.{     Forward. 

[Exeunt  Theodofius  and  the  Train, 
Piilch.  Now  you  fi/id 

Your  dying  Father's  Prophecy,  that  foretold 

Your  prcfent  Greatnefs,  to  the  full  accomplifh'd. 

For  the  poor  Aids,  and  Furtherance  I  lent  ypu, 

I  willingly  forget. 

Athen.  Ev'n  that  binds  me 

To  a  more  Itrift  Remembrance  of  the  Favour  j 

Nor  fhail  you,  from  my  foul  Ingratitude, 

In  any  Circumftance,  ever  find  Caufe 

T'upbraid  me  with  your  Benefit. 
Pulch.  I  believe  fo. 

Pray  you  give  us  i^eave — What  now  I  mult  deliver 

Under  the  deepcft  Seal  of  Secrecy, 

Though 
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Though  it  be  for  your  Good,  will  give  AiTurance 
Of  what  is-look'd  for,  if  you  not  alone 
Hear,  but  obey  my  Counieis. 

At  hen.  They  mufl  be 
Of  a  ftrange  Nature,  if  with  zealous  Speed 
1  put  'em  not  in  Fraftice. 

Pidch.  'Twere  Impertinence 
To  dwell  on  Circumftances,  fince  the  Wound 
Requires  a  fudden  Cure  j  efpecially 
Since  you,  that  are  the  happy  Initrument 
Ele6led  to  it,  though  young  in  your  Judgment 
Write  far  above  your  Years,  and  may  initru6t 
Such  as  are  more  experienc'd. 

Athen.  Good  Madam, 
In  this  I  mull  oppofe  you,  I  am  well 
Acquainted  with  my  Weaknefs,  and  it  will  not 
Become  your  Wifdom,  by  which  I  am  rais'd 
To  this  titulary  Height,  that  llioukl  corredt 
The  Pride,  and  overweening  of  my  Fortune, 
To  play  the  Pasafite  to  it,  in  afcribing 
That  Merit  to  me,  unto  which  I  can 
Pretend  no  Intereft — Pray  you,  excufe 
My  bold  Simplicity,  and  to  my  Weight 
Defign  me  where  you  pleafe,  and  you  fhall  find 
In  my  Obedience,  I  am  ftiil  your  Creature. 

Pukh.  'Hs  nobly  anfv/er'd,  and  I  glory  in 
The  Building  I  hav^e  rais'd.     Go  on,  fweetLady, 
In  this  your  virtuous  Progrefs. — But  to  the  Point  j 
You  know,  nor  do  I  envy  it,  you  have 
Acquir'd  that  Power,  which,  not  long  fince,  was  mine, 
In  governing  the  Emperor,  and  muft  ufe 
The  Strength  you  hold  in  the  Heart  of  his  Affections, 
For  his  private,  as  the  publick  Prefervation, 
To  which  there  is  no  grtater  Enemy, 
Than  his  exorbitant  Prodigality, 
Howe'er  his  Sycophants,  and  Flatterers  call  if. 
Royal  Magnificence ;  and,  though  he  may 
Urge  what's  done  for  your  Honour,  muft  aot  be 

Curb'd 
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Curb'd,  or  be  controuTd  by  you,  you  cannot  in 
Your  Wifdom  but  conceive,  if  that  the  Torrent 
Of  his  violent  Bounties  be  not  Itop'd,  or  leircn'd. 
It  will  prove  moll  pernicious.     Therefore,  Madam, 
Since 'tis  your  1  ^uty,  as  you  are  his  Wife, 
To  give  him  faving  Counfels,  and,  in  being 
Almoft  las  Idol,  may  command  him  to 
Take  any  Shape  you  pleale,  with  a  powerful  Hand, 
To  Hop  him  in  his  Precipice  to  Ruin. 

Athen.  Avert  it,  Heaven  I 

Fi.lch.  Heaven  is  molt  gracious  to  you,  Madam, 
In  chufing  you  to  be  the  Inftrument 
Of  fuch  a  pious  Work.     You  fee  he  figns 
What  Suit  foever  is  prefer'd,  not  once 
Enquiring  what  it  is,  yielding  himfelf 
A  Prey  to  all.     I  would,  therefore,  have  you.  Lady, 
As  I  know  you  will,  to  advife  him,  or  command  him. 
As  he  would  reap  the  Plenty  of  your  Favours, 
To  ufe  more  Moderation  in  his  Bounties  \ 
And  that,  before  he  gives,  he  would  confidcr, 
The  what,  to  whom,  and  wherefore. 

Athen.  Do  you  think 
Such  Arrogance,  or  Ufurpation,  rather. 
Of  what  is  proper,  and  peculiar 
To  ev'ry  private  Hufband,  and  much  more 
To  him  an  Emperor,  can  rank  with  th'  Obedience 
And  Duty  of  a  Wife  .?  /\re  we  appointed 
In  our  Creation  (let  me  reafon  with  you) 
To  rule,  or  to  obey  ?  Or,  'caufe  he  loves  me 
With  a  kind  Impotence,  muft  I  tyrannize 
Over  his  Weaknefs  ?  Or  abufe  the  Strength, 
With  which  he  arms  me,  to  his  Wrong  t  Or,  like 
A  proftituted  Creature,  merchandize 
Our  mutual  Delight  for  Hire  .''  Or  to 
Serve  mine  own  fordid  Ends }  In  vulgar  Nuptials 
Priority  is  exploded,  though  there  be 
A  Difference  in  the  Parties  •,  and  fhall  I, 
His  VaiTal,  fr'om  Obfcurity,  rais'd  by  him 
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To  this  fo  eminent  Light,  *  prefume  t'  appoint  him 
To  do,  or  not  to  do,  this,  or  that  ?  When  Wives 
Are  well  accommodated  by  their  Hufbands 
With  all  Things  both  for  Ufe,  and  Ornament, 
Let  them  fix  there,  and  never  dare  to  queflion 
Their  Wills  or  Actions.     For  myfelf,  I  vow. 
Though  now  my  Lord  would  ralhly  giveaway 
His  Scepter,  and  Imperial  Diadem, 
Or  if  there  could  be  any  Thing  more  precious, 
I  would  not  crofs  it ; — but  I  know  this  is 
But  a  Trial  of  my  Temper,  and  as  fuch 
I  do  receive  it ;  or,  if't  be  otherwife. 
You  are  fo  fubtil  in  your  Arguments, 
I  dare  not  (lay  to  hear  them. 

Pulch.  Is't  ev'n  fo  ? 
I've  Power  o'er  thefe,  yet,  and  command  their  Stay, 
To  hearken  nearer  to  me. 

1  Sifter.  We  are  charg'd 

By  the  Emperor,  our  Brother,  to  attend 
The  Emprefs'  Service, 

2  Sifter.  You  are  too  mortify'd.  Sifter, 
(With  Reverence  I  fpeak  it)  for  young  Ladies 
To  keep  you  Company.     I  am  fo  tir'd 
With  your  tedious  Exhortations,  Doftrines, 
Ufes  of  your  religious  Morality, 

That,  for  my  Health-fake,  I  muft  take  the  Freedom 
To  enjoy  a  little  of  thofe  pretty  Pleafures 
That  I  was  born  to. 

I  Sifter.  When  I  come  to  your  Years, 
I'll  do  as  you  do ;  but,  till  then,  with  your  Pardon, 
I'll  iofe  no  more  Time.     I  have  not  learn'd  to  dance  yet„ 
Nor  fing,  but  Holy  Hymns,  and  thofe  to  vile  Tunes  too; 
Nor  to  difcourfe,  but  of  Schoolmens  Opinions. 
How  fhall  I  anfwer  my  Suitors  ?  Since,  I  hope. 
Ere  long  I  fhall  have  many,  without  Pra(5lice 

*  To  this  fo  eminent  Light. 
Thus  we  read  in  the  old  Copies,  which  I  have  here  foUow'd,  tho* 
I  think  it  ought  to  be 

To  tbii/a  eminent  Height. 

To 
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To  write,  and  fpeak  foineching  that's  not  derivM 
From  the  Fathers  of  Philofophy. 

2  Sijlcr.  We/>iall  fliame 
Our  Breeding,  SiilcT,  if  wc  fliould  goon  tbu5!. 

1  Sijlcr.  'Tis  for  your  Credit,  thatvvefludy 
How  to  converfe  with  Men  ;  Women  with  Women 
Yields  but  a  barren  Argument. 

2  Sijhr.  She  frowns- 

But  you'll  proted  us,  Madain  ? 

Athen.  Yes,  and  love 
Your  fweet  Simplicity. 

1  Sifier.  All  young  Girls  are  fo, 
'Till  diey  know  the  Way  oft. 

2  ^ijier.  But,  when  we  are  enter*d, 
We  lliall  on  a  good  round  Pace. 

Athtti.   V\\  leave  you,  Madam. 

I  iiifier.   And  we  ;  our  Duties  with  you. 

[Exeunt  Athenais  and  the  young  Ladies, 
Piilch.  On  all  Hands 
Thus  flighted  ?  No  Way  left .?  Am  I  grown  ftupid 
In  my  Invention  ?  Can  I  make  no  Ufe 
Of  the  Emperor's  Bounties  ? — Now  'tis  thought :  within 
there. 

Enter  Servant. 

Scrv.  Madam. 

Pukh.  It  Ihall  be  fo  : — Nearer;  your  Ear 
Draw  a  Petition  to  this  End. 

Serv.  Befuies 
The  Danger  to  prefer  it,  I  believe 
'Twill  ne'er  be  granted. 

Pulch.  How's  this  ?  Are  you  grown. 
From  a  Servant,  my  Direflor  ?  Let  me  hear 
No  more  uf  this.     Difputoh,  I'll  madei'  him 

\^Exit  Servant. 
At  his  own  Weapon. 

Enter 
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Enier   Theodofius,    Favorinus,    Philanax,  'Timantus, 
Gratianus. 

^heod.  Let  me  under ftand  it, 
If  yet  there  be  ought  wanting  that  may  perfect 
A  general  Happinefs. 

Favor.  The  People's  Joy 
In  Seas  of  Acclamations  flow  in 
To  wait  on  yours. 

Phila.  Their  Love  with  Bounty  levied. 
Is  a  fure  Guard  :  Obedience,  forc'd  from  Fear, 
Paper  Fortification,  which  in  Danger 
Will  yield  to  the  Impreflion  of  a  Reed, 
Or  of  irfelf  fall  off. 

Thecd.  True,  Phila?iax. 
And  by  that  certain  Coitjpafs  we  refolve 
To  fteer  our  Barque  of  Government. 

Enter  Servant  -with  the  Pietition. 

Pulch.  'Tis  well. 

^heod-.  My  deareft,  and  my  all-deferving  Sifter, 
As  a  Petitioner  kneel  ?  It  muft  not  be. 
Pray  you,  rife  j  although  your  Suit  were  half  my  Em- 
pire, 
'Tis  freely  granted. 

Pulch.  Your  A-Iacricy 
To  give  hath  made  a  Beggar  •,  yet,  before 
My  Suit  is  by  your  facred  Hand  and  Seal 
Confirm'd,  *tis  necefTary  you  perufe 
The  Sum  of  my  Requeft. 

T'heod.  We  will  not  wrong 
Your  Judgment,  in  conceiving  what  Vis  fit 
For  you  to  afk,  and  us  to  grant,  fo  much. 
As  to  proceed  v/ith  Caution,  give  me  my  Signet, 
With  Confidence  I  fign  it,  and  here  vow 
^y  my  Father's  Soul,  but  with  your  freeConfent, 
It' is  irrevocable. 

'Timantus, 
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^itnan.  What  if  fhe  now 
Calling  to  Memory,  how  often  we 
Have  crofs'd  her  Government,  in  Revenge  hath  made 
Petition  tor  our  I  leads  ^ 

Grat.  They  mull  even  off,  then  ; 
NoRanfom  can  redeem  us. 

Theod.   Let  thofe  Jewels 
So  highly  rated  by  ihtPcrf.an  Merchants 
Be  bought,  and  as  a  Sacrifice  from  us 
Prefented  to  Eudoxia^  fhe  being  only 
Worthy  to  wear  'cm.     1  am  angry  with 
The  unrefiftable  Necefiity 
Of  my  Occafions,  and  important  Cares, 
That  fo  long  keep  me  from  her. 

[Exearjl  Theodofius  and  the  Train. 

Puhb.  Go  to  the  Emprefs, 
And  tell  her  on  the  fudden,  I  am  Tick, 
And  do  defire  the  Comfort  of  a  Vifit, 
If  ihe  pleafe  to  vouchfafe  it.     From  me  ufe 
Your  humbleft  Language.— But,  when  once  I  have  her 

lExit  Servant, 
In  my  PolTeffion,  I  will  rife,  and  fpeak 
In  a  higher  Strain  :  Say  it  raife  Storms,  no  matter. 
Fools  judge  by  the  Event,  my  Ends  are  honeft.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    III. 

Theodofius,  Timantus,  Philanax. 

Thtod.  What  is  become  of  her  ?  Can  fhe  that  carries 
Such  glorious  Excellence  of  Light  about  her. 
Be  any  where  conceal'd  ? 

Phila.  We  have  fought  her  Lodgings, 
And  all  we  can  learn  from  the  Servants,  is. 
She  by  your  Majcfty's  Sifters  waited  on. 
The  Attendance  of  her  other  Officers, 
By  her  exprefs  Command,  deny'd, 

Theod.   Forbear 
Impertinent  Circumftances, — whither  went  fhe  ?  Speak* 

PhiJCs 
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Phila.  As  they  giiefs,  to  the  Laurel  Grove. 

Theod.  So  flightly  guarded  ! 
What  an  Earthquake  I  feel  in  me !   and,  but  that 
Religion  alTures  the  contrary. 
The  Poets  Dreams  of  luftful  Fawns,  and  Satyrs, 
Would  make  me  fear  I  know  not  what. 

Enter  Favorinus. 

Favor.  I  have  found  her. 
And  it  pleafe  your  Majefty. 

Theod.  Yes,  it  doth  pleafe  me. 
But  why  return'd  without  her  ? 

Favor.  As  (ht  made  ? 

Her  fpeedieft  Approaches  to  your  Prefence, 
A  Servant  of  the  Princefs's,  Pulchertay 
Encountered  her.     What  'twas  he  whifper'd  to  her 
I'm  ignorant ;  but,  hearing  it,  fhc  ftarted. 
And  will'd  me  to  cxcufe  her  Abfcnce  from  you 
The  third  Part  of  an  Hour. 

Theod.  In  this  fhe  takes 
So  much  of  my  Life  from  me ;  yet,  I'll  bear  it 
With  what  Patience  I  may  -,  fmce  'tis  her  Pleafure, 
Go  back,  my  Favorinus.,  and  intreat  her 
Not  to  exceed  a  Minute. 

Timant.  Here's  ftrange  Fondnefs !  [ExeunL 

SCENE     IV. 

Pukheria.     Servants. 

Ptikh.  You're  certain  flie  will  come  ? 

Serv.  She  is  already 
Enter'd  your  outward  Lodgings. 

Pulch.  No  Train  with  her  ? 

Serv.  Your  Excellency's  Sifters  only. 

Pulch.  'Tis  the  better. 
See  the  Doors  ftrongly  guarded,  and  deny 
Accefs  to  all,  but  with  our  fpecial  Licence : 

Vol.  II.  X  Why 


322  THE    EMPEROR 

"Why  doft  thou  iUy  ?  Shew  your  Obedience  ; 

Your  W'lldom  now  is  ulelefs.  {Exeunt  Servants. 

Enter  Athenais,  Arcadia,  Flaccilla. 

Flac.  She  is  fick,  fure  ', 
Or,  in  fit  Reverence  to  your  Majefty, 
She  had  waited  you  at  the  Door. 
Arcad.  'Iwould  hardly  be 

[Pulcheria  walking  by. 
Excus'd,  in  civil  Manners,  to  her  Equal : 
But  with  more  Difficulty  to  you,  that  are 
So  far  above  her. 

jltben.  Not  in  her  Opinion  •, 
She  hath  been  too  long  accuflom'd  to  Command 
T'  acknov;ledge  a  Superior. 
Arcad.   1  here  fne  walks. 

Flac.  If  Hie  be  not  fick  of  the  Sullen.s,  I  fee  not 
The  le  tfl  Iniirmity  in  her. 
Atken.   This  is  ftrange  ! 

Arcad.  Open  your  Eyes :  The  Emprefs. 

Pulch.  Reach  that  Chair  : 
]SIow,  fitting  thus  at  Diftance,  I'll  vouchfafq 
To  look  upon  her. 

Arcad.  How,  Sifter .?  Pray  you  awake. 
Are  you  in  your  Wits  ? 

Flac.  Grant,  Heaven,  your  too  much  Learning 
Does  not  conclude  in  Madnefs. 

Athen.  You  intreated 
A  Vifit  from  me. 

Pulch.    1  rue,  my  Servant  us*d 
Such  Language  :  But  now,  as  a  Miftrefs,  I 
Command  your  Service. 
Athen.   Service? 
Arcad    She's  ftark  mad,  fure. 

Ptilcb    You'll  find  1  can  dilpofe  of  what's  mine  own 
Without  a  Guardian. 

Athen.   Follow  me. — I  will  fee  you 
When  your  frantick  Fit  is  o*er,     I  do  begin 
Tq  be  gf  yoyr  Belief.  Pulch, 
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PuJch.  It  will  deceive  you. 
Thou  fhalt  not  flir  from  hence. — Thus,  as  mine  own, 
I  leize  upon  thee. 

Flac.   Help,  help  !  Violence 
OfFer'd  to  the  Emprefs'  Perfon  ! 

Pulch.  'Tis  in  vain  : 
She  was  an  Emprefs  once  ;  but,  by  my  Gift : 
Which,  being  abus'd,  I  do  recall  my  Grant. 
You  are  read  in  Story  •,  call  to  Remembrance 
What  the  great  HeBor\  Mother,  Hecuba, 
Was  to  Ulyjj'es^  Ilium  fack'd. 

Athen.  A  Slave. 

Pulch.  To  me  thou  art  fo. 

Athen.  Wonder  and  Amazement 
Quite  overwhelm  me :  How  am  I  transformed  ? 
How  have  I  loft  my  Liberty  ? 

{Knocking  tvithout. 

Enter  Servant. 

Pulch.  Thou  {"halt  know 
Too  foon,  no  Doubt. — Who's  that,  with  fuch  Rudenefs 
Beats  at  the  Door  ? 

Serv.  The  Prince  Paulinus,  Madam, 
Sent  from  the  Emperor  to  attend  upon 
The  gracious  Emprefs. 

Arcad.  And  who  is  your  Slave  now  ? 

Flac.  Sifter,  repent  in  Time,  and  beg  Pardon 
For  your  Prefumption. 

Pulch.  —  It  is  refolv'd  : 
From  me  return  this  Anfwer  to  Paiilinus ; 
She  Ihall  not  come  •,  fhe's  mine  •,  the  Emperor  hath 
No  Intereft  in  her,  [Exit  Servants 

Athen.  Whatfoe'er  I  am, 
You  take  not  from  your  Power  o'er  me,  to  yield 
A  Reafon  for  this  Ufage. 

Pulch.  Though  my  Will  is 
Sufficient  to  add  to  thy  Afflidlion, 
Know,  Wretched  Thing,  'tis  not  thy  Fate,  but  Folly, 
Hath  made  thee  what  thou  art :  'Tis  fome  Ddighc 

X  2  Ta 
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To  urge  my  Merits  to  one  fo  ungrateful  i 

Thcreiore  with  iiorror  hear  it.     When  thou  wert 

Ihruil  as  a  Stranger  horn  thy  Father's  Houfe, 

Expos'd  lo  all  Calamities  that  Want 

Could  throw  upon  thee  ;  thine  own  Brothers'  Scorn, 

i\nd  in  thy  Hopes,  as  by  the  World,  tbrfaken. 

My  Pity,  the  luft  Altar  that  was  left  thee  -, 

I  heard  thy  Syren  Chaims,  with  Feeling  heard  them. 

And  my  Compafiion  made  mine  F-yes  vie  Tears 

With  thine,  diiiembling  Crocodile  !   and  when  Queens 

Were  emulous  tor  thy  In  penal  Bed, 

The  Garments  ol  thy  Sorrows  caft  afide, 

I  put  thee  in  a  Shape  as  would  have  forc'd 

E',nvy  trom  Clecpaira^  had  fiie  feen  thee. 

Then,  when  1  knew  my  Brother's  Blood  was  warm'd 

With  youthful  Fires,  I  brought  thee  to  his  Prelence: 

And  how  my  deep  Defigns,  lor  thy  Good  plotted, 

Succeeded  to  my  W'ilhes,  is  apparent. 

And  needs  no  Repetition. 

Aihcn.  I  am  confcious 
Of  your  fo  many,  and  unequal'd  Favours, 
But  find  not  how  I  may  accufe  njyfelf 
For  any  Fa6ts  com.mitted,  that  with  Juflice 
Can  raife  your  Anger  to  this  Height  againft  me, 

Pulch.  Pride  and  Forgetfulnefs   would  not  let  thee 
fee  that, 
Againll  which  now  thou  canft  not  clofe  thine  Eyes. 
What  Injury  could  be  equal  to  thy  late 
Contempt  of  my  good  Counfel,  when  I  urg'd 
The  Emperor's  prodigal  Bounties,  and  intreated 
That  you  would  ufe  your  Power  to  give  'em  Limits, 
Or,  at  the  leaft,  a  due  Cohfideration 
Of  fuch  as  lu'd,  and  for  what,  ere  he  fign'd  it  ? 
In  Oppofuion,  you  brought  againll  me 
Th'  Obedience  of  a  Wife,  that  Ladies  were  not, 
B.ing  well  accom.modated  by  their  Lords, 
To  queftion,  but  much  Icfs  to  crofs,  their  Pleafurcs  \ 
Nor  would  you,  though  the  Emperor  were  refolv'd 
To  give  away  his  Scepter,  hinder  it. 

Since 
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Since  'tv/as  done  for  your  Honour,  covering  with 
Falfe  Colours  of  Humility  your  Ambition. 

Athen.  And  is  this  my  Offence  ? 

Pulch.  As  wicked  Counfel 
Is  ftill  moft  hurtful  unto  thofe  that  give  it; 
Such  as  deny  to  follow  what  is  good, 
In  Reafon,  are  the  firft  that  mult  repent  it. 
When  I  pleafe,  you  ihall  hear  more  ;  in  the  mean  Time, 
Thank  your  own  wilful  Folly  that  hath  chang'd  you 
From  an  Emprefs  to  a  Bondwoman. 

Theod.  Force  the  Doors  : 
Kill  thofe  that  dare  relifl-. 

Enter  Theodofius,  Paulinus,  Philanax,  Chryfapius, 
Gratianus. 

Athen,  Dear  Sir,  redeem  me. 

Flac.  O  fuffer  not,  for  your  own  Honour's  fake^ 
The  Emprefs,  you  fo  late  lov'd,  to  be  made 
A  Prifoner  in  the  Court. 

Arcad.  Leap  to  his  Lips, 
You'll  find  them  the  beft  Sanftuary. 

Flac.  And  try,  then, 
What  Intereft  my  reverend  Sifter  hath 
To  force  you  from  'em. 

Theod.  What  ftrange  May  game's  this  ? 
Though  done  in  Sport,  how  ill  this  Levity 
Becomes  yourWifdom  ? 

Pulch.  I  am  ferious,  Sir, 
And  have  done  nothing  but  what  you  in  Honour, 
And  as  you  are  yourfelf  an  Emperor, 
Stand  bound  to  juftify. 

Theod.  Take  heed  •,  put  not  thefe 
Strange  Trials  on  my  Patience. 

Pulch.  Do  not  you,  Sir, 
Deny  your  own  Ad  ;  as  you  are  a  Man, 
And  ftand  on  your  own  Bottom,  'twill  appear 
A  childifh  Weaknefs  to  make  void  a  Grant, 
Sign'd  by  your  Sacred  Hand  and  Seal,  and  ftrengthen'd 
X  3  With 
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With  a  religious  Oath,  but  with  my  Licence 
Never  to  be  recall'd.  For  feme  few  Minutes 
Let  Rcalbn  rule  your  PalTion,  and  in  this, 

iDelivers  the  Deed. 
Be  pleas'd  to  read  my  Intereft.     You  will  find,  there. 
What  you  in  me  call  Violence,  is  Juftice, 
And  that  1  may  makeUfe  of  what's  mine  own. 
According  to  my  Will.     'Tis  your  own  Gift,  Sir  ; 
And  what  an  Emperor  gives,  fhould  itand  as  firm 
As  the  Celertial  Poles  upon  the  Shoulders 
Of  Atlas,  or  his  SuccelFor  in  that  Office 
The  great  Akides. 

1'heod.  Mii'eries  of  more  Weight, 
Than  'tis  feign'd  they  fupported,  fall  upon  me  ! 
What  hath  my  Raflinefs  done  ?  In  this  Tranfadion 
Drawn  in  exprefs  and  formal  Terms,  I  have 
Giv'n  and  confign'd  into  your  Hands,  to  ufe 
And  obferve,  as  you  pleafe,  my  dear  Eudoxa. 
It  is  my  Deed,  I  do  confefs  it  is. 
And,  as  I  am  myfelf,  not  to  be  canccll'd  : 
But  yet  you  may  fhew  Mercy — and  you  will. 
When  you  confider  that  there  is  no  Beauty 
So  perfe6l  in  a  Creature,  but  is  foil'd 
With  fome  unbefeeming  Blemilh.     You  have  labour'd 
To  build  me  up  a  complete  Prince  ;  'tis  granted  : 
Yet,  as  I  am  a  Man,  like  other  Monarchs, 
I  have  Defeds  and  Frailties  -,  my  Facility, 
To  fend  Petitioners  with  pleas'd  Looks  from  me. 
Is  all  I  can  be  charg'd  with,  and  it  will 
Become  your  Wifdom,  (fince  'tis  in  your  Power) 
In  Charity  to  provide,  I  fall  no  further 
Or  in  my  Oath,  or  Honour. 

Pidch.  Royal  Sir, 
This  was  the  Mark  I  aim'd  at,  and  I  glory 
At  the  length,  you  fo  conceive  it  :  'Twas  a  Weaknefs 
To  meafure  by  your  own  Integrity 
The  Purpofes  of  others.     I  have  fhewn  you, 
In  a  true  Mirror,  what  Fruit  grows  upon 
The  Tree  of  hoodwinked  Bounty,  and  what  Dangers 

rreci- 
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Precipitation  in  the  managing 
Your  great  Affairs  produceth. 

Theod.  I  embrace  it 
As  a  grave  Advertifement,  and  vow  hereafter 
Never  to  fign  Petitions  at  this  Rate. 

Pulch.  For  mine,  fee.  Sir,  'tis  cancel'd ;  on  my  Knees 
I  re- deliver  what  I  now  begg'd  from  you. 

[Tears  the  Deed, 
She  is  my  fecond  Gift. 

Theod.  Which  if  I  part  from 
'Till  Death  divorce  us [Kiffi^g  Athenais. 

At  hen.  So,  Sir  — — 

Theod.  Nay,  Sweet,  chide  not : 
I  am  punifli'd  in  thy  Looks  \  defer  the  reft, 
'Till  we're  more  private. 

Pulch.  I  afls:  Pardon  too. 
If,  in  my  perfonated  PafTion,  I 
Appear'd  too  harlh  and  rough. 

Athen.  'Twas    gentle   Language, 
What  I  was  then  confider'd. 

Pulch.  O  dear  Madam, 
It  was  Decorum  in  the  Scene. 

Athen.  This  Trial, 
"When  I  was  Athenais.,  might  have  pafs'd  ; 
But,  as  [  am  the  Emprefs 

Theod.  Nay,  no  Anger, 
Since  all  Good  was  intended. 

[Exeunt  Theodofius,  Athenais,  Arcadia,  FlaccilJa. 

Pulch.  Building  on 
That  certain  Bafe,  I  fear  not  what  can  follow. 

{Exit  Pulcheria. 

Paul.  Thefe  are  ftrange  Devices,  Philanax. 

Phila.  True,  my  Lord. 
May  all  turn  to  the  beft  ! 

Grat.  The  Emperor's  Looks 
Promis'd  a  Calm. 

Chryf.  But  the  vex'd  Emprefs'  Frowns 
Prefag'd  a  fecond  Storm. 

Paul.  I  am  fure  I  feel  one 

X  4  Iij 
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In  my  Leg  already. 

Phila.  Your  old  Friend,  the  Gout  ? 

Paul.  My  forc'd  Companion,  Philanas. 

Chryf.  To  your  Rclh 

PauL  Reil,  and  forbearing  Wine,  with  a  temperate 
Diet, 
Though  many  Mountebanks  pretend  the  Cure  oft, 
Fve  [bund  my  bell  Phyficians. 

Phila.  Kale  to  your  Lordlhip.  [Exeunt. 

^he  End  of  the  "third  A51. 


A  C  T     IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Athenais,  Chryfapius. 

Athen.  TV  yT  A  K  E  me  her  Property  ? 

iVl     Chryf.  Your  Majefty 
Hath  juil  Caufe  of  Diftafte  ;  and  your  Refentment 
Of  the  Affront  in  the  Point  of  Honour  cannot 
But  meet  a  fair  Conftrudion. 

Athen.  I  have  only 
The  Title  of  an  Emprefs,  but  the  Power 
Is,  by  her,  ravifh'd  from  me.    She  furveys 
My  Adtions  as  a  Governefs,  and  calls 
My  not  obferving  all  thatflie  direds, 
Folly,  and  Difobedience. 

Chryf.  Under  Correction, 
With  Grief  I've  longobferv'd  it ;  and,  if  you 
Stand  pleas'd  to  fign  my  Warrant,  Til  deliver 
In  my  unfeign'd  Zeal,  and  Defire  to  ferve  you, 
(Howe'er  1  run  tiie  Hazard  of  my  Head  for't, 
Should  it  arrive  at  the  Knowledge  of  the  Princefs) 
Not  alone,  the  Reafons  why  rhings  are  thus  carried, 
But  give  into  your  Hands  the  Power  to  clip 
The  Wings  of  her  Command. 

Athen. 
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Athen.  Your  Service  this  Way- 
Can  not  offend  me. 

Chryf.  Be  you  pleas'd  to  know,  then, 
(But  flill  with  Pardon,  if  I  am  too  bold) 
Your  too  much  Sufferance  imps  the  broken  Feathers 
Which  carry  her  to  this  proud  Height,  in  which 
She  with  Security  Ibars,  and  ftill  tow'rs  o'er  you  : 
But,  if  you  would  employ  the  Strengths  you  hold 
In  the  Emperor's  Affe6tions,  and  remember 
The  Orb  you  move  in  fnould  admit  no  Star  elfe. 
You  never  would  confefs  the  managing 
Of  State  Affairs  to  her  alone  are  proper, 
A  nd  you  fit  by  a  Looker  on. 

Athen.  I  would  not. 
If  it  were  poffible  I  could  attempt 
Her  Diminution,  without  a  Taint 
Of  foul  Ingratitude  in  myfelf. 

Chryf.  In  this 
The  Sweetnefs  of  your  Temper  does  abufe  you  ; 
And  you  call  that  a  Benefit  to  yourfelf 
Which  fhe  for  her  own  Ends  confer'd  upon  you. 
'Tis  yielded  fhe  gave  Way  to  your  Advancement : 
But  for  what  Caufe  ?  that  fhe  might  (till  continue 
Her  Abfolute  Sway  and  Swing  o'er  the  whole  State  ; 
And  that  llie  might  to  her  Admirers  vaunt. 
The  Emprefs  was  her  Creature,  and  the  Giver 
To  be  prefer'd  before  the  Gift. 

Athen.  It  may  be. 

Chryf.  Nay,  'tis  moft  certain  :   Whereas,  would  you 
pleafe 
In  a  true  Glafs  to  look  upon  yourfelf. 
And  view  without  Detraftion  your  own  Merits, 
Which  all  Men  wonder  at,  you  would  find  that  Fate, 
Without  a  fecond  Caufe,  appointed  you 
To  the  fupremeft  Honour.     For  the  Princefs, 
She  hath  reign'd  long  enough,  and  her  Remove 
Will  make  your  Entrance  free  to  the  Poffeffion 
Of  what  you  were  born  to  ;  and,  but  once  refolve 
To  build  upon  her  Ruins,  leave  the  Engines 

That 
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That  muft  be  us'd  to  undermine  her  Grcatnefs 
To  my  Provilion. 

Atben.  I  thank  your  Care  : 
But  a  Defign  of  llich  Weight  muftnot  be 
Raflily  determin'd  of;  it  will  exaft 
A  long  and  ferious  Confultation  from  me. 
In  the  mean  Time,  Chryfapius^  reft  affur'd 
I  live  your  thankful  Miilrels.  [^Exit  Athenais, 

Chryf.  Is  this  all  ? 
Will  thePhyfick  that  I  minifter'd  work  no  further  ? 
I've  play'd  the  P'ool  ;  and,  leaving  a  calm  Port, 
Embark'd  myfelf  on  a  rough  Sea  of  Danger. 
In  her  Silence  lies  my  Safety,  which  how  can  I 
Hope  from  a  Woman  ? — But  the  Die  is  thrown. 
And  I  mufb  Hand  the  Hazard. 

Enter  ThcodofiuS,  Philanax,  Timantus,  Gratianus, 
Hunt/men. 

Theod.  Is  PaiiUnus 
So  tortur'd  with  his  Gout  ? 

Phila.  Mod  miferably.  Sir. 
And  it  adds  much  to  his  Afflidlion,  that 
The  Pain  denies  him  Power  to  wait  upon 
Your  Majefty. 

1'heod.  I  pity  him. He  is 

A  wond'rous  honed  Man,  and  what  he  fuffers, 
I  know,  will  grive  my  Emprefs. 

Timan.  He,  indeed,  is 
Much  bound  to  her  gracious  Favour. 

Theod.  He  deferves  it ; 
She  cannot  find  a  Subjeft  upon  whom 
She  better  may  confer  it. — Is  the  Stag 
Safe  lodg'd  ^ 

Grat.  Yes,  Sir,  and  the  Hounds  and  Huntfmen  ready. 

Phila.  He  will  make  you  royal  Sport.    He  is  a  Deer, 
Of  ten,  at  the  lead. 

Enter 
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Enter  Countryman  with  an  Jppk. 

Grat.  Whither  will  this  Clown  ? 

Timan.  Stand  back. 

Count,  I  would  zee  the  Emperor.     Why  fhould  you 
Courtiers 
Scorn  a  poor  Countryman  ?  We  zweat  at  the  Plough 
To  vill  your  Mouths,  you  and  you  Curs  might  ftarve, 

die. 
We  prune  the  Orchards,  and  you  cranch  the  Fruit  i 
Yet  ftill  y'are  fnarling  at  us. 

Theod.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Count.  I  would  look  on  thy  fweet  Face. 

Timan.  Unmannerly  Swain ! 

Count.  Zwain  ?  Though   I  am   a  Zwain,  I  have  a 
Heart,  yet, 
As  ready  to  do  Service  for  my  Leg, 
As  any  Princock,  Peacock  of  you  all. 
Zookers !  had  1  one  of  you  zingle,  with  this  Twig 
I  would  fo  veeze  you. 

Timan.  Will  your  Majefly 
Hear  this  rude  Language  ? 

Theod.  Yes,  and  hold  it  as 
An  Ornament,  not  a  Blemiifh.     O  Timantus  ! 
Since  that  dread  Power  by  whom  we  are,  difdains  not 
With  an  open  Ear  to  hear  Petitions  from  u% 
Eafy  Accefs  in  us,  his  Deputies, 
To  the  meanefl  of  our  Subjefts,  is  a  Debt 
Which  we  ftand  bound  to  pay. 

Count.  By  my  Granam's  Ghoft 
'Tis  a  wholefome  Zaying ;  our  Vicar  could  not  mend  it 
In  the  Pulpit  on  a  Zunday. 

Theod.  What's  their  Suit  Friend  ? 

Count.  Zute  ?  I  would  laugh  at  that.     Let  the  Court 
beg  from  thee. 
What  the  poor  Country  gives.     I  bring  a  Prefent 
To  thy  good  Grace,  which  I  can  call  mine  own. 
And  look  not,  like  thefe  gay  Volk,  for  a  Return 

Of 
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Of  what  they  venture.     Have  I  giv'nt  you,  ha  ! 
Chryf.  A  perilous  Knave. 

Count.  Zee  here  a  dahity  Apple.     [Prefents  the  Appk. 
Of  mine  own  grafting  •,  zweet  and  zownd,  I  afllire  thee. 

Iheod.  It  is  the  taireft  Fruit  I  ever  law. 
Thole  golden  Apples  in  the  IIefpena?t  Orchards 
So  ftrangeiy  guarded  by  the  watchful  Dragon, 
As  they  requir'd  great  Herades  to  get  'em  i 
Nor  thofe  with  which  Hippomenes  deceiv'd. 
Swift-looted  Jtalanta^  when  I  look 
On  this,  delerve  no  Wonder.     You  behold 
1  he  poor  Man,  and  his  Prefent,  with  Contempt : 
I  to  their  Value  prize  both  ;  He,  that  could 
So  aid  weak  Nature,  by  his  Care  and  Labour, 
As  to  compel  a  Crabtree-ftock  to  bear 
A  precious  Fruit  of  this  large  Size  and  Beauty, 
"Would  by  his  Induftry  change  a  petty  Village 
Into  a  populous  City,  and  from  that 
Eredl  a  fiourifhing  Kingdom.     Give  the  Fellow, 
For  an  Encouragement  to  his  future  Labours, 
Ten  Attick  Talents. 

Count.  I  will  weary  heaven 
"With  my  Prayers  for  your  Majefty.      {Exit  Countryman, 

Theod.  Phila;iax, 
From  me  prefent  this  Rarity  to  the  rareft 
And  bell  of  Women.     When  I  think  upon 
The  boundlefs  Happinefs  that  from  her  flows  to  mc 
In  my  Imagination  1  am  rap'd 
Beyond  myfelf. — But  I  forget  our  Hunting, 
To  the  Foreft  for  the  Exercife  of  my  Body  j 
But  for  my  Mind,  'tis  wholly  taken  up 
In  the  Contemplation  of  her  matchlefs  Virtues.    [Exeufft. 

SCENE     II. 

Athenais,  Pulcheria,  Arcadia,  Flaccilla. 

Athen.  You  (hall  know  there's  a  Difference  between  us. 

Pulcb.  There  was,  I'm  certain,  not  long  fince,  when 

you  KneelM 
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Kneel'd  a  Petitioner  to  me ;  then  you  were  happy 
To  be  near  my  Feet  -,  and  do  you  hold  it,  now. 
As  a  Difparagement  that  I  fide  you.  Lady  ? 

Jtben.  Since  you  refpedl  me  only  as  I  was, 
What  I  am  (hall  be  remember'd. 

Pulch.  Does  the  Means 
I  pradtis'd,  to  give  good  and  faving  Counfels 
To  th'  Emperor,  and  your  new  ftamp'd  Majefty 
Still  flick  in  your  Stomach  ? 

Jtben.  ' Tis  not  yet  digefted. 
In  troth  it  is  not.     Why,  good  Governefs, 
Though  you  are  held  for  a  grand  Madam,  and  yourfelf 
The  firft  that  overprize  it,  I  ne'er  took 
Your  Words  ^or  Delphian  Oracles,  nor  your  A6lions 
For  luch  Wonders  as  you  make  'cm, — there  is  one. 
When  (he  Iliall  fee  her  Time,  as  fit  and  able 
To  be  made  Partner  of  the  Emperor's  Cares, 
As  your  wife  felf,  and  may  with  Juftice  challenge 
A  nearer  Intercft. — You  have  done  your  Vifit, 
So,  Vv^hen  you  pleafe,  you  may  leave  me. 

Pulch.   I'll  not  bandy 
Words  with  your  Mightinefs,  proud  one,  only  this. 
You  carry  too  much  Sail  for  your  fmall  Bark  ; 
And  that,  vvhen  you  lead  think  upon't,  may  fink  you. 

[Exit  Pulcheria. 

Flac.  I  am  glad  (lie's  gone. 

Jrcad.  I  fear'd  (he  would  have  read 
A  tedious  Leflure  to  us. 

Enter  PhiJanax  wiiib  the  Apple, 

Phila.  From  the  Emperor. 
This  rare  Fruit  to  the  rareil. 

Athen.  How,  my  Lord  ? 

Phila.  I  ufe  his  Language,  Madam  ;  and  that  Truft, 
Which  he  impos'd  on  me,  difcharg'd,  his  Pleafure 
Commands  my  prefent  Service.  [Exit  Philanax. 

Athen.  Have  you  feen 
So  fair  an  Apple  ? 

Flac. 
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Flac.  Never. 

jircad.  If  the  Tafte 
Anfwer  the  Beauty. 

Athen.  Prettily  begM  ; — you  fliould  have  it ; 
But  that  you  eat  too  much  cold  Fruit,  and  that 
Changes  the  frefh  Red  in  your  Cheeks  to  Palenels. 

Enter  Servant. 

I've  other  Dainties  for  you  ;  you  come  from 
Piiul'ni'.s  ;  how  is't  with  that  truly  noble. 
And  honeft  L,ord  ?  My  Witncfs  at  the  Fount; 
In  a  Word,  the  Man  to  whole  bJefs'd  Charity 
I  owe  my  Greatnefs.     How  is't  with  him  ? 

Serv.  Spiritly, 
In  his  Mindi  but,  by  the  raging  of  his  Gout. 
In  his  Body  much  diftemper'd  ;  that  you  pleas'd 
To  inquire  his  Flealth,  took  off  much  from  his  Pain  j 
His  glad  Looks  did  confirm  it. 

Athen.  Do  his  Doiflors 
Give  him  no  Hope  ? 

Serv.  Little  •,  they  rather  fear. 
By  his  continual  burning,  that  he  ftands 
In  danger  of  a  Fever. 

Athen.  To  him  again. 
And  tell  him  that  I  heartily  wifh  it  lay 
In  me  toeafe  him,  and  from  me  deliver 
This  choice  Fruit  to  him  ;  you  may  fay  to  that 
I  hope  it  will  prove  phyfical. 

Serv.  The  good  Lord 
Will  be  o'erjoy'd  with  the  Favour. 

Athen.  He  defervcs  more.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE    III. 

Paulinus  brought  in  a  Chair^  Chirurgeon. 

Chirurg.  I've  done  as  much  as  Art  can  do,  to  flop 
The  violent  Courfe  of  your  Fit,  and  I  hope  you  feel  it. 
How  does  your  Honour?  Paul 
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Paul.  At  fome  Eafe,  I  thank  you  : 
I  would  you  could  allure  Continuance  of  it. 
For  the  Moiety  of  my  Fortune. 

Chirurg.  If  I  could  cure 
The  Gout,  my  Lord,  without  the  Philofopher's  Stone 
I  fhould  loon  purchafe,  it  being  aDifeafe, 
In  poor  Men  very  rare,  and  in  the  rich 
The  Cure  impoffible,  your  many  Bounties 
Bid  me  prepare  you  for  a  certain  Truth, 
And  to  flatter  you,  were  diflioneft. 

Paul.  Your  plain  dealing 
Deferves  a  Fee.     Would  there  were  many  more  fuch 
Of  your  ProfefTion.     Happy  are  poor  Men  j 
If  fick  with  the  Excefs  of  Heat  or  Cold, 
Caus'd  by  necelTitous  Labour,  not  loofe  Surfeits 
They,  when  fpare  Diet,  or  kind  Nature  fail 
To  perfe6l  their  Recovery,  foon  arrive  at 
Their  Keft  in  Death  ;  but,  on  the  contrary. 
The  Great  and  Noble  are  expos'd  as  Preys 
To  the  Rapine  of  Phyficians  •,  and  they. 
In  ling'ring  out  what  is  remedilefs. 
Aim  at  their  Profit,  not  the  Patients  Health. 
A  thoufand  •  rials  and  Experiments 
Have  been  put  upon  me,  and  I  forc'd  to  pay  dear 
F'or  my  Vexation  ;  but  I  am  refolv'd, 
(I  thank  your  honeft  Freedom)  to  be  made 
A  Property  no  more  for  Knaves  to  work  on. 
— What  have  you  there  ? 

Enter  Cleon  with  a  Parchment  Roll, 

Cleon.  The  Triumphs  of  an  Artfman 
O'er  all  Infirmities,  made  authentical 
W^ith  the  Names  of  Princes,  Kings  and  Emperors 
That  were  his  Patients. 
Paul,  Some  Empirick. 

Clean.  It  may  be  fo;  but  he  fwears,  within  three  Days 
He  will  grub  up  your  Gout  by  th'  Roots,  and  make 
you  able 

To 
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To  march  ten  Leagues  a  Day  in  compleat  Armour, 
Paul.  ImpofTible. 

C/eori.  Or,  if"  you  like  not  him 

Chirurg.  Hear  him,  my  Lord,  for  your  Mirth  ;  I  will 
take  Order, 
They  fhall  not  wrong  you. 
Paul.  Ulher  in  your  Monftcr. 

Cleo}i.  tic   is  at  hand,  march  up  :  Now   fpeak  for 
yourfelF. 

Enter  Empirick. 

Einpir.  I  conie  not.  Right  Honourable,  to  yourPre- 
{(twct^  with  any  bafe  and  fordid  End  of  Reward  j  the 
Immortality  of  my  Fame  is  the  White  I  flioot  at,  the 
Charge  of  my  mod  curious  and  coftly  Ingredients  de- 
fray'd,  amounting  to  fome  feventeen  thoufand  Crowns — 
alVifle  in  refpedl  of  Health — writing  your  noble  Name 
in  my  Catalogue,  I  fhall  acknowledge  myfelf  amply  fa- 
tisfy'd. 

Chirurg.  I  believe  fo. 

Empir.  For  your  own  Sake,  I  mod  heartily  wirti, 
that  you  had  now  all  the  Difeafes,  Maladies  and  Infir- 
mities upon  you,  that  were  ever  remember'd  by  old 
Galen^  Hippocrates,  or  the  later,  and  more  admired  Pa- 
racelfus. 

Paul  For  your  good  Wifh,  I  thank  you. 

Empir,  Take  me  with  you,  I  befcech  your  good 
Lordfnip.  I  urg'd  it,  that  your  Joy,  in  being  certainly 
and  fuddenly  free  from  them,  may  be  the  greater,  and 
my  not  to  be  parallel'd  Skill  the  more  remarkable.  The 
Cure  of  the  Gout's  a  Toy,  without  Boaft  be  it  faid  •, 
my  Cradle-pradlice,  the  Cancer,  the  Filtula,  theDropfy, 
Confumption  of  Lungs  and  Kidneys,  Hurts  in  the  Brain, 
Heart,  or  Liver,  are  Things  worthy  my  Oppofition  i 
but  in  the  Recovery  of  my  Patients  I  ever  overcome 
them.. — But  to  your  Gout — 

Paul.  I,  marry.  Sir-,  that  cur'd,  I  Tnall  be  apter 
To  give  Credit  to  the  reft. 

Empir^ 
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Umpr.  Supp3re  ic  done,  Sir. 

Chirur.   And  t!ie  Means  you  ufe,  I  befeech  you. 

Empir.  I  vvilJ  do  ic  in  the  plaineft  Language,  and  dif- 
cover  my  Ingredients.  Firfl:,  my  botev.i  Terebinthina^  of 
Cypris^  my  Manna,  ros  cxlo^  coagulated  with  vetulos 
cvortim^  vulgarly  Yolks  of  Eggs,  with  a  little  Cyiich, 
or  Qiiantity  of  my  potable  EJixir,  with  fome  few  Scru- 
ples of  SafTafras  and  Guacum,  fo  taken  every  Morning 
and  Evening,  in  the  Space  of  three  Days,  purgeth, 
clcanfeth,  and  diffipateth  the  inward  Caufes  of  the  viru- 
lent Tumor. 

Paul.   Why  do  you  fmile  .? 

Chirur.   When  he  hath  done,  I  will  refolve  you. 

Empir.  For  my  exterior  Applications,  I  have  thefe 
Balfumunguentuiums,  extraded  from  Herbs,  Plants, 
Roots,  Seeds,  Gums,  and  a  Million  of  other  Vegeta- 
bles, the  principal  of  which  are  Uliffipona,  or  Serpenta- 
ria,  Sophia,  or  Herba  Confolidarum,  Farthenion,  or 
Commanilla  Romana,  Mumia  tranfmarina,  mixed  with 
my  plumbum  Philofophorum,  and  mater  metallorum, 
cum  ojfa  paraleli^  eft  umverfale  medicamentum  in  podagra. 

Clean.  A  conjuring  Balfamum, 

Empir.  This  applied  warm  upon  the  pained  Place, 
with  a  feather  of  Struthio  cameli,  or  a  Bird  of  Paradife, 
which  is  every  where  to  be  had,  (hall  expulfe  this  tarta- 
rous,  vifcous,  anatheos,  and  malignant  Dolor. 

Chirur.  An  excellent  Receipt !  but  does  your  Lordfhip 
Know  what  it  is  good  for  .^ 

Paul.  I  would  be  inftrufted. 

Chirur.  For  the  Gonorrhoea,  or,  if  you  will  hear  it 
In  a  plainer  Phrafe,  the  Pox. 

Empir.   If  it  cure  hisLordlhip 
Of  that,  by  the  Way,  I  hope.  Sir,  'tis  the  better. 
My  Medicine  ferves  for  all  Things,  and  the  Pox,  Sir, 
Though  falfely  nam'd  the  Sciatica,  or  Gout, 
Is  the  moreCatholick  Sicknefs. 

Paul.  Hence  with  the  Rafcal  I 
Yet  hurt  him  not  \  be  makes  me  fmile,  and  that 

Vol.  II.  t  Frees 
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Frees  him  from  Punilhment. 

[They  thrujl  off  the  Emplrkk. 
Chirur.  Such  Slaves  as  this 
Render  our  Art  contemptible. 


Enter  Servant, 


Serv.  My  good  Lord- 


Paul.  So  Toon  return 'd  ? 

Serv.  And  with  this  Prefent  from 
Your  great,  and  gracious  Miftrefs,  widi  her  Wiflies 
It  may  prove  phyfical  to  you. 

Paul.  In  my  Heart 
I  kneel,  and  thank  her  Bounty.     Dear  Friend  Cleon, 
Give  him  the  Cup -board  of  Plate  in  the  next  Room 
For  a  Reward.  [Exeunt  Cleon  and  the  Servant, 

Mod  glorious  Fruit  -,  but  made 
Mere  precious  by  her  Grace  and  Love  that  fent  it. 
To  touch  it  only,  coming  from  her  Hand, 
Makes  me  forget  all  Pain.     A  Diamond 
Of  this  large  Size,  though  it  would  buy  a  Kingdom, 
Hew'd  from  the  Rock,  and  laid  down  at  my  Feet, 
Nay,  though  a  Monarch's  Gift,  will  hold  no  Value, 
Compar'd  with  this — And  yet,  ere  I  prefume 
To  taite  it,  though,  fans  Qiieftion,  it  is 
Some  heavenly  Reftorativc,  I  in  Duty 
Stand  bound  to  weigh  my  own  Unworthlnefs. 
Ambrofia  is  Food  only  for  the  Gods ; 
And  not  by  human  Lips  to  be  prophan'd. 
I  may  adore  it  as  fome  holy  Relique, 
Deriv'd  from  thence,  but  impious  to  keep  it 
In  my  PofieiTion  ;  the  Emperor  only 
Is  worthy  to  enjoy  it. — Go,  good  Cleon, 

.    Enter  Cleon. 

(And  ceafe  this  Admiration  at  this  Objeff) 
From  me  prefent  this  to  my  Royal  Mafter, 
I  know  it  will  amaze  him,  and  excufe  me 

That 
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That  T  am  not  myfclf  the  Bearer  of  it. 

That  I  fhoLild  be  lame  now,  when  with  Wings  of  Duty 

I  flioLild  fly  to  the  Service  of  this  Emprefs ! 

Nay,  no  Delays,  good  Cleon. 

Clean.  1  am  gone.  Sir.  \Exeunt, 

SCENE    IV. 
TheodofiLis,  Chryfapius,  Timantus,  Gratianus. 

Chryf.  Are  you  not  tir'd,  Sir  ? 

T'heod.  Tir'd  ?  I  muft  not  fay  fo, 
However,  though  I  rode  hard.     To  a  Huntfman, 
His  Toil  is  his  Delight,  and  to  complain 
Of   Wearinefs,  would  (hew  as  poorly  in  him. 
As  if  a  General  lliould  grieve  for  a  Wound, 
Received  upon  his  Forehead,  or  his  Breaft, 
After  a  glorious  Vidory,  lay  by 
Thefe  Accoutrements  for  the  Chafe. 

Enter  Pulcheria. 

Pulch.  You  are  well  return'd,  Sir, 
From  your  Princely  Exercife. 

Theod.  Sifter,  to  you 
I  owe  the  Freedom,  and  the  Ufe  of  all 
The  Pleafures  I  enjoy..    Your  Care  provides 
For  my  Security,  and  the  Burthen,  which 
I  ihould  alone  fuftain,  you  undergo, 
And,  by  your  painful  Watchings,  yield  my  Sleeps 
Both  found,  and  fure.     How  happy  am  I  in 
Your  Knowledge  of  the  Art  of  Government! 
And,  credit  me,  I  glory  to  behold  you 
Difpofe  of  great  Defigns,  as  if  you  were 
A  Partner,  and  no  Subjeft  of  my  Empire. 

Pulch.  My  Vigilance,  fince  it  hath  well  fucceeded, 
Fm  confident,  you  allov/  of — yet  it  is  not 
Approv'd  by  all. 

Y  2  n^eod. 
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T'heod.  Who  dares  repine  at  that 
Which  hath  our  Suffrage? 

Pulch.  One  that  too  well  knows 
The  Strength  of  her  Abilities  can  better 
My  weak  Endeavours. 

'Theod.  In  this  you  reflect 
Upon  my  Emprels  ? 

Pulch.  True ;  for,  as  jfhe  is 
The  Confort  oF  your  Bed,  'tis  fit  flie  fliare  m 
Your  Cares,  and  abfolute  Power. 

Theod.  You  touch  a  String 
That  founds  but  harflily  to  me,  and  I  muft 
In  a  Brother's  Love  advife  you,  that  hereafter 
You  would  forbear  to  move  it.     Since  Hie  is 
In  her  pure  felt  a  Harmony  of  fuch  Swectnefs, 
Compos'd  of  Duty,  chafte  Defires,  her  Beauty 
(Though  it  might  tempt  a  Plermit  from  his  Beads) 
The  leall  of  her  Endowments.     I  am  forry 
Her  holding  the  firll  Place,  fince  that  the  fecond 
Is  proper  to  yourfelf,  calls  on  your  Envy. 
She  err .''  It  is  impolTible  in  a  Thought, 
And,  much  more,  fpeak,  or  do  what  may  offend  mc. 
In  other  Things,  I  would  believe  you,.  Siller  : 
But,  though  the  Tongues  of  Saints  and  Angels  tax'd  her 
Of  any  Imperfeftion,  I  fhould  be 
Incredulous, 

Pulch.  She  is,  yet,  a  W^oman,  Sir. 

Theod.  The  Abltrad  of  what's  excellent  in  the  Sex.r 
But  to  their  Muldts,  and  Frailties  a  niere  Stranger; 
— I'll  die  in  this  Belief. 

Enter  Cleon  'Ui'iih  the  Apple. 

Cle&n.  Your  humbleft  Servant, 
The  Lord  Pciulinus,  as  a  Witnefs  of 
His  Zeal  and  Duty  to  your  Majefly, 
Prefents  you  with  this  Jewel. 

Theod.  Ha! 

Cleon.  It  is 
Preferr'd  by  him— —  Theod. 
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^heod.  Above  his  Honour  ? 

Cleon.  No,  Sir; 
I  would  have  faid  his  Patrimony. 

'Theod.  'Tis  the  fame. 

Cleon.  And  he  intreats,  finceLamenefs  may  ejfcufe 
His  not  prelenting  it  himfelf,  from  me 
(Though  far  unworthy  to  fupply  his  PJace) 
You  would  vouchfafe  to  accept  it. 

Theod.  Farther  off ; 
You've  told  your  Tale  :  Stay  you  for  a  Reward  ? 
' — Take  that.  {^Strikes  him. 

'    Pidch.  How's  this.? 

Chryf.  I  never  faw  him  mov'd  thus. 

'Theod.  We  muft  not  part  fo,  Sir — A  Guard  upon  him. 

Enter  Guard. 

Theod.  May  I  not  vent  my  Sorrows  in  the  Air, 
Without  Difcovery  ?  Forbear  the  Room  ! 

[They  all  go  afide. 
Yet  be  within  Call — What  an  Earthquake  I  feci  in  me!  ' 
And  on  the  fudden  my  whole  Fabrick  totters. 
My  Blood  within  me  turns,  and  through  my  Veins 
Farting  with  natural  Rednefs  I  difcern  it, 
Chang'd  to  a  fatal  Yellow.     What  an  Army 
Of  hellifh  Furies  in  the  horrid  Shapes 
Of  Doubts,  and   Fears,  charge    on   me!  Rife   to   my 

Refcue, 
Thou  ftout  Maintainer  of  a  chafte  Wife's  Honour^ 
The  Confidence  of  her  Virtues  \  be  not  fhaken 
With  the  Wind  of  vain  Surmifes  -,  much  lefs  fuffer 
The  Devil  Jealoufy  to  whifper  to  me 
My  curious  Obfervation  of  that 

J What  an  Earthquake  I  feel  in  tne 

And  on  the  fuddt:i,  &c. 
Though  Shake/pear \s  peculiar  excellent  in  the  PaiTion  of  Jealoufy, 
yet  in  my  Opinion  there"  are    fome  Flights  of  a  Majftnger  fo   truly 
Original,  that  if  he  does  not  equal  that  immortal  Bard,  he  coj-aes  the 
neareft  to  him  of  all  our  other  dramatic  Writers, 

Y  3  1 
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I  nuift  no  more  remember. — Will  it  not  be? 

1  hou  uninvited  Gucft,  ill-manner'd  Monfter, 

I  charge  tiiee,  leave  me !  wilt  thou  force  me  to 

Give  Fuel  to  that  Fire  I  would  put  out  ? 

The  Goodnefs  of  my  Memory  proves  my  Mifchief, 

And  1  would  iell  my  Empire,  could  it  purchafe 

The  dull  Art  of  Forgetlulncfs. — Who  waits  there  ? 

Timan.  Moft  Sacred  Sir. 

Iheod.  Sacred,  as  'tis  accurs'd. 
Is  proper  to  me.     Sirrah,  upon  your  Life, 
^Vithout  a  Word  concerning  this,  command 

\^Exit  Timantus, 
Endoxia  to  come  to  me.— Would  I  had 
!Ne'er  known  her  by  that  Name,  my  Mother's  Name! 
Or  that,  tor  her  own  Sake,  fhe  had  continued 
Poor  Aihenais  ftill ! — No  lnt,ermifr]on  ? 
Wilt  thou  lb  loon  torment  me  ?  Mufl  I  read 
Writ  in  the  Table  ot  my  Memory, 
To  warrant  my  Sufpicion,  how  FauUnus 
(Though  ever  thought  a  Man  averfe  to  Women) 
Firft  gave  her  Entertainment  ?  Made  her  Way 
For  .  vudience  to  my  Siiler  -,  then  1  did 
Mvieil  obferve  how  he  was  ravifh'd  with 
The  gracious  Delivery  of  her  Story, 
(Which  was,  I  grant,  the  Bait  that  firft  took  me,  too) 
She  was  his  Convert ;  what  the  Rhetorick  was 
He  us'd,  1  know  not,  and,  fince  fhe  was  mine, 
In  private,  as  in  publick,  what  a  Mafs 
Of  Grace  and  Favours  hath  fne  heap'd  upon  him  I 
And  but  to-day  this  fatal  Fruit — She's  come. 

Enter  Timantus,  Athenais,  Flaccilla,  Arcadia, 

Can  fhe  be  guilty  } 

Jthen.   You  fecm  troubl'd.  Sir ; 
My  Innocence  makes  me  bold  to  aik  the  Caufe, 
That  1  may  cafe  you  of  it. — No  falute 
After  four  long  1  lours  Abfence  ,? 

Theod.  Pry  thee,  forgive  me.  [Kijfes  her- 

Methinks 
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Methinks  I  find  Paulinus  on  her  Lips, 

And  the  frefh  Ne5lar  that  I  drew  from  thence 

Is  on  the  fudden  pal'd  [AfideP^  How  have  you  fpent 

Your  Hours  fince  I  laft  law  you  ? 

Athen.  In  the  Converfc 
Of  your  fweet  Sifters. 

Theod.  Did  not  Philanax, 
From  me,  dehver  you  an  Apple  ? 

Athen.  Yes,  Sir  ; 
Heaven  !  how  you  frown !   Pray  you,  talk  of  fomsthing 

elfe  : 
Think  not  of  fuch  a  Trifle. 

Theod.  How  !  a  Trifle  ? 
Does  any  Toy  from  me  prcfented  to  you, 
Deferve  to  be  fo  flighted  ?  Do  you  value 
What's  fent,  and  not  the  Sender  ? — From  a  Peafant 
It  had  deferv'd  your  Thanks, 

Athen.  And  meets  from  you,  Sir 
All  pofllble  Refped. 

Theod.  I  priz'd  it,  Lady, 
At  a  higher  Rate  than  you  believe,  and  would  not 
Have  parted  with  it,  but  to  one  I  did 
Prefer  before  myfeif 

Athen.  It  was,  indeed. 
The  fairefl:  that  I  ever  faw. 

Theod.  It  was .? 
And  it  had  Virtues  in  it,  my  Eudoxia., 
Not  vifible  to  the  Eye. 

Athen.  It  may  be  fo.  Sir, 

Theod.  What  did  you  with  it,—tell  me  pundually  \ 
I  look  for  a  flirid:  Accompt. 

Athen.  What  fhall  I  anfwer  ? 

Theod.  Do  you  ft^agger  ?  Ha ! 

Athen.  No,  Sir,  I  have  eaten  it. 
It  had  the  pleafant  Tafle.     I  wonder  that 
You  found  it  not  in  my  Breath. 

Theod.  I'faith  I  did  not. 
And  it  was  wond'rous  ftrange. 

Athen,  Pray  you,  try  again. 

Y  4  ThiOd^ 
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Theod.  I  find  no  Scent  oft  here.     You  play  with  nie, 
You  have  ic  ilill  ? 

Atkcn.  By  your  lacred  Life,  and  Fortune, 
An  Oath  I  dare  not  break,  I've  eaten  it. 

Thtcd.  Do  you  know  how  this  Oath  binds  ? 

ylthen.  Too  well,  to  break  it. 

Tkeod.  That  ever  Man  to  plcale  his  brutifh  Senfe 
Should  flave  his  Underllanding  to  his  Pafllons, 
i\nd,  taken  with  loon  fading  White  and  Red 
Deliver  up  his  credulous  Ears  to  hear 
T\\Q  Magick  of  d^Syren^  and  from  thefe 
Believ^e  there  ever  was,  is,  or  can  be 
More  than  a  feeming  Honefty  in  bad  Woman. 

Athen.   This  is  llrange  Language,  Sir. 

I'heod,   Who  waits.'*  Come  all. 
. — Nay,  Sifter  not  fo  near;  being  of  the  Sex, 
I  fear  you  are  infed:ed  to, 

Pulch.  What  mean  you  ? 

Theod.  To  ihow  you  a  Miracle,  a  Prodigy 
"Which  Afric  never  equal'd  : — Can  you  think  * 
This  Mafter-piece  of  Heaven,  this  precious  Vellam, 
Of  fuch  a  Purity,  and  Virgin  Whitenefs, 
Could  be  defign'd  to  have  Perjury,  and  Whoredotrj 
In  Capital  Letters  writ  upon't? 

Pulch.   Dear  Sir, 

Thecd.  Nay,  add  to  this,  an  Impudence  beyond 
All  proftituted  Boldnefs.     Art  not  dead,  yet.? 
AVill  not  the  Tempefts  in  thy  Confcience  rend  thee 
As  fmall  as  Atoms  .?   That  there  may  no  Sign 
Be  lett,   thou  ever  wert  fo  '^.    Wilt  thou  live 
'Till  thou  art  blafted  with  the  dreadful  Lightning 
Oi  pregnant  and  unanfwerable  Proofs, 


.an  you 


think 


This  Majier-piece  of  Heanjen,  &c. 
Thus  in  Othtllo. 

Was  this  fair  Paper,  this  mod  goodly  Book 
Mf(de  to  write  Whore  upon  ? 

Aft  4.  Scene  9. 

Of 
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Of  thy  adulterous  twines  ?  Die  yet,  that  I 

With  my  Honour  may  conceal  it. 
Athen.  Would,  long  Tince, 

The  Gorgon  of  your  Rage  had  turn'd  me  Marble. 

Or,  if  1  have  offended 

Theod.  If! — good  Angels! — 

But  I  am  tame.     Look  on  this  dumb  Accufer. 

[Skewing  the  Apple. 
Athen.  Oh,  I  am  loft !  lAjUe, 

Theod.  Did  ever  Cormorant 

Swallow  his  Prey  and  then  digeft  it  whole. 

As  fhe  hath  done  this  Apple?  Philanaxy 

As  'tis,  from  me  prefented  it.     The  good  Lady 

Swore  fhe  had  eaten  it  •,  yet,  I  know  not  how. 

It  came  intire  unto  Paulinus^  Hands, 

And  I  from  him  rcceiv'd  it ;  fent  in  Scorn 

Upon  my  Life,  to  give  me  a  clofe  Touch, 

That  he  was  weary  of  thee.     Was  theie  nothing 

Left  thee  to  fee  him,  to  give  Satisfaction 

To  thy  infatiate  Luft,  but  what  was  fent 

As  a  dear  Favour  from  me  ?  Hov/  have  I  fin'd 

In  ray  Dotage  on  this  Creature  ?  But  to  her 

I've  liv'd,  as  I  was  born,  a  perfeft  Virgin. 

Nay,  more,  I  thought  it  not  enough  to  be 

True  to  her  Bed,  but  that  I  muft  feed  high. 

To  ftrengthen  my  Abilities  to  cloy 
Her  rav'nous  Appetite,  little  fufpeftin^ 

She  would  defire  a  Change. 
Athen.  I  never  did,  Sir. 

Theod.  Be  dumb  \  I  will  not  wafte  my  Breath  in  taxing 
Thy  bafe  Ingratitude.     How  I  have  rais'd  thee. 
Will  by  the  World  be,  to  thy  Shame,  fpoke  often. 
But  for  that  Ribawd,  who  held  in  my  Empire 
The  next  Place  to  myfelf,  fo  bound  unto  me 
By  all  the  Ties  of  Duty,  and  Allegiance 
He  fhall  pay  dear  for't,  and  feel  what  it  is 
In  a  Wrong  of  fuch  high  Confequence  to  pull  down. 
His  Lord's  flow  Anger  on  him.     Philanax^ 
He's  troubl'd  with  the  Gout  j  let  him  be  cur*d 

With 
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With  a  violent  Death,  and  in  the  other  World, 
Thank  his  Phyfician. 

Pbilii.  His  Caufe  unheard,  Sir  ? 

Pidch.  lake  Heed  of  Raninels. 

'Theod.  Is  what  I  command. 
To  be  difputed  ? 

Pbila.  Your  Will  (hall  be  done.  Sir: 
But  that  I  am  the  Inllrument 

Iheod.  Do  you  murmur  ? 

[^Esii  Philanax  "dnth  the  Guard. 
What  couldil  thou  fay,  li  that  my  Licence  Jfhould 
Give  Liberty  to  thy  1  ongue  ?  Thou  would'ft  die  ?  I  am 
not  [  Athenais  kneeling,  ■points  /oTheodofiusi'tfcr^. 
So  to  be  reconcil'd. — See  me  no  more  : 
The  Sting  of  Conscience  ever  gnawing  on  thee, 
A  long  Life  be  thy  Punilhraent.  [£x;/  Theodofius. 

Flac.  O  fweet  Lady. 
How  I  could  weep  for  her ! 

Arcad.  Speak,  dear  Madam,  fpeak. 
Your  Tongue,  as  you  are  a  Woman,  while  you  live, 
Should  be  ever  moving-,  at  the  leaft,  the laft Part 
That  frirs  about  you. 

Puhh.  Though  I  ihould,  fad  Lady, 
In  Policy  rejoice,  you  as  a  Rival 
Of  my  Greatnefs  are  remov'd,  CompafTion, 
Since  I  believe  you  innocent,  commands  me 
To  mourn  your  Fortune  ;  credit  me  I  will  urge 
All  Arguments  I  can  alledge  that  may 
Appeafe  the  Emperor's  Fury. 

Arcad.  I  will  grow  too, 
"Unto  my  Knees,  unlefs  he  bid  me  rife, 
And  fwear  he  will  forgive  you. 

Flac.  And  repent  too : 
All  this  Pother  for  an  Apple  ? 

[Exeunt  Pulchcria,  Arcadia,  Flaccilla. 

Chryf.  Hope,  dear  Madam, 
And  yield  not  to  Defpair.     I'm  ftill  your  Servant, 
And  never  will  forlake  you;  though  a  while 
You  leave  the  Court,  and  City,  and  give  Way 

To 
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To  th'  violent  Paffions  of  the  Emperor. 
Repentai\ce  in  his  Want  of  you  will  foon  find  him. 
In  the  meanl'ime  I'll  difpofe  of  you,  and  omit 
No  Opportunity  that  may  invite  bio' 
To  fee  his  Error. 

Athm.  Oh  1  [JVringing  her  Hands, 

Cbryf.  Forbear,  for  Heav'n's  Sake  : 


the  End  of  the  Fourth  A51, 


%X 
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Philanax,  Pauliniis,  Guard,  Executioners. 

Paul.  r*pSHis  Is  moft  barbarous !  how  have  you  loft 

J_     All  Feeling  of  Humanity,  as  Honoufj 
In  your  Confent  alone,  to  have  me  us'd  thus  ? 
But  to  be,  as  you  are  a  Looker  on, 
Nay,  more,  a  principal  Ador  in't   the  Softnefs 
Of  your  former  Life  confider'd^  almoft  turns  me 
Into  a  fenfelefs  Statue. 

Phila.  Would,  long  fince, 
Death,  by  fome  other  Means,  had  made  you  one. 
That  you  might  be  Icfs  fenfible  of  what 
You  have,  or  are  to  fuffer. 

Paul.  Am  to  fuffer  ? 
Let  fuch,  whofe  Happinefs,  and  Heaven,  depend 
Upon  their  prefent  Being,  fear  to  part  with 
A  Fore,  they  cannot  long  hold  ;  mine  to  me  is 
A  Charge  that  I  am  weary  of,  all  Delences 
By  Pain,  and  Sicknefs  batter'd  •,— yet,  take  heed. 
Take  heed.  Lord  Philanax,  that,  for  private  Spleen, 
Or  any  falfe  conceived  Grudge  againft  me, 
(Since  in  one  Thought  of  Wrong  to  you,  I  arn 
Sincerely  innocent)  you  do  not  that 
My  Royal  Mailer  mult  in  Juftice  punilh, 

If 
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If  you  pals  to  your  own  Heart  thorough  mine. 
The  Murther,  as  it  will  come  out,  difcover'd. 

Phila.  I  murthcryou,  my  Lord?  Heav'n  witnefsforme 
^Vith  the  rertoring  of  your  Health,  I  wifli  you 
Long  Life,  and  Happinels :  For  myielf,  I  am 
Compell'd  to  put  in  Execution  that 
AVhich  I  would  My  from  \  'tis  the  Emperor, 
The  high  incenfed  Emperor's  Will  commands 
What  1  mufh  fee  perform'd. 

Paul.  The  Emperor  ? 
Goodnefs,  and  Innocence  guard  me!  Wheels,  norRack* 
Can  force  into  my  Memory,  the  Remembrance 
Of  the  leaft  Shadow  of  Offence,  with  which 
I  ever  did  provoke  him  ;  though  belov'd, 
(And  yet  the  People's  Love  is  fhort,  and  fatal) 
I  never  courted  popular  Applaufe  -, 
Feafted  the  Men  of  Adion,  or  labour'd 
By  prodigal  Gifts  to  draw  the  needy  Soldier, 
The  Tribunes,  or  Centurions  to  a  Fa6tion, 
Of  which  I  would  rife  up  the  Head  againft  him. 
I  hold  no  Place  of  Strength,  Fortrefs  or  Caftle 
In  my  Command,  that  can  give  Sanftuary 
To  Mal-contents,  or  countenance  Rebellion. 
I've  built  no  Palaces  to  face  the  Court, 
Nor  do  my  Follower's  Bravery  fhame  his  Train  ; 
And,  though  I  cannot  blame  my  Fate  for  Want, 
My  competent  Means  of  Life  deferves  no  Envy. 
In  what,  then,  am  I  dangerous? 

Phila.  HisDifpleafure 
'Refleds  on  none  of  thofe  Particulars 
Which  you  have  mention'd,  though  Ibme  jealous  Princes 
In  a  Subject  cannot  brook  'em. 

Paid.  None  of  thefe  ? 
In  what,  then,  am  I  worthy  his  Sufpicion  ? 
But  it  may,  nay  it  muft  be,  fome  Informer, 
To  whom  my  Innocence  appear'd  a  Crime, 
Hath  poifon'd  his  late  good  Opinion  C)f  me. 
'Tis  not  to  die,  but,  in  the  Cenfure  of 
So  good  a  Mafter,  guilty,  thac  afflids  me. 

Phila. 
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Phitif^.  There  is  no  Remedy. 

P^ul.  No  ? — 1  have  a  Friend,  yet. 
Could  the  Stridnefs  of  your  Warrant  give  way  to  it, 
To  whom  the  State  I  ftand  in  now  deiiver'd. 
That  by  fair  IntercefTion  for  me  would 
So  far  prevail,  that,  my  Defence  unheard, 
I  fhould  not,  innocent  or  guilty,  fuffer. 
Without  a  fit  Diftinftion. 

Phila.  Thefe  falfe  Hopes, 
My  Lord,  abufe  you.     What  Man,  when  condemn'd. 
Did  ever  find  a  Friend  .?  or  who  dares  lend 
An  Eye  of  Pity  to  that  Star-crofs'd  Subjed 
On  whom  his  Sovereign  frowns  ? 

Paul.  She  that  dares  plead 
For  Innocence  without  a  Fee  ;  the  Emprefs, 
My  great  and  gracious  Miftrels. 

Phila.  There's  your  Error. 
Her  many  Favours,  which  you  hop'd  fhould  make  you 
Prove  your  Undoing.     She,  poor  Lady,  is 
Banifh'd  for  ever  from  the  Emperor's  Prefence, 
And  his  confirm'd  Sufpicion,  to  his  Wrong, 
That  you  have  been  over-familiar  with  her. 
Dooms  you  to  Death.    1  know  you  underltand  me. 

Paul.  Over-familiar  .? 

Pbi/a.  In  fharing  with  him 
Thofe  fweet  and  fecrec  Pleafures  of  his  Bed, 
Which  can  admit  no  Partner. 

Paul.  And  is  that 
The  Crime  for  which  I  am  to  die  ?    Of  all 
My  numerous  Sins,  was  there  not  one  of  Weight 
Enough  to  fink  me,  if  he  borrowed  not 
The  Colour  of  a  Guilt  I  never  faw. 
To  paint  my  Innocence  in  a  deform'd 
And  monftrous  Shape  ?  But  that  it  were  prophanc 
To  argue  Heav'n  of  Ignorance,  or  Injnflice, 
I  now  fhould  tax  it.     Had  the  Stars  that  reign'd 
At  my  Nativity  fuch  curfed  Influence, 
As  not  alone  to  make  me  miferable. 
But,  in  the  Neighbourhood  of  her  Goodaefs  to  me. 

To 
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To  force  Contagion  upon  a  Lady, 

Whofe  purer  Flames  were  not  interior 

To  theirs,  when  they  (hinc  brighteft  ?  To  die  for  her, 

Compar'd  with  what  fiie  fuffers,  is  a  Trifle. 

By  her  Example  warn'd,  let  all  great  Women 

Hereafter  throw  Pride  and  Contempt  on  fuch 

As  truly  ferve  'em,  fince  a  Retribution 

In  lawful  Courtefic-s,  is  now  flil'd  Lu(f, 

And  to  be  thankful  to  a  Servant's  Merits 

Is  grown  a  Vice,  no  Virtue. 

Phila,  Thefe  Complaints 
Are  to  no  Purpofe  :  Think  on  the  long  Flight 
Your  better  Part  muft  make. 

Paul.  She  is  prepar'd  : 
Nor  can  the  freeing  of  an  Innocent 
From  the  Emperor's  furious  Jealoufy  hinder  her. 
It  fliali  out,  'tis  refolv'd,  but  to  be  whifper'd 
To  you  alone.     What  a  folemn  Preparation 
Is  made  here  to  put  forth  an  Inch  of  Taper 
In  itfelf  almoft  extinguifh'd  ?  Mortal  Poifon  ? 
The  Hangman's  Sword,  the  Haltar  ? 

Phila.  'Tis  left  to  you 
To  make  Choice  of  which  you  pleafe. 

Paul.  Any  will  ferve 
To  take  away  my  Gout  and  Life  together. 
I  would  not  have  the  Emperor  imitate 
Rome's  Monfter,  Nero,  in  that  cruel  Mercy 
He  fhew'd  to  Seneca.     V/hen  you  have  difcharg*d 
What  you  are  trufted  with,  and  I  have  giv'n  you 
Reafons  beyond  all  Doubt  or  Difputation, 
Of  the  Emprefs's  and  my  Innocence  ;  when  I  am  dead, 
(Since  'tis  my  Mailer's  Pleafure,  and  High  Treafon 
In  you  not  to  obey  it)  1  conjure  you, 
By  the  Hopes  you  have  of  Happinefs  hereafter, 
Since  mine  in  this  World  are  now  parting  from  me. 
That  you  would  win  the  young  Man  to  Repentance 
Of  the  Wrong  done  to  his  chafte  Wife  Eudoxia  ; 
And  if  perchance  he  fjied  a  Tear  for  what 


In 
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In  his  Rafhnefs  he  impos'd  on  his  true  Servant, 
So  it  cure  him  of  future  Jealoufy, 
'Twill  prove  a  precious  Balfam,  and  find  me 
When  I  am  in  my  Grave. — Now,  when  you  pleafe. 
For  I  am  ready. 

Phila.  His  Words  work  ftrangely  on  me, 
And  I  would  do  —  but  I  know  not  what  to  think  on't. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Pulcheria,  Flaccilla,  Arcadia^  'Tmantus,  Graiianus, 

Cbryfapius, 

Pulch.  Still  in  his  fullen  Mood  ?  No  Intermifllon 
Of  his  melancholy  Fit  ^ 

Timan.  It  rather.  Madam, 
Increafes,  than  grows  lefs. 

GraL  In  the  next  Room 
To  his  Bed-Chamber,  we  watch'd  ;  for  he  by  Signs 
Gave  us  to  underfland,  he  would  admit 
Nor  Company,  nor  Conference. 

Pukb.  Did  he  take 
No  Reft,  as  you  could  guefs  f 

Cbryf.  Not  any,  Madam  ; 
Like  a  Numidian  Lion,  by  the  Cunning- 
Of  the  defp'rate  Huntfman  taken  in  a  Toil, 
And  forc'd  into  a  fpacious  Cage,  he  walks 
About  his  Chamber,  we  might  hear  him  gnafli 
His  Teeth  in  Rage  -,  which  open'd,   hollow  Groans 
And  Murmurs  iflli'd  from  his  Lips,  like  Winds 
Imprifon'd  in  the  Caverns  of  the  Earth 
Striving  for  Liberty  ;  and  fometimes  throwing 
His  Body  on  his  Bed,  then  on  the  Ground, 
And  with  fuch  Violence,  that  we  more  than  fear'd 
And  ftill  do,  if  the  Tempeft  of  his  PafTions 
By  your  Wifdom  be  not  laid,  he  will  commit 
Some  Outrage  on  himfelf. 

Pulcb.  His  better  Angel, 

I  hope, 
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I  hope,  wilJ  ftay  him  from  lb  foul  a  Mifchicf  j 
Nor  fhall  my  Care  be  wanting. 

Tirnan.   Twice  I  heard  iiim 
Say,  Falle  Eudoxia  /  how  much  art  thou 
Unworthy  of  thefe  Tears  !     Then  figh'cl,  and  ftraighc 
Roard  out,  PaulDw.s  !  was  his  gouty  Age 
To  be  preter'd  before  my  Strength  and  Youth  ? 
Then  groan'd  again,  lo  many  Ways  exprclfing 
Th'  Afflictions  of  a  tortur'd  Soul,  that  we, 
Who  wept  in  vain  for  what  we  could  not  help. 
Were  Sharers  in  his  Sulf'rings. 

Pidcb.  Though  your  Sorrow 
Is  not  to  be  condemn'd,  it  takes  not  from 
The  Burthen  of  his  Miferies.    We  mufl  praiflife 
With  Ibme  frelli  Object  to  divert  his  1  houghts 
From  that  they're  wholly  fix'd  on. 

Chryf.  Could  I  gain 
The  Freedom  of  Accefs,  I  would  prefent  him 

[A  Paper  delivered. 
With  this  Petition.     Will  your  Highnefs  pleafe 
To  look  upon  it :  You  will  foon  find  there 
What  my  Intents  and  Hopes  are. 

Enler  Theodofius. 

Graf.  Ha!  'tis  he. 

Puicb.  Stand  clofe. 
And  give  way  to  his  FafHons  :    'tis  not  fafe 
To  ftop  them  in  their  violent  Courfe,  before 
They've  fpent  themfelves. 

Theod.  1  play  the  Fool,  and  am. 
Unequal  to  myfelf -,  Delinquents  are 
To  futfer,  not  the  Innocent.     I  have  done 
Nothing,  which  will  not  hold  Weight  in  the  Scale 
Of  my  impartial  Juftice  -,  neither  feel 
The  Worm  of  Confciencc  upbraiding  me 
With  one  black  Deed  of  Tyranny  ;  wherefore,  then, 
.Should  I  torment  myfelt  ?    Great  Julius  would  not 

Reft 


O  F    T  H  E    E  A  S  T.  S5B 

Reft  fatisfy'd  tliat  his  Wife  was  free  from  Fa6l, 

Bur,  only  for  Sufpicion  of  a  Crime, 

Su'd  a  Divorce  ;  nor  was  this  Reman  Rigour 

Cenfiir'd  as  cruel :  And  ftill  the  wife  Italian^ 

That  knows  the  Honour  of  his  Family 

Depends  upon  the  Purity  of  his  Bed 

For  a  Kifs,  nay,  wanton  Look,  will  plough  up  Mifchief, 

And  fow  the  Seeds  of  his  Revenge  in  Blood. 

And  fhall  I,  to  whofe  Power  the  Law's  a  Servant, 

That  ftands  accomptable  to  none,  for  what 

My  Will  calls  an  Offence,  being  compell'd. 

And  on  fuch  Grounds  to  raife  an  Altar  to 

My  Anger ;  though,  1  grant,  'tis  cemented 

With  a  loofe  Strumpet's  and  Adulterer's  Gore, 

Repent  the  Juftice  of  my  Fury  ?  No, 

I  (hould  not :  Yet  ftill  my  Excefs  of  I.ove, 

Fed  high  in  the  Remembrance  of  her  choice 

And  fweet  Embraces,  would  perfuade  me  that 

Connivance,  or  Remiilion  of  her  Fault, 

Made  warrantable  by  her  true  SubmifTion 

For  her  Offence,  might  be  excufable, 

Did  not  the  Cruelty  of  my  wounded  Honour 

V/ith  an  open  Mouth  deny  it. 

Pulch.  I  approve  of 
Your  good  Intention,  and  I  hope  'twill  profper. 

[To  Chryfapius. 
— He  now  feems  calm.     Let  us  upon  our  Knees 
Encompafs  him.     Moft  Royal  Sir 

FUic.  Sweet  Brother • 

Arcad.  As  you're  our  Sovereign,  by  the  Ties  of  Nature 
You're  bound  to  be  a  Father  in  your  Care 
To  us  poor  Orphans. 

Timant.  Shew  CompaiTion,  Sir, 
Unto  yourfelf. 

Grat.  The  Majefty  of  your  Fortune 
Should  fly  above  the  Reach  of  Grief. 

Chryf.   And  'tis 
Impair'd,  if  you  yield  to  it. 

VolII.  Z  Theol 
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^hcod.  "Wherefore  pay  you  ^ 
This  Adoracion  to  a  linrul  Creature  ? 
I'm  P  Iclh  and  Blood,  as  you  are  •,  lenfible 
Ot    I  ieat  :\^\<^  Cold  ;  as  much  a  Slave  unto 
The  Tyraiiny  of  my  Pailions,  as  the  meanefl 
Oi  my  poor  Subjetts.      The  proud  Attributes 
(By  oil-tongu'd  Flattery  impos'd  upon  us) 
4\s  Sacred,  Glorious,  High,  Invincible, 
The  Deputy  of  Heaven,  and  in  that 
Omnipotent,  with  all  falle  Titles  elfe 
Coin'd  to  abufe  our  Frailty,  though  compounded. 
And  by  the  Breath  of  Sycophants  apply'd. 
Cure  not  the  leaft  Fit  ot  an  rVgue  in  us. 
M'e  may  give  poor  Men  Riches  ;  confer  Honours 
On  Undefervers  ;  raife,  or  ruin  fuch 
As  are  beneath  us,  and,  with  this  pufF'd  up. 
Ambition  would  perfuade  us  to  foiget 
That  we  are  Men  :  But  He  that  fits  above  us, 

^  Wherffore  fay  ycu  "^ 

This  Ado>  at  ion  to  a  fmfi'.l  Creature  ? 

Thefe  Refieftions  are  very  beautiful  and  juft.  In  Shakefpear  we 
have  many  of  the  like  Kind,  thus  in  Richard  II.  the  unfortunate 
King  fays, 

'  Within  the  hollow  Crown 

That  rounds  the  mortal  I'fmplcs  of  a  King, 

Keeps  Death  his  Court.     And  there  the  Antic  fits. 

Scoffing  his  State,  and  grinning  at  his  Pomp; 

A:lo\ving  him  a  Breath,  a  li:tle  Scene 

To  mona.chize,  be  fear'd,  and  kill  with  Looks : 

Infufinghim  with  felf  and  vain  Conceit, 

As  if  this  Fiefh  which  walls  about  o>jr  Life, 

Were  Brafs  impregnable  :  And  humour'd  thus. 

Comes  at  the  lalt,  a  d  with  a  liale  i'in 

Bores  through  his  Caftle  Walls,  and  farewel  King  ! 

Cover  your  Heads,  and  mock  not  Fle(h  afd  Biood 

With  folemn  Rev'rence  :  Throw  away  Refped, 

Tradition,    Form,  and  ceremonious  Duty  ; 

For  you  have  but  mil^ook  me  ^11  this  wnile  : 

I  live  on  B.ead  like  you  ;  feel  Want  like  you  ; 

Tafte  Grief,  want  Friends  like  you  :  Subjefted  thus. 

How  can  you  fay  to  me,  I  am  a  King  ? 

Aft  IV.  Scene  4. 

And 
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And  to  whom,  at  our  utmofl  Rate,  we  are 

But  Pageant  Properties,  derides  ourWeaknefs. 

In  me,  to  whom  you  kneel,  'tis  moft  apparent. 

Can  I  call  back  Yefterday,  with  all  their  Aids 

That  bow  unto  my  Scepter  ?  Or  reftore 

My  Mind  to  that  Tranquillity  and  Peace 

It  then  enjoy 'd  ? — Can  it  make  Ettdoxia  chafte  ? 

Or  vile  Paulinus  honeft  ? 
Pitkb.  If  1  might, 

Without  Offence,  deliver  my  Opinion 

^heod.  What  would  you  fay  ? 

Pulch.  That,  on  my  Soul,  the  Emprefs 

Is  innocent. 

Chryf.  The  good  Paulinus  guiltlefs. 
Grat,  And  this  fhould  yield  you  Comfort. 
Theod.  In  being  guilty 
Of  an  Offence,  far,  far  tranfcending  that 
They  ftand  condemn'd  for.    Call  you  this  a  Comfort, 
Suppofe  it  could  be  true  ?  A  Corrofive  rather  ; 
Not  to  eat  our  dead  Flefh,  but  putrify 
What  yet  is  found.     Was  Murther  ever  held 
A  Cure  for  Jealoufy  ?  or  the  crying  Blood 
Of  Innocence,  a  Balm  to  take  away 
Her  fell'ring  Anguifh  .? — As  you  do  defire 
I  fhould  not  do  a  Juftice  on  myfelf. 
Add  to  the  Proofs  by  which  Paulinus  fell. 
And  not  take  from  'em  ;  in  your  Charity 
Sooner  believe  that  they  were  falfe,  than  I 
Unrighteous  in  my  Judgment  ?  Subjects  Lives 
Are  not  their  Prince's  I'ennis-Balls  to  be  bandy'd 
In  Sport  away.     All  that  I  can  endure 
For  them,  if  they  were  Guilty,  is  an  Atom 
To  the  Mountain  of  AiSidlion  I  puli'd  on  me. 
Should  they  prove  innocent. 

Chryf.  For  your  Majefty's  Peace 
I  more  than  hope  they  were  not.     The  falfe  Oath 
Took  by  the  Emprefs,  and  for  which  flie  can 
Plead  no  Excufe,  convided  her,  and  yields 
A  fure  Defence  for  your  Sulpicign  of  her. 

Z  2  And 
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And  yet,  to  be  refolv'd,  fmce  flrong  Doubts  are 
More  grievous,  for  the  mod  Part,  than  to  know 
A  certain  Lofs. 

Ihcod.  *ris  true,  Chryfapius  ; 
Were  there  a  pollible  Means. 

Chryf.  'Tis  oltcr'd  to  you, 
If  you  plcafe  to  embrace  it.     Some  few  Minutes 
Make  Truce  with  Paflion  ;  and  but  read,  and  follow 
\Vh;it's  there  projefted,  you  ^\i\\  find  a  Key 
Will  make  your  l-ntrance  eafy  to  difcover 
Her  fecret  Thoughts  \  and  then,  as  in  your  Wifdom 
You  Hiall  think  rit,  you  may  determine  of  her, 
And  reft  confirm'd,  whether  Paulinus  died 
A  Villain,  or  a  Martyr, 

Theod.  It  may  do  i 
Nay,  fure  it  muft  :  Yet,  howfoever  it  fall, 
I  am  moft  wretched  -,  which  Way  in  my  Wiflies 
I  fhould  fafhion  the  Event,  Pm  io  diftradled 
I  cannot  yet  refolve  of. — Follow  me  ; 
Though  in  my  Name,  all  Names  are  comprehended, 
I  muft  have  WitneiTes,  in  what  Degree 
I  have  done  Wrong,  or  fuffer'd. 

Pulch.  Hope  the  beft.  Sir.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    III. 

J  fad  Song.     Athcnais  in  Sack-cloth  \   her  Hair  loofe, 

A  then.    TJ/^HT  art  thou  p'u;,  thou  Reft  of  Trouble^ 
'^^  Death, 

To  ftop  a  Wretch's  Breathy 
That  calls  on  thee,  and  offers  her  fad  Heart 

4  Prey  unto  thy  Bart  ? 
I  am  nor  youwi,  nor  fair  \  be,  therefore^  hold. 

Sorrow  hath  made  me  old. 
Deformed,  and  wrinkled -,  all  that  I  can  crave y 

Is  ^iet  in  my  Grave. 
Such  as  live  happy,  hold  Long  Life  a  Jewel  \ 

But  to  me  thou  art  cruel  j 
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if  thou  end  not  my  tedious  Mifery^ 

And  I  foon  ceafe  to  be. 
Strike^  and  Jirike  home^  then  -,  Pity  unto  we. 

In  cne  fbort  Hour's  Belay  is  Tyranny. 

Thus,   like  a  dying  Swan,  to  a  fad  Tune 

I  fmg  my  own  Dirge ;  would  a  Requiem  follow, 

Which  in  my  Penitence  I  defpair  not  of, 

(This  brittle  Glafs  of  Life  already  broken 

With  Milery)  the  long  and  quiet  Sleep 

Of  Death  would  be  moft  welcome.— Yet,  before 

We  end  our  Pilgrimage,  *tis  fit  that  we 

Should  leave  Corruption,  and  foul  Sins  behind  us. 

But  with  wafh'd  Feet,  and  Hands,  the  Heathens  dare  not 

Enter  their  prophane  Temples  \  and  for  me 

To  hope  my  Paffage  to  Eternity 

Can  be  made  eafy,  'till  I  have  fhook  off 

The  Burthen  of  my  Sins  in  free  ConfefTion, 

Aided  with  Sorrow,  and  Repentance  for  'em. 

Is  againft  Reafon.     'Tis  not  laying  by 

My  royal  Ornaments,  or  putting  on 

This  Garment  of  Humility  and  Contrition  -, 

The  throwing  Duft  and  Alhes  on  my  Head  •, 

Long  Fails  to  tame  my  proud  Flefh,  that  can  make 

Attonement  for  my  Soul  -,  that  mull  be  humbled. 

All  outward  Signs  of  Penitence,  elfe,  are  ufelefs. 

Chryfapius  did  aifure  me,  he  would  bring  me 

A  holy  Man,  from  whom  (having  difcover'd 

My  lecret,  crying  Sins)  I  might  receive 

Full  Abfolution. — And  he  keeps  his  Word. 

Enter  Theodofius,  like  a  Friar,  with  Chryfapius. 

Welcome,  moft  Reverend  Sir !  upon  my  Knees 
I  entertain  you. 

Theod.  Noble  Sir,  forbear 
The  Place  ;  The  facred  Office  that  I  come  for 

\^Exit  Chryfapius. 
Commands  all  Privacy.—  My  penitent  Daughter, 

Z  3  B« 
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Be  careful,  as  you  wifli  Rcminion  from  me. 

That,  in  Confefl'ion  of  your  Sins,  you  hide  not 

One  Crime,  whofe  pond'rous  Weight,  when  you  would 

make 
Your  Flights  above  the  Firmament,  may  fink  you. 
A  fooliih  Modedy  in  concealing  aught 
"  Is  now  far  wcrfe  than  Impudence  to  profefs, 
And  iurtify  your  Guilt  •,  be,  therefore,  free: 
So  may  the  Gates  of  Mercy  open  to  you. 

Athen.  Firfb  then,  I  afl<:  a  Pardon,  for  my  being 
Ingrateful  to  Heav'n's  Bounty. 

i:'heod.   A  good  Entrance, 

Athen.  Greatnefs  comes  from  Above  j  and  I,  raised 
to  it 
From  a  low  Condition,  finfully  forgot 
From  whence  it  came,  and,  looking  on  myfelf 
In  the  falfe  Glafs  of  Flattery,  I  receiv'd  it 
As  a  Debt  due  to  my  Beauty,  not  a  Gift 
Or  Favour  from  the  Emperor. 

^'heod.  'Twas  not  well. 

Athen.  Pride  waited  on  Unthankful nefs,  and  no  more 
Rememb'ring  the  CompafTion  of  the  Princefs, 
And  the  Means  fhe  us'd  to  make  me  what  I  was, 
Contefted  with  her,  and  with  fore  Eyes  feeing 
F^er  greater  Light,  as  it  dimm'd  mine,  I  pradis'd 
To  have  it  quite  put  out. 

Theod.  A  great  Offence  ; 
But,  on  Repentance,  not  unpardonable. 
Forward. 

Athen.  O  Father  ! — what  I  now  muft  utter, 
I  fear,  in  the  Delivery  will  deilroy  me. 
Before  you  have  abfoiv'd  me. 

^heod.  Heav'n  is  gracious. 
Out  with  it. 

Athen.  Heav'n  commands  us  to  tell  Truth. 
Yet  1,  moft  finful  Wretch  —  forfwore  myfelf. 

Theod.  On  what  Occafion  .^ 

Athen.  Quite  forgetting  that 
An  innocent  Truth  can  never  ftand  in  need 

Of 
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Of  a  guilty  Lie,  being  on  the  fudden  afk'd 
By  the  Emperor,  my  Hufband,  for  an  Apple 
Frefented  by  him,  I  fwore  1  had  eaten  it  j 
When  my  griev'd  Confcience  too  well  knows,  I  fent  It 
To  comfort  Tick  Paulinus^  being  a  Man, 
I  truly  lov'd  and  favour'd. 

Theod.  A  cold  Sweat, 
Like  the  Juice  of  Hemlock,  bathes  me.  [Afide, 

Athen.  And  from  this 
A  furious  Jealoufy  getting  PofTefllon 
Of  the  good  Emperor's  Heart,  in  his  Rage  he  doom'd 
The  innocent  Lord  to  die,  my  Perjury 
The  fatal  Caufe  of  Murder. 

'Theod.  Take  heed,  Daughter, 
You  niggle  not  with  your  Confcience,  and  Religion,  ^ 
In  filling  him  an  Innocent  from  your  Fear, 
And  Shame  to  accufe  yourfelf.     The  Emperor 
Had  many  Spies  upon  you,  faw  fuch  Graces, 
Which  Virtue  could  not  warrant,  fhowr'd  upon  him  ; 
Glances  in  publick,  and  more  liberal  Favours 
In  your  private  Chamber-meetings,  making  Way 
For  foul  Adultery  \  nor  could  he  be 
But  fenfible  of  the  Compaft  pafs'd  between  you. 
To  the  Ruin  of  his  Honour. 

Athen.  Hear  me.  Father  : 
I  look'd  for  Comfort  -,  but,  in  this,  you  come 
To  add  to  my  Afflictions. 

Theod.  Caufe  not  you 
Your  own  Damnation,  in  concealing  that 
W^hich  may,  in  your  Difcovery,  find  Forgivenefs. 
Open  your  Eyes ;  fet  Heaven,  or  Hell,  before  you. 
In  the  revealing  of  the  Truth,  you  ihall 
Prepare  a  Palace  for  your  Soul  to  dwell  in, 
Stor'd  with  Celeftial  Bleflings-,  whereas,  if 

7  Theod.  Tah  Heed,  Daughter, 

Tim  niggle  not  ijuith  your  Confcience y  and  Religion. 
The  Word  niggle  I  cannot  find  in  any  Di£iionary,  I  am  apt  to  think 
it  ought  to  be  Nife^  which  fignifies  a  Trifle,  a  Thing  of  Utile  or  no 
Value. 

Z  4  You 
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You  palliate  your  Crime,  and  dare  beyond. 
Playing  with  Lightning,  in  concealing  it, 
ExpC'ft  a  dreadkil  Dungeon,  fiU'd  with  Horror, 
And  never-ending  I'orments. 

A  ben.  May  they  fall 
Eternally  upon  me,  and  incrcafe, 
When  that  which  we  call  I'ime  hath  loft  its  Name  ! 
May  Lightning  cleave  the  Centre  of  the  Earth, 
And  I  fink  quick,  before  you  have  ablolv'd  me. 
Into  the  bottomlefs  Abyfs,  if  ever 
In  one  unchafte  Defire,  nay,  in  a  Thought 
I  wrong'd  the  Honour  of  the  Emperor's  Bed. 
I  do  deferve,  I  grant  more,  than  I  fuffer. 
In  that,  my  Fervor  and  Defire  to  pleafe  him> 
In  my  holy  Meditations,  prefs'd  upon  me. 
And  would  not  be  kept  out,  now  to  diffemble 
(When!  fliail  fuddenly  be  infenfible 
Of  what  the  World  fpeaks  of  me)  were  mere  Madnefs  : 
And,  though  you  are  incredulous,  Iprefume, 
If,  as  I  kneel  now  ;  my  Eyes  fwol'n  with  Tears, 
My  Hands  heav'd  up  thus,  my  ftretch'd  Heart-llrings 

ready 
To  break  afunder,  my  incenfed  Lord 
(His  Storm  of  Jealoufy  blown  o'er)  fhould  hear  me. 
He  would  believe  I  lied  not. 

T'heod.  Rife,  and  fee  him,  [Difcovcrs  himfelf. 

On  his  Knees,  with  Joy  affirm  it. 

Athen.  Can  this  be .? 

^heod.  My  Sifters,  and  the  reft  there,^all  bear  Wit- 
nefs. 

Enter  Pulcheria,  Arcadia,  FlaccHla,  Chryfapius,  Gra- 
tianus,  Timantus,  Philanax. 

In  freeing  this  incomparable  Lady 
From  the  Sufpicion  of  Guilt,  I  do 
Accufe  myfelf,  and  willingly  fubmic 
To  any  Penance,  fhe  in  Juftice  ftiall 
Pleafe  to  impofe  upon  me. 

Athsn^ 
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/Ithen.  Royal  Sir, 
Your  ill  Opinion  of  me's  foon  forgiven. 

Pulch.  But  how  you  can  make  Satisfaclion  to 
The  poor  Paulinus,  he  being  dead,  in  Reafon 
You  mud  conclude  impoflible. 

Theod.  And  in  that 
I  am  moft  miferable :  The  Ocean 
Of  Joy,  which  in  your  Innocence  flow'd  high  to  me, 
Ebbs  in  the  Thought  of  my  unjult  Command, 
By  which  he  died.     O  Philanax  (as  thy  Name 
Interpreted  fpeaks  thee)  thou  haft  ever  been 
A  Lover  of  the  King,  and  thy  whole  Life 
Can  witnefs  thy  Obedience  to  my  Will, 
In  putting  that  in  Execution,  which 
Was  trulled  to  thee  ;  fay  but,  yet,  this  once. 
Thou  hall  not  done  what  ralhly  I  commanded, 
And  that  Paulinus  lives,  and  thy  Reward, 
For  not  performing  that  which  I  enjoin'd  thee. 
Shall  centuple  whatever  yet  thy  Duty, 
Or  Merit,  challeng'd  from  me. 

Phila.  'Tis  too  late.  Sir. 
He's  dead  •,  and,  when  you  know  he  was  unable 
To  wrong  you,  in  the  Way  that  you  fufpedted. 
You'll  wilh  it  had  been  otherwife. 

Theod.  Unable : 

Phila.  I  am  fure  he  was  an  Eunuch,  and  might  fafely 
Lie  by  a  Virgin's  Side  ;  at  four  Years  made  one  ; 
Though,  to  hold  Grace  with  Ladies,  he  conceal'd  it. 
— The  Circumftances,  and  the  Manner  how. 
You  may  hear  at  better  Leifure. 

Theod.  How  !  an  Eunuch  ^ 
The  more  the  Proofs  are,  that  are  brought  to  clear  thee. 
My  beft  Eudoxia^  the  more  my  Sorrows. 

Athen.  That  I  am  innocent  ? 

Theod.  That  I  am  guilty 
Of  Murther,  my  Eudoxia.     I  will  build 
A  glorious  Monument  to  his  Memory  •, 
And,  for  my  Punilhment,  live  and  die  upon  it. 
And  never  more  converfe  with  Men. 

Enter 
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Enter  Paulinus. 

Taul  Live  long,  Sir ! 
May  I  do  fo  to  ierve  you  !   and,  if  that 
I  live  does  not  difpleafe  you,  you  owe  for  it 
To  this  good  Lord, 

I'heod.   M\felf,  and  all  that's  mine. 

Phiia.  Your  Pardon  is  a  Payment. 

T'hcod.  I  am  rap'd 
"With  Joy  beyond  myfelf.     Now,  my  Eudoxia, 
My  Jealoufy  puff'd  away  thus,  in  this  Breath 
I  fcent  the  natural  Sweetnefs.  [-^'{//^-^  '^'^^^ 

Arcad.  Sacred  Sir, 
Pm  happy  to  behold  this,  and  prefume. 
Now  you  are  pleas'd,  to  move  a  Suit,  in  which 
My  Sifter  is  join'd  with  me. 

'Theod.  Pr'ythce,  fpeak  it ; 
For  I  have  vow'd  to  hear  before  I  grant  •, 
I  thank  your  good  Inftrudions.  [To  Pulcherish. 

Arcad.  'Tis  but  this.  Sir. 
We  have  oblerv'd  the  falling  out,  and  in. 
Between  the  Hufband  and  the  Wife  fhews  rarely  ; 
Their  Jars  and  Reconcilements  ftrangely  take  us. 

Flac.  Anger  and  Jealoufy  that  conclude  in  KiiTes 
Is  a  fweet  War,  in  footh. 

Arcad.  We  therefore,  Brother, 
Moft  humbly  beg  you  would  provide  us  Hufbands, 
That  we  may  tafte  the  Pleafure  oft. 

Fiac.  And  with  Speed,  Sir ; 
For  fo  your  Favour's  doubled. 

Theod.  Take  my  Word, 
I  will  with  all  Convenience  •,  and  not  blulh 
Hereafter  to  be  guided  by  your  Counfels  : 
1  will  deferve  your  Pardon.     Philanax 
Shall  be  remember'd,  and  magnificent  Bounties 
Fall  Qti  Chryfapius :  My  Grace  on  all. 

Ut 
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Let  Cleon  be  deliver'd  and  rewarded. 

My  Grace  on  all,  which  as  I  lend  to  you. 

Return  your  Vows  to  Heaven,  that  it  may  pleafs 

(As  it  is  gracious)  to  quench  in  me 

All  future  Sparks  of  burning  Jealoufy. 


*3^3 
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EPILOGUE. 
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EPILOGUE. 

WE've  Reafon  to  be  doubtful,  whether  he. 
On  whom  (j-orc'd  to  it  by  NecelFity) 
The  Maker  did  confer  his  Emperor's  Part, 
Hath  giv'n  yoj  Satisfadion,  in  his  Art 
Of  Action  and  Delivery  ;  'tis  fure  Truth 
The  Burden  was  too  heavy  for  his  Youth  * 
To  undergo. — But  in  his  Will,  we  know. 
He  was  not  wanting,  and  fhall  ever  owe. 
With  his,  our  Service,  if  your  Favours  deign 
To  give  him  Strength,  hereafter  to  fuftain 
A  greater  Weight.     It  is  your  Grace  that  can 
In  your  Allowance  of  this,  write  him  Man 
Before  his  Time  :   which  if  you  pleafe  to  do. 
You  make  the  Player  and  the  Poet  too. 

*  The  Burden  ^J.'r.s  too  heaiy  for  his  Youth. 
The  Intent  of  this  Epilogue  is  to  apologize  ioi  fome  young  Ador 
who  performed  the  Part  of  the  Emperor,  and  of  whofe  Abilities  they 
were  fomcthing  doubtful. 


THE 

MAID    of  H  O  N  O  U  R. 

A 

TRAGI-COMEDY. 

As  it  hath  been  often  prefented  with  good  Allow- 
ance 2Lt  thQ  Phoenix  inDrmy-Lanej  by  the  Queen's 
Majefty's  Servants.      1632. 

WRITTEN 

By     PHILIP      M  A  S  S  I  N  G  E  R. 


To  my  moft  honour'd  Friends,  Sir  Francis 

FoLiAMBE,  Knt.  and  Bart,  and  to  Sir 

Thomas  Bland,  Knt. 

f^'MW^HJT'  you  have  been  and  continued  fo  for  many 
M  <j^  ^  2^ears,  fince  you  vouchfafed  to  own  me  Patrons 
)^  ^  ^^  to  me  and  my  defpifed  Studies^  I  cannot  but  with 
H^mmM  ^11  jjnyijiiig  T'hankfulnejs  acknowledge  :  And  liv- 
ings as  you  have  done^  infeparable  in  your  Friend/hip  (not- 
"joithjianding  all  differences^  and  Suits  in  Law  arifing  be- 
tween you)  I  held  it  as  impertinent^  as  ahfurd^  in  the  Pre- 
fentment  of  my  Service  in  this  Kind^  to  divide  you.  A  free 
Conjeffion  of  a  Debt  in  a  meaner  Man^  is  the  amplefi  Satis- 
faclion  to  his  Superiors,  and  I  heartily  Wifh,  that  the  World 
may  take  Notice,  and  from  myfelf,  that  I  had  not  to  this 
Time  fubfijled,  but  that  1  was  fupported  by  your  frequent 
Court efies,  and  Favours.  When  your  more  ferious  Occa- 
fions  will  give  you  Leave,  you  may  pleafe  to  perufe  this  Tri- 
fle, and  -per adventure  find  fomething  in  it  that  may  appear 
worthy  of  your  Protection.  Receive  it,  I  befeech  you,  as  a 
fejiimony  of  his  Duty,  who,  while  he  lives,  rejolves  to  be 


Truly  and  fincerely  devoted  to  your  Service, 

Philip  Massincer. 

Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfona^. 


Roberto,  King  of  Sicily. 

Ferdinand,  Duke  of  Urbin. 

Bertoldo,  the   King's  natural  Brother,  a  Knight   ot 

Malta. 
GoNZAGA,  a  Knight  o^  Malta^  General  to  theDutchefs 

of  Siena. 
AsTUTio,  a  Counfcllor  of  State, 
FuLGENTio,  the  Minion  of  Roberto. 
Adorn  I,  a  Follower  of  Cainiolas  Father. 
Ambassador,  from  the  Duke  ot  Urbin. 
Signior  Sylli,  a  foolilh  Self-lover. 
Antfionio,?  ^^^,^  ^.^^  ^^.       City-bred. 
Gasparo,    i 
Pie  RIO,  a  Colonel  to  Conzaga. 

Roderigo,7  Captains  to  Gonzaga.- 
Iacomo,      \       ^ 

Druso,?  Captains  to  Duke  Ferdinand. 

Livio,  y       ^ 

Paulo,  a  Prieft,  Camioia's  ConfeiTor. 

Aurelia,  Dutchefs  of  Siena. 
Camiola,  the  Maid  of  Honour. 
Clarinda,  her  Woman. 

Scout,  Soldiers,  Servants,  Gaoler,  Dwarf,  Mutes. 
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ACT     I.       SCENE     I. 

The  Prefence  Chamber, 

Aftutio,  Adorni. 

Adorni. 

?n9()eCn«(00D  Day  to  your  Lordfhip ! 

)9C  Q  X       Aftutio.  Thanks,  Adorni. 

^       ^,    Adorni.  May  I  prefume  to  afk  if  the  Am- 

k.MMJ«t  baflador 

Employ'd  by  Ferdinand.,  the  Duke  of  Urbin^ 

Hath  Audience  this  Morning  ? 

Enter  Fulgentio. 

Aftutio.  'Tis  uncertain, 
For,  though  a  Counfellor  of  State,  I  am  not 
Of  the  Cabinet  Counfei.     But  there's  one,  if  he  pleafe. 
That  may  refolve  you. 

Adorni.  I  will  move  him  Sir. 

FuJgen.  If  you've  a  Suit,  fhew  Water,  I  am  blind»  elfe. 

Adorni.  A  Suit,  yet  of  a  Nature,  not  to  prove 
The  Quarry  that  you  hawk  for :  If  your  Words 
Are  not  like  Indian  Vvares,  and  every  Scruple, 
To  be  wcigh'd  and  rated,  one  poor  Syllable, 
Vouchfaf'd  in  Anfwer  of  a  fair  Demand, 
Cannot  deferve  a  Fee, 

Vol.  II.  A  a  Vidgen. 
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Fulgen.  It  fcems  you're  ignorant  -, 
I  neither  fpcak,  nor  hold  my  Peace,  for  nothing: 
And  yet,  tor  once,  I  care  not  if  I  anfwer 
One  Tingle  Q^iellion,  gratis. 

Adonti.  I  much  thank  you. 
Hath  the  Ambafiador  Audience,  Sir,  To-day  ? 

Fulgen.  Yes. 

yldorni.  At  what  Hour  ? 

Fulgen.  I  promis'd  not  fo  much. 
A  Syllable  you  begg'd  ;  my  Chancy  gave  it. 
Move  me  no  further.  [£x//  Fulgentio. 

Afiutio.  This  you  wonder  at  ? 
With  me,  'tis  ulual. 

Adorni.  Pray  you,  Sir,  what  is  he  } 

AJlutio.  A  Gentleman,  yet  no  Lord.     He  hath  fome 
Drops 
Of  the  King's  Blood  running  in  his  Veins,  deriv'd 
Some  ten  Degrees  off.     His  Revenue  lies 
In  a  narrow  Compafs,  the  King's  Ear  -,  and  yields  him 
Every  Hour  a  fruitful  Harveft.     Men  may  talk 
Of  three  Crops  in  a  Year  in  the  Fo-rtunate  JJiands. 
Or  Profit  made  by  Wool :  But,  while  tliere  are  Suitors, 
His  Sheep-fhcering,  nay,  fhaving  to  the  quick 
Is  in  every  Quarter  of  the  Moon,  and  conftant. 
In  the  Time  ot  truffing  a  Point,  he  can  undo, 
Or  make  a  Man.     His  Play  or  Recreation 
Is  to  raife  this  up,  or  pull  dov.'n  that ;  and,  though 
He  never  yet  took  Orders,  makes  more  Bifiiops 
In  Siicily^  than  the  Pope  himfeif. 

Enter  Bertoldo,  Gafparo,  Anthonio,  a  Servant. 

Adorni.  Moftflrange! 

Ajlutio.  The  Px^efciice  fills.     He  in  the  Malta  Habit 
Is  the  natural  Brother  of  the  King — a  By-blow. 

Adorni.  I  underftand  you. 

Gafp.  'Morrow  to  my  Uncle, 

Anth.  And  my  late  ^Guardian.     But  at  length  I  have 
The  Reigns  in  my  own  Hands. 

AjlutiQ, 
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Afiutio.  Pray  you  life  'em  well. 
Or  you'll  too  late  repent  it. 

Bert.  With  this  Jev/el 
Prefented  to  Camicla^  prepare 

This  Night  a  Vifit  for  me.     I  ihall  have    {Exit  Servant, 
Your  Company,  Gallants,  I  perceive,  if  that 
The  King  will  hear  of  War. 

Anth.  Sir,  I  have  Horfes 
Of  the  beft  Breed  in  Naples.,  fitter  far 
7^0  break  a  Rank,  then  crack  a  Lance,  and  are 
In  their  Career  of  fuch  incredible  Swiftnefs 
They  out-ftrip  Swallows. 

Bert.  And  fuch  may  be  ufeful 
To  run  away  with,  (hould  we  be  defeated. 
You're  well  provided,  Signior  } 

Anth.  Sir,  excufe  me. 
All  of  their  Race  by  Inftind  know  a  Coward, 
And  fcorn  the  Burthen.  They  come  on  like  Lightning; 
Founder'd  in  a  Retreat. 

Bert.  By  no  means  back  'em ; 
Unlefs  you  know  your  Courage  fympathize 
With  the  daring  of  your  Horfe. 

Anth.  My  Lord,  this  is  bitter. 

Gafp.  I  will  raife  me  a  Company  of  Foot; 
And,  when  at  puOi  of  Pike  I  am  to  enter 
A  Breach,  to  Ihew  my  Valour,  I  have  brought  me 
An  Armour  Cannon-  proof. 

Bert.  You  will  not  leap,  then. 
O'er  an  Out-work  in  your  Shirt  ,'* 

Gafp.  I  do  not  like 
Adivity  that  Way. 

Bert.  You  had  rather  (land 
A  Mark  to  try  their  Muflcets  on  ? 

Gafp.  If  I  do 
No  Good,  I'll  do  no  Hurt. 

Bert.  'Tis  in  you,  Signior, 
A  Chriftian  Refolution,  and  becomes  youj 
But  I  will  not  difcourage  you. 

A  a  2  Anth, 
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J>nh.  You  are.  Sir, 
A  Knight  of  Malta,  and,  as  I  have  heard. 
Have  lerv'd  againll  the  Turk. 

Bert.  'Tis  true. 

Anth.  Pray  you,  fhew  us 
The  Difference  between  the  City-Valour, 
And  Service  in  the  Field. 

Bert.  'Tis  fomewhat  more 
Then  roaring  in  a  Tavern,  or  a  Brothel, 
Or  to  fteal  a  Lanthorn  from  a  fleeping  Watch  -, 
Then  burn  their  Halberts  ;  or,  iafe-guarded  by 
Your  Tenant's  Son's,  to  carry  away  a  Maypole 
From  a  Neighbour- Village.     You  will  not  find,  there. 
Your  Mafters  of  Dependencies  to  take  up 
A  drunken  Brawl,  or,  to  get  you  the  Names 
Of  valiant  Chevaliers,  Fellows  that  will  be, 
For  a  Cloak  with  thrice-dy'd  Velvet,  and  a  caftSuit, 
Kick'd  down  the  Stairs.     A  Knave  with  half  a  Breech, 

there. 
And  no  Shirt   being  a  Thing  fuperfluous, 
And  worn  out  of  his  Memory)  if  you  bear  not 
Yourfelves  both  in,  and  upright  with  a  provant  Sword, 
Will  flafh  your  Scarlets,  and  your  Plufh  a  new  Way  j 
Or  with  the  Flilts  thunder  about  your  Ears 
Such  Mufick,  as  will  make  your  Worfhips  dance 
To  the  doleful  Tune  of  Lachryma, 

Go.jp.  I  muft  tell  you. 
In  private,  as  you  are  my  princely  Friend, 
I  do  not  like  fuch  Fidlers. 

Bert.  No  ?  They  are  ufeful 
For  your  Imitation;  I  remember  you. 
When  you  came  fir  ft  to  the  Court,  and  talk'd  of  nothino- 
But  your  Rents,  and  your  Entradas,  '  ever  chiming 

The 

'    Tour  Rfnfs  and  your  Entradas. 
Thus  it  ftands  in  the  old  Copies,  the  Senfe  of  vvhich  I  take  to  be 
Your  Rents  and  your  Comings  in. 

The 
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The  Golden  Bells  in  your  Pockets,  you  believ'd 
The  taking  of  the  Wall,  as  a  Tribute  due  to 
Your  gaudy  Cloaths  -,  and  could  not  walk  at  Midnight 
Without  a  caufelefs  Qiiarrel,  as  if  Men 
Of  coarfer  Outfides  were  in  Duty  bound 
To  fuffer  your  Affronts  :  But,  when  you  had  been 
Cudgel'd  well,  twice  or  thrice,  and  from  the  Do(fl:rine 
Made  profitable  Ufes,  you  concluded 
The  Sov'reign  Means  to  tea(;;h  irregular  Heirs 
Civility,  with  Conformity  of  Manners, 
Were,  two  or  three  found  Beatings. 

jinih.  I  confefs 
They  did  much  Good  upon  me. 

Gafp.  And  on  m€; — the  Principles  that  they  read  were 
found 

BerL  You'll  find 
The  like  Inftruftions  in  the  Camp, 

4/iutio.  The  King 

J  Flourijb. 
Enter  Roberto,  Fulgentio,  Ambaffador,  Atiendants. 

Roher.  We  fit  prepared  to  hear. 

Amhaff.  Your  Majefty 
Hath  been  long  fince  familiar,  I  doubt  not. 
With  th'  defp'rate  Fortunes  of  my  Lord  ;  and  Pity 
O'  th'  much  that  your  Confederate  hath  fuffer'd 
(You  being  his  laft  Refuge)  may  perfuade  you 
Not  alone  to  companionate,  but  to  lend 
Your  Royal  Aids,  to  ftay  him  in  his  Fall 
To  certain  Ruin.     He,  too  late,  is  confcious 
That  his  Ambition  to  encroach  upon 
His  Neighbour's  Territories,  with  the  Danger  of 

The  Word  EntrcJas  I  am  apt  to  think  is  falfe,  and  that  it  ought  to 
be  httrado  from  the  SpaniJ/j,  which  fignifies  the  coming-in,  /,  e,  into 
any  Place. 

T\i\S%  S hake/pear  \nHen^y  5th. 

What  are  thy  Rents  ?  What  are  thy  Comings  in  ? 

A  a  3  Hifi 
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His  Liberty,  nay,  his  Life,  hath  brought  in  QuclViori 

His  own  Inheritance  :   But  Youth  and  Heat 

Ot  Biood,  in  your  Interpretation,  may 

Both  plead,  and  meditate  tor  him.     I  muft  grant  it 

An  Error  in  him,  being  deny'd  the  Favours 

Of  the  fair  Princels  of  Siena  {though 

He  ffught  her  in  a  noble  Way)  t'  endeavour 

1  o  force  riltedion,  by  Surprifal  of 

Her  principal  Seat,  Sie/ia, 

Rober.   Which  now  proves 
The  Seat  of  his  Captivity,  not  Triumph. 
Heav'n  is  ftilljuft. " 

Amhajj.  And  yet  that  Juftice  is 
To  be  with  Mercy  tempcr'd,  which  Heav'n's  Deputies 

^   Rober.   H:n-."n  isjlilljuji 
Ambafi".   And  yet  that  Jufiice  is 

To  be  ijjith  Mercy  tevif  rd. 
This  is  a  very  beautiful  PafTage,    and  not   ]e''s  fo  for  being  hor- 
rovvc.H   from  Reii.ion      After  the  Ambafikc'or  of  the  Duke  of  XJrbin 
had  leprefented  thj  .V iifoituri'  s  of  his  Mailer,  Roberto  fays,  that  Hea- 

I'en  is  JiilljiJ: '  juli  in  punilliing  jl>e  Ambitif  us."    The  Ambafla- 

dor  arfwers,  that  *  the  Juftice  of  Heaven  is  tempered  with  Mercy, 
which  he  as  Jieavcn's  Deputy,  ftands  bound  to  minifter."  This  is  a 
fine  Addiefs  to  the  King'^  Pafiions.  He  would  reprefent  the  Mercy  of 
Heaven  ae  infinite,  and  extended  to  a'l  in  Diilrefs :  And  hew  then 
can  the  King  re  fufe  y.cxcy  when  tlio  Deity  has  (hewed  his  to  all  Men, 
even  to  the  King  hiinfelf .?  If  this  could  not  raiie  in  him  Sentiments  of 
Comp  ffion,  yet  fuftly  the  Thoughts  of  his  beuig  H'-aven's  Deputy 
li;Ould  He  was  obliged  by  hi?  Office  to  ftiew  Mercy  as  the  Deity  had 
done,  and  to  relic v:;  as  n.any  of  the  Miferfible  as  he  could,  becaufg 
Heaven  had  relieved  oil  M^n.  S'htkeJ^.euv  ha:  very  happily  cxprefs'd 
this  Thought  in  his  hleafure  for  Meafiire.     An^,tlo  fays  to  Ijabella 

Your  Brother  is  a  Forfeit  cf  the  Law, 
And  you  but  vvafle  your  Words. 
Ifah.  Alas!  alas! 

Why,  all  tilt  vSouls  that  are,  were  forfeit  once. 
Aiid  he  that  ight  the  'Vantage  bell  have  took. 
Found  out  :hc  Remedy.  Ho",v  would  you  be. 
If  he  which  is  the  top  of  judgment,  fhould 
Uur,  judge  you  as  you  are  ?  Oh  !  thin  -  on  that; 
And  Mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  Lips, 
Like  Man  new  made. 

Aft  2.  Scene  7, 
Stand 
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Stand  bound  to  miriifter.     The  injur'd  Dutchels 
By  Realbn  taught,  as  Nature,  could  not,  with 
The  Reparation  of  her  Wrongs,  but  aim  at 
A  brave  Revenge ;  and  my  Lord  teels  too  late 
That  Innocence  will  find  Friends.     The  great  Gonzagt^^ 
The  Honour  of  his  Order — I  muil  praife 
Virtue,  though  in  an  Enemy;  He  whofc  Fights 
And  Conquefis  hold  one  Number,  rallying  up 
Her  fcatter'd  Troops,  before  we  coultl  get  Time 
To  viftual,  or  to  man  the  conquer'd  City, 
Sat  down  before  it  -,  and,  preluming  that 
^Tis  not  to  be  reliev'd,  admits  no  Parley, 
Our  Flags  of  Truce  hung  out  in  vain:  Nor  will  he 
Lend  an  Ear  to  Compofitiori,  but  exads 
"With  th'  rend'ring  up  the  Town,  the  Goods,  and  Lives 
Of  all  within  the  Walls,  and  of  all  Sexes 
To  be  at  his  Difcretion. 
Rober.  Since  Injuftice 
In  your  Duke  meets  this  Correflion,  can  you  prefs  us. 
With  any  feeming  Argument  of  Reafon, 
In  foolifh  Pity  to  decline  his  Dangers, 
To  draw  'em  on  Our  Self?  Shall  We  not  be 
Warn'd  by  his  Harms  ?  The  League,  proclaim'd  be- 
tween us, 
Bound  neither  of  us  farther  than  to  aid 
Each  other,  if  by  foreign  Force  invaded  ; 
And  fo  far  in  my  Honour  I  was  ty'd. 
But,  fmce,  without  our  Counfel,  or  Allowance, 
He  hath  took  Arms,  with  his  good  Leave,  he  muft 
Exciife  us,  if  we  fleer  not  on  a  Rock 
We  fee,  and  may  avoid.     Let  other  Monarchs 
Contend  to  be  made  glorious  by  proud  War, 
And  with  the  Blood  of  their  poor  Subjefts  purchafe 
Increafe  of  Empire,  and  augment  their  Cares 
In  keeping  that  which  was  by  Wrongs  extorted. 
Gilding  unjuftlnvafions  with  the  trim 
Of  glorious  Conquefts  -,  We,  that  would  be  known 
The  Father  of  our  People  in  our  Study 
And  Vigilance  for  their  Safety,  muft  not  change 

A  a  4  Their 
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Their  Plough-fliares  into  Swords,  and  force  them  from 

The  fecure  Shade  of  their  own  Vines  to  be 

Scorch'd  with  the  Flames  of  War,  or,  for  our  Sport, 

Expole  their  Lives  to  Ruin. 

Amha^.   Will  you,  then. 
In  his  Extremit)'  forfake  your  Friend  } 

Roher.  No  ;  but  preferve  Our  Self 

hert.  Cannot  the  Beams 
Of  Honour  thaw  your  icy  Fears  ? 

Roher.  Who's  that  ? 

Bert.  A  kind   of  Brother,  Sir ;  howe'cr,  your   Sub- 
jcd. 
Your  Father's  Son,  and  one  who  blufhes  that 
You  are  not  Heir  to  his  b|?ave  Spirit,  and  Vigour, 
As  to  his  Kinsjdom. 

Rober.  How's  this  ? 

Ben.  Sir,  to  be 
His  living  Chronicle,  and  to  fpeak  his  Praife, 
Cannot  defer ve  your  Anger. 

Rober.   Where's  your  Warrant 
For  this  Prefumption  ? 

Bert.  Here,  Sir,  in  my  Heart. 
Let  Sycophants,  that  feed  upon  your  Favours, 
Stile  Coldnefs  in  you  Cauticn,  and  prefer 
Your  Eafe  before  your  Honour  ;  and  conclude 
To  eat  and  ileep  fupinely,  is  the  End 
Of  liuman  Bleflings  :  I  muft  tell  you.  Sir, 
Virtue,  if  not  in  Action,  is  a  Vice,  ' 
And,  when  we  move  not  forward,  we  go  backward  \ 

' 1  muji  te'l ycu.  Sir, 

Virtue,  if  not  in  Adiotj,  is  a  Vice. 
The  Poets  have  many  Paflages  fimilar  to  this.     Thus  Shake/pear 

If  our  Virtues 

Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  'twere  all  alike 

As  if  we  had  them  not. 

Meafure  for  Meafure,   Ad  I.   Scene  Z. 
And  Horace  tells  us,  Virtue  concealed  is  of  little  Confequente. 

Paulum  fepultce  dif.at  iiitrti^e 

Cet(ita  virtut. 

Nor 
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Nor  is  this  Peace  (the  Niirfe  of  Drones,  and  Cowards) 
Oiir  Health,  but  a  Difeafe. 

Gafp.  Well  Lirg'd,  my  Lord. 

Anth.  Perfedt  what  ;s  fo  well  begun. 

Jmbajf.  And  bind 
My  Lord  your  Servant. 

Rcber.  Hare  brain'd  Fool !  What  Reafon 
Canft  thou  infer  to  make  this  Good  ? 

Bert.  A  thogfand. 
Not  to  be  contradicted.     But  confider 
Where  your  Command  lies  ?    'Tis  not.  Sir,  in  France, 
Spain,  Germany,  Portugal^  but  in  Sicily  \ 
An  Ifland,  Sir.     Here  are  no  Mines  of  Gold 
Or  Silver  to  enrich  you  ;  No  Worm  fpins 
Silk  in  her  Vv^omb,  to  make  Diltinclion 
Between  you  and  a  Peafant,  in  your  Habits. 
No  Fifh  lives  near  our  Shores,  whofe  Blood  can  dye 
Scarlet,  or  Purple  ;  all  that  we  poflefs. 
With  Beafts  we  have  in  common  :    Nature  did 
Defign  us  to  be  Warriors,  and  to  break  through 
Our  Ring  the  Sea,  by  which  we  are  environ'd  ; 
And  we  by  Force  muft  fetch  in  what  is  wanting. 
Or  precious  to  us.     Add  to  this,  we  are 
A  populous  Nation,  and  increafe  fo  faft. 
That,  if  we  by  our  Providence  are  not  fent 
Abroad  in  Colonies,  or  fall  by  the  Sword, 
Not  Sicily  (^though  now  it  were  more  fruitful 
Than  when  'twas  ftil'd  the  Granary  ot  great  Ro^ne) 
Can  yield  our  num'rous  Fry  Bread  ;  We  muft  ftarve. 
Or  eat  up  one  another. 

yidorni.  The  King  hears 
With  much  Attention.  \^Afide. 

Aftutio.  And  feems  m.ov'd  with  what 
Bertoldo  hath  deliver'd.  [Afide. 

Bert.  May  you  live  long.  Sir, 
The  King  of  Peace,  fo  you  deny  not  us 
The  Glory  of  the  War  ;  let  not  our  Nerves 
Shrink  up  with  Sloth,  nor,  for  want  of  Employment, 
Make  younger  Brothers  Thieves  :  'Tis  their  Sword,  Sir, 

Muft 
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Mull  fow  and  reap  their  Harvefl.  If  Examples 
May  move  you  more  than  Arguments,   look  on  Eng- 

The  Emprels  of  the  European  liles^ 

7\nd  unto  whom  alone  ours  yields  Precedence, 

When  did  (lie  riourilli  fo,  as  when  ^^  was 

The  Milrrefs  of  the  Ocean  ?  Her  Navies 

Putting  a  Girdle  round  about  the  Warld, 

When  the  Iberian  quak'd,  her  Worthies  nam'd  ; 

And  the  fair  Fleur  de  Lis  grew  pale,  fet  by 

The  Red  Rofe  and  the  White.     Let  not  our  Armour 

Hung  up,  or  our  unrigg'd  Armada  make  us 

Ridiculous  to  the  late  poor  Snakes  our  Neighbours 

Warm'd  in  our  Bofoms,  and  to  v/hom  again 

W^e  may  be  terrible  ;  while  we  fpend  our  Hours 

W'ithout  Variety,  confin'd  to  Drink, 

Dicf,  Cards,  or  Whores.     Rcuze  us,    Sir,    from  the 

Sleep 
Of  Idlenefs,  and  redeem  our  mortgag'd  Honours. 
Your  Birth,  and  juftly,  claims  my  Father's  Kingdom  -, 
But  his  heroic  Mind  defcends  to  me: 
— I  will  confirm  fo  much. 

Adcrni.  In  his  Looks  he  feems 
To  break  ope  Janus'  Temple. 

Aftiitio.  How  thefe  Younglings 
Take  Fire  from  him  ! 

Ador.  It  works  an  Alteration 
Upon  the  King, 

Anth.  I  can  forbear  no  longer : 
W^ar,  War,  my  Sovereign  I 

FuJgen.  The  King  appears 
Refolv'd,  and  does  prepare  to  fpeak. 

■*■  ■  Look  on  England, 

The  Empisfs  of  European  IJles. 
All  our  old  Poets  have  celebrated   their  Country,  neither  is  Maf- 
Jirg-r  wanting  :  As  the  Pa.'%es  fimilar  to  this  are  well  known,  I  Ihal] 
fo.bear  letting  them  down  here. 

Rohn. 
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Rohcr.  Think  not 
Our  CoLinfers  built  upon  fo  weak  a  Bafe, 
s^As  to  be  overturn'd,  or  ihaken  with 
°  Tempeftuous  Winds  of  Words.     As  I,  my  Lord, 
Before  refolv'd  you,  I  will  not  engage 
My  Perfon  in  this  Qiiarrel ;  neither  prefs 
My  Subjects  to  maintain  it :  Yet,  to  fhew 
My  Rule  is  gentle,  and  that  I've  Feeling  of 
Your  Matter's  Sufferings,  fmce  thefe  Gallants,  weary 
Of  the  Happinefs  of  Peace,  defire  to  talle 
The  bitter  Sweets  of  War,  we  do  confent 
That,  as  Adventurers,    and  Volunteers 
(No  Way  compell'd  by  us)  they  may  make  Trial 
Of  their  boafted  Valours. 
Bert.  We  defire  no  more. 

Roher.  'Tis  well  j  and,  but  my  Grant  in  this,  expeft 
not 
Affiftance  from  me.     Govern  as  you  pleafe 
The  Province  you  make  Choice  of;  for,  I  vow 
By  all  Things  facred,  if  that  thou  mifcarry 
In  this  ralh  Undertaking,  I  will  hear  it 
No  otherwife  than  as  a  fad  Difafter, 
Fall'n  on  a  Stranger  ;  nor  will  I  efleem 
That  Man  my  Subjed,  who,  in  thy  Extremes, 
In  Purfe  or  Perfon  aids  thee.     Take  your  Fortune : 
You  know  me ;  I  have  faid  it.     So,  my  Lord, 
You  have  my  whole  Anfwer. 

Ambajf.  My  Prince  pays 
In  me  his  Duty. 

Roher.  Follow  me,  Fulgentio^ 
And  you,  Aftutio.  [Exeunl  Roberto,  FulgentiOa 

Aftutio,  Attendant!. 
Gafp.  What  a  Frown  he  threw, 
At  his  Departure,  on  you. 

Bert.  Let  him  keep 
His  Smiles  for  his  State-Catamite  •,    I  care  noc 
Anth.  Shall  we  aboard  To-night? 
Amhajf.  Your  Speed,  my  Lord, 
Doubles  the  ^zm^i. 

Bert, 
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Be?t.  I  have  a  Bufinefs 
Requires  Dilpatch.  —  Some  two  Hours  hence  I'll  meet 
you.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

CamiolaV  Houfe. 

Signior  Sylli,  walking  fantajiically  before^  followed  by 
Camiola  and  Clarinda. 

Cntniola.  Nay,  Signior,  this  is  too  much  Ceremony 
In  my  own  Houfe. 

Syiii.  What's  gracious  abroad, 
Muft  be  in  Private  pradis'd. 

Clar.  For  your  Mirth-fake 
Let  him  alone,  he  has  been  all  this  Morning 
In  Pradlice  with  a  peruk'd  Gentleman-Ufher, 
To  teach  him  his  true  Amble  and  his  Poftures, 

[Sylli  walking  by,  and  p-a£fiftng  his  Pojlures. 
When  he  walks  before  a  Lady. 

Sylli.  You  may,  Madam, 
Perhaps,  believe  that  I  in  this  ufe  Art, 
To  make  you  doat  upon  me  by  expofing 
My  more  than  moft  rare  Features  to  your  View. 
But  I,  as  I  have  ever  done,  deal  fimply  •, 
A  Mark  of  fweet  Simplicity,  ever  noted 
r  th'  Family  of  the  Syllies.     Therefore,  Lady, 
Look  not  with  too  much  Contemplation  on  me ; 
If  you  do,  you  are  i'  th'  Suds. 

Camiola.  You  are  no  Barber  ? 

Sylli.  Fie  !  no,  not  I ;  but  my  good  Parts  have  drawn 
More  loving  Hearts  out  of  fair  Ladies  Bellies, 
Than  the  whole  Trade  have  done  Teeth. 

Camiola.  Is't  pofTible  ? 

Sylli.  Yes,  and  they  live  too  ;  marry,  much  condoling 
The  Scorn  of  tht'ir  Narcijfus,  as  they  call  me, 
Becaufe  I  love  myfelf. 

Camiola.  Without  a  Rival. 
What  Philtres  or  Love-powders  do  you  ufe 

To 
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To  force  AfFedlion  ?  I  fee  nothing  in 
Your  Perfon  •,  but  I  dare  look  on,  yet  keep 
My  own  poor  Heart  (till. 

Sylli.  You  are  warn'd  —  be  arm'd  j 
And  do  not  lofe  the  Hope  of  fuch  a  Hufband, 
In  being  too  foon  enamour'd. 
Clar.  Hold  in  your  Head, 
Or  you  muft  have  a  Martingale. 

Sylli.  I  have  fworn 
Never  to  take  a  Wife,  but  fuch  a  one 
(O  may  your  Ladylhip  prove  fo  ftrong !)  as  can 
Hold  out  a  Month  againft  me. 

Camiola.  Never  fear  it; 
Tho'  your  bed  taking  Part,  your  Wealth,  were  trebled, 
I  would  not  woo  you.     But,  fince  in  your  Pity 
You  pleafe  to  give  me  Caution,  tell  me  what 
Temptations  I  muft  fly  from. 

Sylli.  The  firft  is. 
That  your  ne'er  hear  me  fing ;  for  I'm  a  Syren. 
If  you  obferve,  when  I  warble,  the  Dogs  howl,         ,  . 
As  ravifti'd  with  my  Ditties,  and  you  will 
Run  mad  to  hear  me. 

Camiola.  I  will  ftop  my  Ears, 
And  keep  my  little  Wits. 

Sylli.  Next,  when  I  dance, 
And  come  aloft,  thus,  caft  not  a  Sheep's  Eye 
Upon  the  Qiiiv'ring  of  my  Calf 

Camiola.  Proceed,  Sir. 

Sylli.  But  on  no  Terms  (for  'tis  a  main  Point)  dream 
not 
O'  th'  Strength  of  my  Back,  though  'twill  bear  a  Burthen 
With  any  Porter. 

Camiola.  I  mean  not  to  ride  you. 

Sylli.  Nor  I  your  little  Ladylhip,  'till  you  have 
Perform'd  the  Covenant. — Be  not  taken  with 
My  pretty  Spider- Fingers  •,  nor  my  Eyes, 
That  twinkle  on  both  Sides. 

Camiola.  Was  there  ever  fuch  [One  knocks. 

A  Piece  cf  Motley  heard  of!  — Who'y:hac  \  you  may 

fpare  ^  The 
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The  Catalogue  of  my  Dangers.  [Exif  ClarinJa. 

Sylii.   No,  good  Madam  i 
I  have  not  told  you  half. 

Camiola.  Enough,  good  Signior  ; 
If  I  cat  more  of  fuch  Sweet-meats,  I   fhall  furfeit. 

Enter  Clarhida. 
Who  is't  r 

Cl^r.  The  Brother  of  the  King.' 

Syllt.  Kay,  ftart  not. 
The  Brother  of  the  King!  Is  he  no  more  ? 
Were  it  the  King  himfelf,  I'd  give  him  Leave 
To  fpeak  his  Mind  to  you,  for  I'm  not  jealous  ; 
And,  to  affure  your  Ladyfhip  of  fo  much, 
I'll  ufher  him  in,  and,  that  done — hide  myfelf. 

[Exit  Sylli. 

Camiola.  Camiola^  if  ever,  now  be  conftant : 
This  is,  indeed,  a  Suitor,  whofe  fweet  Prefence, 
Courtfhip,  and  loving  Language,  would  have  ftagger'd 
The  chalte  Penelope ;  and,  to  mcreafe 
The  Wonder,  did  not  Modefty  forbid  it, 
I  fhould  afk  that  from  him,  he  fues  to  me  for. 
And  yet  my  Reafon,  like  a  Tyrant,  tells  me 
I  mull  nor  give,  nor  take  it. 

Enter  Sylli  and  Bertoklo. 

Sylli.  I  muft  tell  you. 
You  lofe  your  Labour.    'Tis  enough  to  prove  it, 
Signior  Sylli  came  before  you  ;  and  you  know, 
Firft  come,  firft  ferv'd  :  Yet,  you  fliall  have  my  Coun- 
tenance 
To  parley  with  her  •,  and  I'll  take  fpecial__Care 
I'hat  none  fhall  interrupt  you. 
Bert.  You  are  courteous. 
Sylli.  Come,  Wench,  wilt  thou  hear  Wifdom  ? 

[Stepi  ajidg. 
Clar.  Yes,  from  you.  Sir, 

Bert. 
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Bert.  If  forcing  this  fweet  Favour  from  your  Lips, 

[lOfeih  her. 
Fair  Madam,  argue  me  of  too  much  Boldnds 
When  you  are  pleas'd  to  undeiftand,  I  take 
A  parting  Kifs,  if  not  excufe,  at  lead 
'Twill  qualify  th'  OfFence. 

Camiola.   A  parting  Kifs,  Sir  ? 
What  Nation,  envious  of  the  Happinefs 
Which  Sicily  enjoys  in  your  fweet  Prefence, 
Can  buy  you  from  her  ?  or  what  Climate  yield 
Pleafures  tranfcending  thofe  which  you  enjoy  here. 
Being  both  belov'd  and  honour'd  ?  the  North-Star 
And  Guider  of  all  Hearts,  and,  to  fum  up 
Your  full  Accompt  of  Happinefs  in  a  Word, 
The  Brother  of  the  King. 

Bert.  Do  you,  alone. 
And  with  an  unexampled  Cruelty, 
Enforce  my  Abfence,  and  deprive  me  of 
Thofe  BlefTings,  which  you  with  a  polifh'd  Fhrafe 
Seem  to  infinuate  that  I  do  pofTefs, 
And  yet  tax  me  as  being  guilty  of 
My  wilful  Exile  ?  What  are  Titles  to  me  ? 
Or  Popular  Suffrage  ?  or  my  Nearnefs  to 
The  King  in  Blood  ?  or  fruitful  Sicily, 
Though  it  confefs'd  no  Sovereign  but  myfelf ; 
When  you,  that  are  the  Effence  of  my  Being, 
The  Anchor  of  my  Hopes,  the  real  Subftancc 
Of  my  Felicity,  in  your  Difdain 
Turn  all  to  fading  and  deceiving  Shadows  ? 

Cumiola.  You  tax  me  without  Caufc^ 

Bert.  You  muft  confefs  it. 
But,  anfwer  Love  with  Love,  and  feal  the  Contract 
In  the  uniting  of  our  Souls,  how  gi--!.y 
(Though  now  I  v/ere  in  Action,  and  airur'd. 
Following  my  Fortune,  that  plum'd  Vidory 
Would  make  her  glorious  Stand  upon  my  Tent) 
Would  I  put  off  my  Armour,  in  my  Heat 
Of  Conqueft,  and,  like  Anthony,  purlue 
Mv  Cleopatra  !    Will  you  yet  look  on  m.e 

With 
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With  an  Eye  of  Favour  ? 

Camiola.   Truth  bear  Witncfs  for  me. 
That,  in  the  Judgment  ot  my  Soul,  you  are 
A  Man  lb  ablolutc,  and  circular 
In  all  thofe  wifli'd-for  Rarities,  that  may  take 
A  Virgin  captive,  that,  though  at  this  Inftant 
All  fcepter'd  Monarchs  of  our  VVeilern  World 
Were  Rivals  with  you,  and  C^wzW<2  worthy 
Of  fuch  a  Competition,  you  alone 
Should  wear  the  Garland. 

Bert.  If  fo,  what  diverts 
Your  Favour  from  me  ? 

Camiola.  No  Mulvft  in  yourfelf ; 
Or  in  your  Perfon,  Mind,   or  Fortune. 

Bert.  What  then  ? 

Camiola.  The  Confcioufnefs  of  mine  own  Wants. — 
Alas !  Sir,  ' 
We  are  not  Parallels ;  but,  like  Lines  divided. 
Can  ne'er  meet  in  one  Center.     Your  Birth,  Sir, 
(Without  Addition)  were  an  ample  Dowry 
For  one  of  fairer  Fortunes ;  and  this  Shape, 
Were  you  ignoble,  far  above  all  Value  : 
To  this  fo  clear  a  Mind,  fo  furnifli'd  with 
Harmonious  Faculties,  moulded  from  Heaven, 
That,  though  you  were  Therfites  in  your  Features, 
Of  no  Defcent,  and  Irus  in  your  Fortunes, 
Ulyjfes  like,  you'd  force  all  F^yes  and  Ears 
To  love,  but  fecn  j  and,  when  heard,  wonder  at 
Your  matchlefs  Story.     But,  all  thefe  bound  up 
Together  in  one  Volume,  give  me  Leave 
With  Admiration  to  look  upon  'em  ; 
But  not  prefume,  in  my  own  flatt'ring  Hopes, 
I  may,  or  can,  enjoy  'em. 


J!c!s!  Sir, 


I'^e  are  not  Parullds  ;  bitt,  like  Lines  divided^ 
Cun  ne^er  meet  in  one  Center. 
This  feemr,  badly  exprefTed.     Parallels   are    the  only  Lines  that 
cannot  meet  in  a  Center ;  for  all  Lines  divided  with  any  Angle  to- 
wards each  other,  muft  meet  fomewhere,  it"  continued  both  Ways. 

Bert. 
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Bert.   How  you  ruin 
What  you  would  feem  to  build  up  !   I  know  no 
Difparity  between  us  -,  you're  an  Heir 
Sprung  from  a  noble  Family  ;  fair,  rich,  young. 
And  ev^'ry  Way  my  Equal. 

Camiola.  Sir,  excufe  me,  ^ 
One  airy  with  Proportion,  ne'er  difclofes 
The  Eagle  and  the  Wren  :  Tidue  and  Frize, 
In  the  fame  Garment,  monftrOus :   But,  fuppofe 
That  what's  in  you  exceffive,  were  diminifh'd. 
And  my  Defert  fupply'd,  the  ftrongeft  Bar, 
Religion,  flops  our  Entrance.    You  are,  Sir, 
A  Knight  of  Malta^  by  your  Order  bound 
To  a  fingle  Life  :  You  cannot  marry  me  ; 
And,  I  allure  my  ft  If,  you  are  too  noble 
To  feekme  (though  my  Frailty  fhould  confent) 
In  a  bafe  Path. 

Bert.  A  Difpenfation,  Lady, 
Will  eafily  abfolve  me. 

Camiola.  O  take  heed.  Sir  ! 
When  what  is  vow'd  to  Heav'n  is  difpens'd  with, 
To  ferve  our  Ends  on  Earth,  a  Curfe  muft  follow, 
And  not  a  BlelTing. 

Bert.  Is  there  no  Hope  left  me  ? 

Camiola.  Nor  to  myfelf,  but  is  a  Neighbour  to 
Impoffibility.     True  Love  fhould  walk 
On  equal  Feet;  in  us  it  does  not,  Sir. 
But  reft  afTur'd,  excepting  this,  I  fhall  be 
Devoted  to  your  Service. 

^ 5';>,  excufe  me, 

O^e  airy  I'Jith  Pr '•port {en  ne'er  difchfes 

The  Eagle  and  the  Wren. 
This  PafTage  is  fomewhat  difficult.  Catr.iola  is  flievving  Iiow  un- 
likely it  was,  that  Bertoldo  fhould  condefcend  to  marry  her,  becaule 
of  the  Difparity  of  their  Birth  ;  and  fhe  fays,  "  One  who  is  puffed 
up  with  an  high  Opinion  of  his  own  Birth,  and  the  Equality  there 
ought  to  be  in  Marriages :  Oi;e  airy  nuith  Proportion  will  never  floop 
fo  low,  as  Bertoldo  muft  to  marry  her :  The  Eagle  might  as  well 
vouchfafe  to  court  the  Wren." 

Vol.  II.  B  b  Burt, 
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Bert.   And  this  is  your 
Determinate  Sentence  ? 

Camicu-.  Not  to  be  revok'd. 

Bert,  i  arewel,  then,  faireft  Cruel !    All  Thoughts  m 
Of  Women  perifh  !  Let  the  glorious  Light  [me 

Of  noble  War  extinguifh  Love's  divine  !  aper, 
That  only  lends  me  Light  to  fee  my  Folly  ! 
Honour,  be  thou  my  ever  living  Mifirels, 
And  tbnd  Affection  as  thy  Bond-Qave  ferve  thee  ! 

\^Exit  Bertoldo. 

Camiola.  How  foon  my  Sun  is  fet !   He  b«;ing  abfent. 
Never  to  rife  again  !   What  a  tierce  Battle 
Is  fought  between  my  Paffions  ! — Methinks 
We  fliould  have  kifs'd  at  Parting. 

Sylii.   I  perceive 
He  has  his  Anfwer. — Now  muft  I  ftep  in 
To  comfort  her.     You  have  found,  I  hope,  fweet  Lady, 
Some  Difference  between  a  Youth  of  my  Pitch, 
And  this  Bug-bear  Bertoldo.     Men  are  Men, 
The  King's  Brother  is  no  more  :  Good  Parts  will  do  it. 
When  Titles  fail. — Defpair  not  j  I  may  be 
In  Time  entreated. 

Camicla.  Be  fo  now,  to  leave  me. 
Lights  for  my  Chamber. — O  my  Heart! 

[^Exeunt  Camiola  and  Clarinda. 

Sylli.  She  now, 
I  know,  is  going  to  Bed  to  ruminate 
Which  Way  to  glut  herfelf  upon  my  Perfon  •, 
But,  for  my  Cath-fake,  I  will  keep  her  hungry  ; 
And,  to  grow  full  myfelf,  I'll  ftrait  to  Supper. 


The  E}id  of  the  Firjt  A^, 


[Exit, 


ACT 
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A  C  T     II.       SCENE!. 

^he  Palace  at  Palermo. 

Roberto,   Fulgentio,   Allutio. 

Rober.  T7^ Mbarq'd  To-night,  do  you  fay  ? 
Xl/     Fulgen.  I  faw  him  aboard,  Sir. 

Roher.  And  without  taking  of  his  Leave  ? 

Ajlutio.  'Twas  ft  range  ! 

Rober.   Are  we  grown  fo  contemptible  ? 

Fulgen.  'Tis  far  from  me,  Sir,  to  add  Fuel  to  your 
Anger, 
That  in  your  ill  Opinion  of  him  burns 
Too  hot  already  ;  elfe,  I  fhould  affirm 
It  was  a  grofs  Negledl. 

Rcber.  A  wilful  Scorn 
Of  Duty  and  Allegiance ;  you  give  it 
Too  fair  a  Name. — But  we  fhall  think  on't.     Can  you 
Guefs  what  the  Numbers  were  that  foUovv'd  him 
In  his  defperate  Adion  ? 

Fulgen.  More  than  you  think.  Sir. 
All  ill-affe(5led  Spirits  in  Palermo^ 
Or  to  your  Government,  or  Perfon,  with 
The  turbulent  Sword-men  ;  fuch,  whofe  Poverty  forc'd 
To  wifh  a  Change,  are  gone  along  with  him  ;  ['em 

Creatures  devoted  to  his  Undrtakings, 
In  Right  or  Wrong,  and,  to  exprefs  their  Zeal, 
And  Readinefs  to  ferve  him,  ere  they  went, 
Prophanely  took  the  Sacrament  on  their  Knees^ 
To  live  and  die  with  him. 

Rober.  O  moft  impious  ! 
Their  Loyalty  to  us  forgot  ? 

Fulgen.  I  fear  fo. 

JJlutic.  Unthankful  as  they  are  I 

Fulgen.  Yet  this  deferves  ri.ot 

B  b  2  Cni 
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One  troubled  Thought  in  you.  Sir  ;  with  your  Pardon 
I  hold  that  their  Kcmovi.*  from  hence  makes  more 
For  your  Security,  than  Danger. 

Rober.  7>ue  ; 
And,  as  TJl  falhion  it,  they  fliall  feel  it  too. 
Ajlutio^  you  Ihalj  prefently  be  difpatch'd 
With  Letters  writ,  and  fign'd  with  our  own  Hand, 
To  the  Dutchefs  of  Siena^  in  Excufe 
Of  thefe  Forces  fent  againft  her.     If  you  fpare 
An  Oath  to  give  it  Credit,  that  we  never 
Confented  to  it,  fwearing  for  the  King, 
Though  faUe,  it  is  no  Ferjury. 

AJiutio.  I  know  it. 
They  are  not  fit  to  be  State  Agents,  Sir, 
That,  without  Scruple  of  their  Confcience  cannot 
Be  prodigal  in  fuch  Trifles. 

Fulgen.  Right,  Jftntio. 

Rober.  You   muft,   befide,   from   us  take   fome  In- 
ftruflions. 
To  be  imparted,  as  you  judge  'em  ufeful. 
To  the  General  Gonzaga.     Inftantly 
Prepare  you  for  your  Journey. 

Afiutio.  With  the  Wings 
Of  Loyalty  and  Duty  [Exit  Aftutio-. 

Fulgen    I  am  bold  to  put  your  Majefty  in  Mind — 

Rober.  Of  my  Promile, 
And  Aids,  to  further  you  in  your  am*rous  Projecl 
To  the  fair  and  rich  Camiola  :  There's  my  Ring  ; 
Whatever  you  fhall  fay  that  I  intreat. 
Or  can  command  by  Pow'r,  I  will  make  good. 

Fulgen.  Ever  your  Majefty's  Creature. 

Rober.  Venus  prove  propitious  to  you  ! 

\_Exit  Roberto. 

Fulgen.  All  forts  to  my  Wifhes  . 
Bertoldo  was  my  Hindrance.     He  remov'd, 
I  now  will  court  her  in  the  Conqu'ror's  Stile; 
"  Come,   fee,  and  overcome." Boy  ! 

Enter 
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Enter  Page. 

Page.  Sir,  your  Pleafure  ! 

Fulgen.  Halle  to  Camiola  ;  bid  her  prepare 
An  Entertainment  fuitabJe  to  a  Fortune 
She  could  not  hope  for.     Tell  her,  I  vouchfafe 
To  honour  her  with  a  Vifit. 

Page.  'Tis  a  Favour 
Will  make  her  proud. 

Fulgen.  I  know  it. 

Page.  I  am  gone,  Sir.  [Exil  Page. 

Fulgen.  Entreaties  fit  not  me  •,  a  Man  in  Grace 
May  challenge  Awe,  and  Privilege,  by  his  Place. 

\^Exit  Fulgentio. 

SCENE     II. 

Camiola'j  Houfe. 
Sylli,  Adorni,  Clarinda. 

Adornu  So  melancholick,  fay  you  ? 

Clar.  Never  given 
To  fuch  Retirement. 

Adorni.  Can  you  guefs  the  Caufe  .? 

Clar.  If  it  hath  not  its  Birth,  and  Being,  from 
The  brave  Bertoldo's  Abfence,  1  confels 
'Tis  paft  my  Apprehenfion. 

Sylli.  You  are  wide  ; 
The  whole  Field  wide.     I,  in  my  Underflanding, 
Pity  your  Ignorance. — Yet,  if  you  will 
Swear  to  conceal  it,  I  will  let  you  know 
Where  her  Shoe  wrings  her. 

Clar.  I  vow,  Signior, 
By  my  Virginity. 

Sylli.  A  perilous  Oath, 
In  a  Waiting- Woman  of  Fifteen  !  and  is,  indeed, 
A  Kind  of  Nothing. 

Adorni.  I'll  take  one  of  Something, 

Bb  3  If 
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it"  you  pleale  to  miniflcr  it. 

Syi.'i.  Nay,  you  lliall  not  fwear  : 
I  bad  rather  take  your  Word  ;  for,  fhould  you  vow. 
Damn  nie,  I'll  do  this,  you  are  lure  to  break. 

Jdorni.  I  thank  you,  Signior  ;  butrclblve  us 

Sylli    Know,  tlien. 
Here  walks  the  Caufe.     She  dares  not  look  upon  me ; 
My  Beauties  are  \'q  terrible,  and  enchanting. 
She  can't  endure  my  Sight. 

Adorni.  Theie  I  believe  you. 

Sylli.  But  the  '1  ime  will  come  (be  comforted)  when 
I  will 
Put  off  this  Vizor  of  Unkindnefs  to  her. 
And  fliew  an  amorous  and  yielding  Face  : 
And,  until  then,  though  Hercules  himfelf 
Defire  to  fee  her,  he  had  better  eat 
His  Club  than  pais  her  Threfhold  j  for  I'll  be 
Her  Cerberus  to  guard  her, 

Adcrni.  h  good  Dog  ! 

Clar.  Worth  twenty  Porters, 

Enter  Page. 

Page.  Keep  you  Open  Houfe,  here  ? 
No  Groom  t'  attend  a  Gentleman  ?  O,  I  fpy  one, 

Sylli,  He  means  not  me,  I  am  fure. 

Page.  You,  Sirrah  !   Sheep's-head, 
With  a  Face  cut  on  a  Cat-flick,  Do  you  hear  ? 
You  Yeoman-Fhcwterer,  '^  condudl  me  to 
The  Lady  of  the  Manfion  •,  or  my  Poignard 
Shall  dift.-nbogue  thy  Soul. 

Sylii.  O  terrible  I 
Difembogue  'i  I  ralk'd  of  Hercules^  and  here  Is  one 
Bound  up  in  decimo-fexto. 

Page.  Anfwer,  Wretch. 

7  Tou.  Yeomi  v-Vhe-i.^tirer.  i.  e.  You  Journeyman. — In  t\ie  PiS'ure, 
Aft  5  ;  cene  t.  wc  find  the  fame  Expieffion  varied:  It  is  there 
Ytomun  Ihenttnr, 

Sylli, 
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Sytli.  Pray  you,  little  Gentleman,  be  not  fo  furious  j 
The  Lady  keeps  her  Chamber. 

Page.  And  we  pre  fen.  t? 
Sent  in  an  Embafly  to  her  ?  But  here  is 
Her  Gentlewoman,  Sirrah  !  hold  my  Cloak, 
While  I  take  a  Leap  at  her  Lips.     Do  it  and  neatly; 
Or  having  firft  tripn'd  up  thy  Heels,  I'll  make 
Thy  Back  my  Foutftool.  {P^g^  ^#-^  Clarinda. 

Sylli.  Tamerlane  in  little! 
Am  I  turn'd  T:urk  ?  What  an  OfEce  am  I  put  to  ! 

Clar.  My  Lady,  gentle  Youth,  is  indifpos'd. 

Page.  Though  fhe  were  dead  and  buried,  only  tell  her. 
The  great  Man  in  the  Court,  the  brave  Fulgerdio^ 
Defcends  to  vifit  her,  and  it  will  raife  her 
Out  of  the  Grave  for  Joy. 

Enter  Fulgentio. 

Sylli.  Here  comes  another  ! 
The  Devil,  I  fear  in  his  Holiday  Cloaths. 

Page.  So  foon  I 
My  Part  is  at  an  End  then.     Cover  my  Shoulders  5 
When  I  grow  great,  thou  fhait  ferve  me, 

Fulgen.  Are  you,  Sirrah, 
An  Implement  of  the  Houfe  ? 

Sylli.  Sure  he  will  make 
A  Joint-ftool  of  me  ! 

Ftdgen.  Or,  if  you  belong 
To  the  Lady  of  the  Place,  command  her  hither. 

Adorni.  I  do  not  wear  her  Livery  ;  yet  acknowledge 
A  Duty  to  her.     And  as  little  bound 
To  ferve  your  peremptory  Will,  as  Ihe  is 
To  obey  your  Summons.     'Twill  become  you,  Sir, 
To  wait  her  Leifure  -,  then,  her  Pleafure  known, 
You  may  prefent  your  Duty. 

Fulgen.  Duty,  Slave  .^ 
I'll  teach  you  Manners. 

Adorni.  I'm  paft  Learning  •,  make  not 
A  Tumult  in  the  Houfe.  "     . 

B  b  4  Fulgen, 
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Fulgen.  Shall  I  be  brav'd  thus  ?  [Tkey  dra-w. 

^yili.  O  I  am  dead  !   and  now  I  iwoon. 
Clar.  Help  !   Murther !  [f^lls  on  his  Face. 

Page.  Recover,  Sirrah!  the  Lady's  here. 

Enter  Caniiola. 

Sylli.  Nay,  then 
I  am  ailve  again,  and  I'll  be  valiant, 

Camiola.   Vv'hat  Infolence  is  this  ?     Adorn:  Hold, 
Hold,  I  command  you. 

hulgen.  Saucy  Grv cm! 

Co.miola.  Not  fo.  Sir  ; 
However,   in  his  Life,  he  had  Dependance 
Upon  my  Father  ;  he  is  a  Gentleman 
As  well  born  as  yourfelf.     Put  on  your  Hat. 

Fulgen.  In  my  Prefence,  without  Leave  ? 

Sylli.  He  has  mine.  Madam  ? 

Camiola.   And  I  mull  tell  you,  Sir,  and  in  plain  Lan- 
guage, 
Howe'er  your  glitt'ring  Cutfide  promife  Gentry, 
The  Rudcnefs  of  your  Carriage  and  Behaviour 
Speaks, you  a  coarfer  Thing. 

Sylli.  She  means  a  Clown,  Sir  : 
I  am  her  Interpreter,  for  want  of  a  better. 

Camola.  I  am  a  Queen  in  mine  own  Houfe  ;  nor  muft 
you 
Expeft  an  Empire  here. 

Sylli.  Sure,  I  muft  love  her 
Before  the  Day,  the  pretty  Soul's  fo  valiant. 

Camiola.   What  are  you  ?  And  what  would  you  with 
me  ? 

Fulgen.  Proud  one, 
"When  you  know  what  I  am,  and  what  I  came  for, 
And  may,  on  your  Submifiion,  proceed  fo, 
You  in  your  Reafon  muft  repent  the  Coarfenefs 
Of  my  Entertainment. 

Camiola.  Why,  fine  Man,  what  are  you  \ 

Fulgen. 
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Fulgen.  A  Kinfman  of  the  King's. 

Camiola.  I  cry  you  Mercy  ! 
For  his  Sake,  not  your  own.     But,  grant  you  are  fo, 
'  lis  not  impolllble,  but  a  King  may  tiave 
A  Fool  tu's  Kinfman, — no  Way  meaning  you.  Sir. 

Ftilgen.  You  have  heard  of  Fulgentio. 

Camiola.  Long  fince,  Sir; 
A  Suit-broker  in  Court.     He  has  the  word 
Report,  among  good  Men,  I  ever  heard  of. 
For  Bribery  and  Extortion  :  In  their  Prayers 
Widows  and  Orphans  curfe  him  for  a  Canker 
And  Caterpiller  in  the  State.     I  hope.  Sir, 
You're  not  the  Man  ;  much  lefs  empioy'd  by  him 
As  a  Smock-agent  to  me. 

Fulgen.  I  reply  not 
As  you  deferve,  being  afTur'd  you  know  me. 
Pretending  Ignorance  of  my  Perforj,  only 
To  give  me  a  Tafte  of  your  Wit:  'Tis  well  and  courtly j 
I  like  a  fharp  Wit  well. 

Sylli.  I  can't  endure  it ! 
Nor  any  of  the  SylUes. 

Fulgen.   More  I  know  too. 
This  harfh  Indu6lion  mAift  ferve  as  a  Foil 
To  the  well-tun'd  Obfervance  and  Refpedb 
You  will  hereafter  pay  me,  being  made 
Familiar  with  my  Credit  with  the  King, 
And  that  contain  your  Joy  I  deign  to  love  you. 

Camiola.  Love  me  ?  I  am  not  rap'd  with't. 

Fulgen.  Hear't  again. 
I  love  you  honeilly — Now  you  admire  me. 

Camiola.  I  do,  indeeed,  it  being  a  Word  fo  feldom 
Heard  from  a  Courtier's  Mouth,  But,  pray  you,  deal 

plainly. 
Since  you  find  me  fimple,  what  might  be  the  Motives 
Inducing  you  to  leave  the  Freedom  of 
A  Batchelor's  Life,  on  your  foft  Neck  to  wear. 
The  ftubborn  Yoke  of  Marriage  .?  And,  of  all 
The  Beauties  in  Palermo.,  to  choofe  me. 
Poor  me t  Ihat  is  the  main  Point  you  mufl;  treat  of. 

Fulgen, 
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Fulgeu.  Why,  I  will  telJ  you.     Of  a  little  Thing 
You  are  a  pretty  Piece,  indiflerently  fair  too ; 
And  like  a  new  rigg'd  Ship  both  tight,  and  y'are 
Well  trufs'd  to  bear.     Virgins  of  Giant  Size 
Are  Sluggards  at  the  Sport :  But,  for  my  Plcafure, 
Give  me  a  neat  vvell-timber'd  Gamcfter  like  you ; 
Such  need  no  Spurs, — the  Qiiicknefs  of  your  Eye 
Aflures  an  adive  Spirit. 

Camioln.  You're  plcafant.  Sir  -, 
Yet  I  prcfume  that  there  was  one  Thing  in  me 
Unmention'd  yet,  that  took  you  more  than  all 
Thofe  Parts. you  have  remembered. 

Fulgen.  What  ? 

Camiola.   My  Wealth,  Sir. 

Fulgen.  You  are  i'th'  right  j  without  that.  Beauty  is  ^ 
A  Flower  worn  in  the  Morning,  at  Night  trod  on  : 
But,  Beauty,  Youth,  and  Fortune  meetinp;  in  you, 
I  will  vouchfafe  to  marry  you. 

Camiola.  You  fpeak  well ; 
And,  in  Return,  excufe  me,  Sir,  if  I 
Deliver  Reafons  v/hy,  upon  no  Terms, 
ril  marry  you  ♦,  I  fable  not. 

Sylli.  I'm  glad 
To  hear  this  •,  I  began  to  have  an  Ague.  \_Afide. 

Fulgen.  Come,  your  wife  Reafons. 

Camiola.  Such  as  they  are,  pray  you,  take  them. 
Firft,  I  am  doubtful  whether  you  are  a  Man, 
Since,  for  your  Shape  trim'd  up  in  a  Lady's  Dreffing, 
You  might  pafs  for  a  Woman  :  Now  I  love 
To  deal  on  Certainties,     And,  for  the  Fairnefs 
Of  your  Complexion,  which  you  think  will  take  me. 
The  Colour,  I  muft  tell  you,  in  a  Man 
Is  weak  and  faint,  and  never  will  hold  out 
If  put  to  Labour.     Give  me  the  lovely  brown. 


Beauty  is 


A  Fknicer  nvorn  in  the  Morning,  at  Night  trod  on. 
This  Thought  is  happily  exprcfs'd  by  Mr.  Gay  in  the  fixth  Air  of 
the  Beggar  s  Opera. 

Aft  I.  Scene  7. 

A 
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A  thick  curl'd  Hair  of  the  fame  Dye ;  broad  Shoulders ; 
A  brawny  Arm  full  of  Veins  -,  a  Leg  without 
An  artificial  Calf  i— I  fuipedl  yours  \ 
Belt  let  that  pafs. 

Sylli.  She  means  me,  all  this  while, 
For  I  have  every  one  of  thole  good  Parts, 

0  Sylli!  fortunate  Sylli! 
Camiola.  You  are  mov'd,  Sir, 
Fulgen.  Fie  !  no  ;  go  on. 

Camiola.  Then,  as  you  are  a  Courtier, 
A  grac'd  one  too,  I  fear  you  have  been  too  forward  : 
And  fo  much  for  your  Perfon.     Rich  you  are, 
Devilifh  rich,  as  'tis  reported,  and  fure  have 
The  Aids  of  Satan's  little  Fiends  to  get  it  •, 
And  what  is  got  upon  his  Back,  muft  be 
Spent  you  know  where ;  the  Proverb's  ftale.    One  Word 

more. 
And  I  have  done. 

Fulgen.  I'll  eafe  you  of  the  Trouble, 
Coy,  and  difdainful. 

Ca'iniola.  Save  me,  or  elfe  he'll  beat  me. 
Fulgen.  No,  your  own  Folly   fljall;  and,  Unce  you 
put  me 
To  my  laft  Charm,  look  upon  this,  and  tremble. 

\Shews  the  Kin^s  Ring. 
Camiola.  At  the  Sight  of  a  fair  Ring  ?  The  King's,  I 
take  it : 

1  have  feen  him  wear  the  like  :  If  he  hath  fent  it 
As  a  Favour  to  me— — 

Fulgen.  Yes,  'tis  very  likely  •, 
His  dying  Mother's  Gift,  priz'd  at  his  Crown. 
By  this  he  does  command  you  to  be  mine  ; 
By  his  Gift  you  are  fo :— You  may,  yet,  redeem  alf. 

Camicla.  You  are  in  a  wrong  Account  ftill.     Though 
the  King  may 
Difi  ofe  of  my  Life  and  Goods,  my  Mind's  mine  own. 
And  never  fhali  be  your's.  The  King  (Heav'n  blefs  him !) 
Is  good  and  gracious,  and,  being  in  himfelf 
Abftemious  trom  bafe  and  goatifli  Loofenefs, 

Will 
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Will  not  compel,  againfl  their  Wills,  chafte  Maidens, 
To  dance  in  his  Minion's  Circles.     I  believe. 
Forgetting  ic,  when  he  wafh'dhis  Hands,  you  Hole  it 
Widi  an  Intent  to  awe  me.     But  you  are  cozen'd  i 
Fm  Itiil  mylcU,  and  will  be. 

Fulgen.  A  proud  Haggard, 
And  not  to  be  rcclaim'd  I    Which  of  your  Grooms, 
Your  Coachman,  Fool,  or  Footman,  Miniflers 
Night-phyfick  to  you  ? 

Camicla.  You're  tbul-mouth'd, 

Fulgen.   Much  fairer 
Than  thy  black  Soul ;  and  fo  I  will  proclaim  thee. 


Camiola.  Were  I  a  Man,  thou  durll  not  fpeak  this. 

Fulgen.  Heaven 
So  profper  me,  as  I  refolve  to  do  it 
To  all  Men,  and  in  every  Place, — fcorn'd  by 
A  Tit  of  Ten-pence  ?  \_Exit  Fulgentio  and  his  Page. 

SylU.   Nov/  I  begin  to  be  valiant : 
Nay,  I  will  draw  my  Sword.     O  for  a  Butcher  !  ' 
Do  a  Friend's  Part  ;  'Pray  you,  carry  him  the  Length 

oft. 
I  give  him  three  Years  and  a  Day,  to  match  my  Toledo  j 
And  then  we'll  fight  like  Dragons. 

Adcrni.  Pray,  have  Patience. 

Camiola.  I  may  live  to  have  Vengeance  :  My  Bertoldo 
Would  not  have  heard  this. 

Adcrni.  Madam. 

Camiola.  'Pray  you,  fpare 
Your  Language  ;  Pr'thee  Fool,  make  me  merry  : 

S)lli.  That  is  my  OfHce,  ever. 

O  for  a  Butcher  ! 


Do  a  Friends  Part,  &c. 
This  is  a  true  Pidure  of  a  Fop.  He  is  here  drawn  in  his  proper 
Features — A  Coward.  Nothing  could  be  more  abjeftly  fearful,  than 
this  our  Bravado,  when  in  Danger :  But,  now  his  Enemy  is  gone,  he 
fwaggers  about  moft  courageoufly.  No-m  I  begin  fo  he  'valiant  ;  nay,  I 
<vuill  dra'vj  my  S-vjord.  O  for  a  Butcher  !  The  bloody  cruel  Temper  of 
one  :  He  wi/hes  he  could  ace  like  one  of  them.  Then  turning  to 
Adorni  with  the  fame  intrepid  Refolution,  he  fays,  Do  a  Frietid's  Part ; 
fray  )ou,  carry  him  the  Length  oft,  Sec, 

Adorni. 
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Adorni.  I  miiit  do, 
Not  talk ;  this  glorious   Gallant  fliall  hear  from  me,  "* 

{^Exeunt, 

SCENE     III. 

1'he  Cafile  at  Siena. 

T:hc   Chambers  difcharg'd.     A  Floitrrjh^  as  to  an  AJfauIt, 
Gonzaga,  Pierio,  Roderigo,  Jacomo,  Soldiers. 

Gottz.  TS  the  Breach  made  afTaultable  ? 
Pierio.  JL     Yes,  and  the  Moat 
Fill'd  up  ;  the  Cannoneer  hath  done  his  Parts, 
We  may  enter  fix  a-breafl. 

Roder.  There's  not  a  Man 
Dares  (liew  himfelf  upon  the  Wall. 

Jacomo.  Defeat  not 
The  Soldiers  hoped-for  Spoil. 

Pierio.  If  you,  Sir, 
Delay  the  AfTauIt,  and  the  City  be  given  up 
To  your  Difcretion,  you  in  Honour  cannot 
Ufe  the  Extremity  of  War,  but,  in 
Companion  to  'em,  you  to  us  prove  crueh 

Jacomo.  And  an  Enemiy  to  yourfelf. 

Roder.  A  Hindrance  to 
The  brave  Revenge  you've  vow'd. 

Gonz.  Temper  your  Heat, 
And  lofe  not,  by  too  fud'den  Rafhnefs,  that 
Which,  be  but  Patient,  will  be  offer'd  to  you. 
Security  ufhers  Ruin  ;  proud  Contempt 
Of  an  Enemy,  three  Parts  vanquilh'd,  with  Defire 

'°  The  foregoing  Scene  we  ftill  find  is  a  perfecl:  Reprefentation  of 
thelnfolence  of  Ojj.ce.  Power  inebriates.  But  few  have  Strength  to 
bear  if.  Ic  turns  the  Heads  of  the  many,  and  makes  them  think  their 
Station  is  a  Protetftion  for  whatever  they  fay  or  do.  They  have  a  cer- 
tain Self-fufficiency  that  bears  them  out  in  every  Thing  ;  even  like 
Fulgentio  againll  good  Manners  and  Virtue  :  They  think  like  him  that 
whatever  their  Soul  lufteth  after  they  cau  attain  it ;  that  there  is  no 
Man  they  cannoi  bribe — and  no  Woman  they  canr.ot  lie  "v^iih. 

And 
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And  Greedinelsof  Spoil,  hath  often  wreded 
A  certain  Vidory  from  the  Conqu'ror's  Gripe. 
Difcretion  is  the  Tutor  of  the  War, 
Valour  the  Pupil  •,  and,  when  we  command 
With  Lenity,  and  our  Direftion's  follow'd 
With  Chearfuh^efs,  a  profp'rous  End  muft  crown 
Our  Works  Wvll  undertaken. 

Roder.  Ours  are  Bnilh'd. 

Pierio.  If  we  make  Ufe  of  Fortune. 

Gonz.  Her  talfe  Smiles 
Deprive  you  of  your  Judgments.     The  Condition 
Ot  our  Affiiirs  exacls  a  double  Care, 
And  like  bitronted  Jamis,  we  muft  look 
Backward,  as  forward.     Though  a  flatt'ring  Calm 
Bids  us  urge  on,  a  fudden  Tempeft  rais'd, 
Notfear'd,  much  lefs  expeded,  in  our  Rear 
May  foully  fall  upon  us,  anddiilrad  us 
To  our  Confufion. 

Enier  Scout. 

Our  Scout !  what  brings 

Thy  ghaftly  Looks,  and  fudden  Speed  ? 

Scout.  Th'  AlTurance 
Of  a  new  Enemy. 

Gonz.  This  1  iore-faw,  and  fear'd. 
What  are  they  ?  Know'ft  thou  ^ 

Scout.  They  are,  by  their  Colours, 
Sicilians^  bravely  mounted,  and  the  Brightnefs 
Of  their  rich  Armours  doubly  gilded  with 
Reflection  of  the  Sun, 

Go7iz.  From  Sicily? 
The  King  in  League  !  No  War  proclaim  !  'Tis  foul: 
But  this  muft  be  prevented,  nor  difputed. 
Ha !  how  is  this  ?  Your  Oftrich  plumes,  that,  but 
E'n  now,  like  Quills  of  Porcupines  feem'd  to  threaten 
The  Stars,  drop  at  the  Rumour  of  a  Shower  ^ 
And  like  to  captive  Colours  fweep  the  Earth  } 
Bear  up  •,  but,  in  great  Dangers,  greater  Minds 

Are 
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Are  never  proud.     Shall  a  few  loofe  Troops,  untrain'd 
But  in  a  cullomary  Oftentation 
Preiented  as  a  Sacrifice  to  your  Valours, 
Caufe  a  Dejedion  in  you  ? 

Pierio.  No  Deje6lion. 

Roder.  However  ftartl'd,  where  you  lead,  we'll  follow. 

Gonz.  'Tis  bravely  faid.  We  will  not  flay  their  Charge, 
But  meet  'em  Man  to  Man,  and  Horfe  to  Horfe. 
Pierio,  in  our  Abfence  hold  our  Place, 
And  with  our  Footmen,  and  thofe  fickly  Troops, 
Prevent  a  Sally.     I  in  mine  own  Perfon, 
With  part  of  the  Cavalry,  will  bid 
Thefe  Hunters  welcome  to  a  bloody  Breakfaft  : 
But  I  lofe  Time. 

Pierio.  Fll  to  my  Charge.  [^Exit  Pierio. 

Gonz.  And  we 
To  ours :  Fll  bring  you  on. 

Jaccmo.  If  we  come  off. 
It's  not  amifs  ;  if  not,  my  'State  is  fettl'd. 

[Exeunt,  Alarm, 

SCENE     IV. 

Siena. 

Ferdinand,  Drufo,  Livio  above. 

Ferd.  No  Aids  from  Sicily  ?  Hath  Hope  forfook  us  ? 
And  that  vain  Comfort  to  Afflidion,  Pity, 
By  our  vow'd  Friend,  deny'd  us  ?   We  can  nor  live. 
Nor  die,  with  Honour  :   Like  Beads  in  a  Toil 
We  wait  the  Leiliire  of  the  bloody  Hunter, 
Who  is  not  fo  far  reconcil'd  unto  us. 
As  in  one  Death  to  give  a  Period 
To  our  Calamities  i  but,  in  delaying 
The  Fate  we  cannot  fly  from,  ftarv'd  with  Wants, 
We  die  this  Night,  to  live  again  To-morrov, 
And  fuffer  greater  Torments. 

Drufo.  There  is  not 
Three  Day's  Provifion  for  every  Soldier, 
At  an  Ounce  of  Bread  a  Day,  left  in  the  City. 
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Liv.  To  die  the  Beggar's  Death,   with  Hunger  made 
Anatoniies  while  we  live,  cannot  but  crack 
Our  Heart-firings  with  Vexation. 

FcTci.   Would  they  would  break. 
Break  altogether!   How  willingly,  like  Cato,  " 
Could  I  tear  out  my  Bowels,  rather  than 
Look  on  the  Conqueror's  infulting  Face  -, 
But  that  Religion,  and  the  horrid  Dream 
To  be  luffer'd  in  th'  other  World,  denies  it. 
What  News  with  thee  ? 

Enter  Soldier. 

Sold.  From  the  Turret  of  the  Fort, 
By  the  riling  Clouds  of  Duft,  through  which,  likeLight- 

ning 
The  Splendour  of  bright  Arms  fometimes  break  through, 
I  did  delcry  fome  Forces  making  towards  us  ; 
And,  from  the  Camp,  as  emulous  of  their  Glory, 
The  General,  (for  1  know  him  by  his  Horfe) 
And  bravely  feconded,  encounter'd  'em. 
Their  Greetings  were  too  rough  for  Friends-,  their  Swords, 
And  not  their  Tongues,  exchanging  Courtefies. 
By  this  the  main  Battalias  are  join'd  ; 
And,  if  you  pleafe  to  be  Spedators  of 
The  horrid  Ifllie,  I  will  bring  you  where. 
As  in  a  Theatre,  you  may  fee  their  Fates 
In  purple  Gore  prefented. 

Hoiv  iLillingly,  like  CatO, 


Could],   &c. 


Fndbieitid'm  the  inidft  of  his  Misfortunes,  could  willingly  murder 
hiinfclf  like  Cato  ;  but  that  he  was  reftfained  by  Religion.  Shake/pear 
makes  liamhi  rcafon  in  the  fame  Manner:  And,  indeed,  nothing  can 
fupporl  a  refolute  Mind  labouring  under  Afllidlions  without  any  Hope 
of  Relief,  and  make  h  m  bear  them  rather  than  put  an  End  to  them, 
but  the  Thoughts  of  an  hereafter — The  Thoughts  of  running  into 
greatL-r  and  more  lading  Miferies,  to  avoid  lefler.  Pity  but  Cuto  could 
have  reafoned  and  aded  like  F.rdinciv.d  and  Hamlet:  He  vtouid  have 
been  not  lei's  a  Patriot — the  more  a  Hero;  and  would  then  have  bet- 
ter dcferved  to  be  prefented  upon  an  Enghjh  S:age. 

Ferd. 
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Ferd.  Heav'n,  if  yet 
Tho  art  appeas'd  for  my  Wrong  done  to  Aurelia, 
Take  Pity  of  my  Miferics  ! — Lead  the  Way,  Friend. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE    V. 

Before  the  Cajlle  of  Siena. 

A  long  Charge^  after  a  Flour ifh  for  Victory. 

Gonzaga,  Jacomo,  Roderigo  ivounded.     Bertoldo,  Gaf- 
paro,  Anthonio,  Prifoners. 

Gonz.  We  have  'em  yet,  though  they  cod  us  dear. 
This  was 
Charg'd  home,  and  bravely  follow'd.     Be  to  yourfelves 
True  Mirrors  to  each  other's  Worth  -,  and,  looking 
With  noble  Emulation  on  his  Wounds 
(The  glorious  Liv'ry  of  triumphant  war) 

{To  Jacomo  and  Roderigo. 
Imagine  thefe  with  equal  Grace  appear 
Upon  yourfelf.     The  bloody  Sweat  you've  fufFer'd 
In  this  laborious,  nay,  toilfome  Harvefl:, 
Yields  a  rich  Crop  of  Conqueft,  and  the  Spoil, 
Moll  precious  Balfam  to  a  Soldier's  Hurts, 
"Will  eafe  and  cure  'em.     Let  me  look  upon 

[To  Gafparo  and  Anthonio. 
The  Prifoners  Faces.     Oh,  how  much  transform'd 
From  what  they  were !  O  Mars !  were  thefe  Toys  fa- 

fhion'd 
To  undergo  the  Burthen  of  thy  Service  ? 
The  Weight  of  their  defenfive  Armour  bruis'd 
Their  weak,  effem'nate  Limbs,  and  would  have  forc'd  'em 
In  a  hot  day  without  a  Blow  to  yield. 

Anth.  This  Infultation  fhews  not  manl)    n  you. 

Gonz.  To  men  I  had  for  born  it ;  you  arc  Women, 
Or,  at  the  beft,  loofe  Carpet-knights.     What  Fury 
Seduc'd  you  to  exchange  your  Eafe  in  Court 
For  Labour  in  the  Field  ?  Perhaps,  you  thought 

Vol.  II.  C  c  To 
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To  charge,  through  Dull  and  Blood,  an  armed  Foe, 

Was  but  like  graceful  running  at  the  King 

For  a  wanton  Mift'efs'  Glove,  and  the  Encounter 

A  foft  Impreirion  on  her  Lips.     But  you 

Are  gaudy  Butterflies,  and  I  wrong  myfelf 

In  parj'ing  with  you. 

Gafp.  Va  vi:iis!  now  we  prove  it. 

Roder.  But  here's  one  falhion'd  in  another  Mould, 
And  iradcoF  tougher  MctaL 

Gonz.  True  ;  I  owe  hin-> 
For  this  Wound  bravely  given. 

Bert.   O  that  Mount.iins 
Were  heap'd  upon  me,  that  I  might  expire 
A  Wretch  no  more  reiiiembcr'd  ! 

Gonz.   Look  up,  Sir. 
To  be  overcome  deferves  no  Shame.     If  you 
Had  fal'n  inglorioufly,  or  could  accufe 
Your  want  ot  Courage  in  Refiftance,  'twere 
To  be  lamented  :   But,  fince  you  perform'd 
As  much  as  could  be  hop'd  for  from  a  Man, 
(Fortune  his  Enemy  ■  you  wrong  yourfelf 
In  this  Dejection.     I  am  honour'd  in 
My  Victory  o'er  you  \  but  to  have  thefe 
My  Eriloners,  is,  in  my  true  Judgment,  rather 
Captivity  than  a  triumph.     You  Ihall  find 
Fair  Quarter  from  me,  and  your  many  Wounds 
(Which  I  hope  are  not  mortal)  with  fuch  Care 
Look'd  to,  and  cur'd,  as  if  your  neareft  Friend 
Attended  on  you. 

Bert.  When  you  know  me  better. 
You  will  make  void  this  Fromife  :  Can  you  call  me 
Into  your  Memory  ? 

Co;iz.  l"he  brave  Bertoldo ! 
A  Brother  of  our  Order !   by  St.  Jchtty 
(Our  holy  Patron}!  am  moreamaz'd, 
Nay,  thunderftruck,  widi  thy  Apoftacy, 
And  Precipice  from  the  moft  folemn  Vows 
Made  unto  Heaven,  when  this,  the  glorious  Badge 
Of  our  Redeemer  was  conferr'd  upon  thee 

By 


THE  MAID  OF  HONOUR.        403 

By  the  great  Mailer,  then  if  I  had  feen 

A  reprobate  Jew,  an  Atheift,   Turk,  or  Tartar 

Baptiz'd  in  our  Religion. 

JJeri.  Hiis  I  look'd  for. 
And  am  rtfolv'd  to  fuffer. 
Gonz.   Fellow-Soldiers, 
Behold  this  Man,  and,  taught  by  his  Example,' 
Know  that,  'tis  fafer  far  to  play  with  Lightning, 
Than  trifle  in  Things  facred. — In  my  Rage.         [JVeeps. 
I  fned  thefe  at  the  Funeral  of  his  Virtue, 
Faith  and  Religion— why,  I  will  tell  you  ; 
He  was  a  Gentleman,  fo  train'd  up,  and  falhion'd 
F'or  noble  Ufes,  and  his  Youth  did  Promife 
Such  Certainties,  more  than  Hopes,  of  great  Atchieve- 

ments. 
As,  if  the  Chriflian  World  had  flood  oppos'd 
Againll  the  Ottoman  Race  to  try  the  Fortune 
Of  one  Encounter,  this  Bertoldo  had  been. 
For  his  Knowledge  to  direct,  and  matchlefs  Courage 
To  execute,  without  a  Rival,  by 
The  Votes  of  good  Men  chofen  General, 

As  the  prime  Soldier,  and  moft  deferving, 

Of  all  that  wear  the  Crofs  j  which  now,  in  Juftice, 

1  thus  tear  from  him, 
Bert.  Let  me  die  with  it 

Upon  my  Bread. 

Gonz.  No  ;  by  this,  thou  wert  fworn 

On  all  Occafions,  as  a  Knight,  to  guard 

Weak  Ladies  from  Oppreffion,  and  never 

To  draw  thy  Sword  againft  'em  ;  whereas  thou, 

In  Hope  of  Gain  or  Glory,  when  a  Princefs, 

And  fuch  a  Princefs  as  Aurelia  is. 

Was  difpolfefs'd  by  Violence,  of  what  was 

Her  true  Inheritance,  againil  thine  Oath, 

Hafle  to  thy  utterm.ofl  labour'd  to  uphold 

Her  falling  Enemy.     But  thou  fhalt  pay 

A  heavy  Forfeiture,  and  learn  too  late, 

C  c  2  Valour, 
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Valour,  employ'd  in  an  ill  Quarrel,  turns  "• 

To  Cowardice,  and  Virtue  then  puts  on 

Foul  Vice's  Vizard.     Ihis  is  that  which  cancels 

All  Friendfliip's  Bands  be:wecn«us. — Bear  'em  off;  - 

(I  will  hear  no  Reply)  and  let  the  Kanfom 

Of  theie,  for  they  are  yours,  be  highly  rated. 

In  this  I  do  but  right,  and  let  it  be 

Stil'd  Jullice,  and  not  wilful  Cruelty.  [Exeunt. 

The  Ejd  of  the  Second  J£I. 

ACT     III,       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Before  the  JValh  of  Siena. 

Gonzaga,  Aftutio,  Roderigo,  Jacomo. 

Gonz.  TT7HAT  I  have  done.  Sir,  by  the  Law  of 

W  Arms 

I  can,  and  will,  make  good. 

Aflutio.  I've  no  Commiffion 
To  expoftulate  the  Ad.     Thefe  Letters  fpeak 
The  King  my  Mailer's  Love  to  you,  and  his 
Vow'd  Service  to  the  Dutchefs,  on  whofe  Perfon 
i  am  to  give  Attendance. 

Gon-z.   At  this  Inftant, 
She's  at  Pienza  :  You  may  fpare  the  Trouble 
Of  riding  thither  ;  I  have  advertized  her 
Of  our  Succefs,  and  on  what  humble  Terms 
Siena  ftands  :  Though  prefently  I  can 
PofTcfs  it,  I  defer  it,  that  flie  may 

'  *  Valour,  employed  in  an  ill  parrel,  turns 
Tq  Conxardice,  &C. 

The  Greeks  and  Romans  were  fo  fond  of  this  Thought,  that  they 
have  adopted  it  into  their  Languages,  and  made  the  fame  Word  ftand 
for  Valour  and  the  right  Ufe  of  it.  'Apli^  s  Courage  and  Virtue.  So 
Virtuiy  in  L<<//w.— But  the  Gnth  and  Romans  are  no  longer  imitated  ! 

Enter 
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Enter  her  own,  and,  as  (lie  pleafe,  difpofe  of 
The  Prifoners  and  the  Spoil. 

Afiutio.  I  thank  you.  Sir. 
r  the  mean  Time,  if  I  may  have  your  Licence, 
I  have  a  Nephew,  and  one  once  my  Ward  ; 
For  whole  Liberties  and  Ranfoms,  1  would  gladly 
Make  Compofition. 

Gonz,  They  are,  as  I  take  it, 
Call'd  Gafparo  and  Anthonio^ 
fAJiutio.  The  fame.  Sir. 

Gonz.  For  them  you  muft  treat  with  thefe :  But,  for 
Betoldo, 
He  is  mine  ov/n  :  If  the  King  will  ranfom  him. 
He  pays  down  Pifty  thoufand  Crowns ;  if  not. 
He  lives  and  dies  my  >lave, 

AJlutio.  Fray  you  a  Word 

The  King  will  rather  thank  you  to  detain  him. 
Than  givq  one  crown  to  free  him. 

Gonz.  At  his  Fleafure. 
I'll  fend  the  Prifoners  und^r  Guard  :  My  Bufinefs 
Calls  me  another  Way.  \^Exit  Gonzaga. 

AJlutio.  My  Service  waits  you. 
Now,  Gentlemen,  do  not  deal  like  Merchants  with  me. 
But  noble  Captains ;  you  know,  in  great  Minds, 
Pojje^  ^  jwile,  nobile. 

Roder.  Pray  you,  fpeak 
Our  Language. 

Jacomo.  I  find  not,  in  my  Commiffion, 
An  Officer's  bound  to  fpeak  or  understand 
More  than  his  Mother-tongue. 

Rcdsr.  If  he  fpeak  that 
After  Midnight,  'tis  remarkable. 

Aftutio.  In  plain  Terms,  then. 
Anthonio  is  your  Prifoner  ;  Gafparc^  yours. 

Jacomo.  You  are  i'  the  right. 

AJlutio.  At  what  Sum  do  you  rate 
Their  feveral  Ranfoms. 

Roder.  I  muft  make  my  Market 
As  the  Commodity  coft  me. 

C  c  3  AJlutio. 
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AJlutio.  As  it  coit  you  ? 
You  did  not  buy  your  Captainfliip  ?  Your  Dcfcrt, 
I  hope,  advanc'd  you. 

Roder.  How  ?  It  well  appears 
You  are  no  Soldier.     Defcrt  in  thefe  Days  ? 
Delcrt  may  make  a  Serjeant  to  a  Colonel, 
And  it  may  hinder  him  from  rifing  higher; 
But,  it  it  ever  get  a  Company 

(A  Company  ;  pray  you,   mark  me)  without  Money, 
Or  private  Service  done  for  the  General's  Miftrefs, 
With  a  Commendatory  bpiflle  from  her, 
I  will  turn  Lanccpefade. 

Jacomo.  Pray  you,  obferve.  Sir  : 
I  ferv'd  two  'Prenticefliips,  ji.fl  fourteen  Year, 
Trailing  the  puifiant  Pike  ;  and  half  fo  long 
Had  the   Right-hand  File  ;  and  I  fought   well,  *twas 

faid,  too: 
But  I   might  have  ferv'd,  and  fought,  and  ferv'd  till 

Doomlciay, 
And  ne'er  have  carried  a  Flag,  but  for  the  Legacy 
A  buckfome  widow,  of  threefcore,  bequeath'd  me. 
And  that  too,  my  Back  knows,  I  labour  hard  for, 
But  was  better  paid. 

AJlutio.  Y're  merry  with  yourfelves  : 
But  this  is  from  the  Purpofe. 

Roder.  To  the  Point  then. 
Pris'ners  are  not  taVn  every  Day ;  and,  when 
We  have  'em,  we  murt  make  the  belt  Ufe  of  'cm, 
Our  Pay  is  little  to  the  Part  we  fliould  bear. 
And  that  fo  long  a  coming,  that  'tis  fpent 
Before  we  have  it,  and  hardly  wipes  off  Scores 
At  the  Tavern,  and  th' Ordinary. 

Jacomo.  You  may  add  too. 
Our  Sport  took  up  on  Trufi. 

Roder.  Peace,  thou  Smock- vermin  ! 
Difcover  Commanders  Secrets.?  In  a  Word,  Sir, 
We  have  enquir'd,  and  find  our  Pris'ners  rich: 
Two  thoufand  Crowns  a-piece,  our  Companies  coft  us ;. 
And  fo  much  each  of  us  will  have,  and  that 
In  prefent  Pay.  Jacomo. 
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Jacomo.  It  is  too  little  :  Yet, 
Since  you  have  faid  the  Word,  I  am  content  j 
But  will  not  go  a  Gazet  Ids.  '^ 

Ajiutio.  Since  you  are  not 
To  be  brought  low^rr,  there  is  no  evading  : 
I'll  be  your  Pay-n:iail:er. 

Roder.  We.defire  no  better. 

Ajlutio.  But  not  a  Word  of  what's  agreed  between  us, 
*ri!i  I  have  fchool'd  my  Gallants. 

Jacomo.  I  am  dumb.  Sir. 

Enter  a  Guard:  Bertoldo,  Anthonio,  Gafparo,  in  Irons. 

Bert.  And    where   remov'd  now  ?  Hath  the  Tyrant 
found  out 
Worfe  Ufage  for  us  } 

Anth.   Worfe  it  cannot  be. 
My  Greyhound  has  frefh  Straw,  and  fcrapes  in  his  Kern 

nel; 
But  we  have  neither. 

Gafp.  Did  1  ever  think 
To  wear  fuch  Garters  on  filk  Stockings  ?  Or 
That  my  too  curious  Appetite,  that  turn'd 
At  the  Sight  ot  Godwirs,  Pheafant,   Partridge,  Qiiails 
Larks,  Wood-cocks,  collar'd  Salmon,  as  coarfe  Diet, 
Would  leap  at  a  mouldy  Cruft  ? 

Atith.  And  go  without  it; 
So  oft  as  I  do  t  Oh  !   how  have  I  jeer'd 
The  City  Entertainment.     A  huge  Shoulder 
Of  glorious  Kam  Mutton,  feconded 
With  a  Pair  of  tame  Cats,  or  Conies,  a  Crab  tart 
With  a  worthy  Loin  of  Veal,  and- valiant  Capon, 
Morcify'd  to  grow  tender. — Thefe  I  fcorn'd 
From   their  plentiful  Horn  of  Abundance,  though  in- 
vited : 

• '  But  wll  not  go  a  Gazet  kfs. 
From  the  Word  Gaze:ta,  a  Farthing,  Mojfmger  makes  Ufe  of  the 
fame  Word,  and  to  the  fame  Purpofe,  in  the  firll  Scene  of  the  Guar- 
dian. 

C  c  4  But 
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But  now  I  could  carry  my  own  Stool  to  a  Tripe,  * 
And  call  their  Chitterlings  Charity,  and  blcfs  the  Foun- 
i.er. 
Bert.  O  that  I  were  no  farther  fenfible 
Of  my  Miferics  than  you  are  !   You,  }ike  Beafts, 
Feel  only  Stings  o'i  I  uinger,  and  complain  not 
But  when  you're  empty  :  But  your  narrow  Souls 
(If  you  have  any  )  cannot  comprehend 
How  infupportable  the  Torments  are, 
"Which  a  tree  and  noble  Soul,  made  Captive,  fuffers  : 
IS'Ioft  mifcrable  Men  !   and  what  am  I,  then. 
That  envy  you  ?  Fetters,  though  made  of  Gold, 
Exprefs  bafe  i  hraldom,  and  a'l  Delicatts 
Prepar'd  by  Median  Cooks  for  Fpicures, 
When  not  our  own,  are  bitter  ;    Qiiilts,  (ill'd  high 
With  Gofiemore  and  Rofes,  cannot  yield 
The  Body  ibt't  Repofe,  the  Mind  kept  waking 
'With  Anguifh  and  Afflidion, 

JJtutio.   My  good  Lord 

Bert.  This  is  no  Time,  nor  Place  for  Flatt'ry,  Sir : 
Pray  you,  ftile  me,  as  I  am,  a  Wretch,  forfaken 
Of  the  World,  as  myfelf. 

Ajiutio.  I  would  it  were 
In  me  to  help  you. 

Bert.  If  that  you  want  Power,  Sir, 
Lip-Comfort  cannot  cure  me. — Fray  you,  leave  me 
To  mine  own  private  Thoughts. 

^IJhitio.  My  valiant  Nephew  !  [U^alks  by. 

And  my  more  than  warlike  Ward  !  I  am  glad  to  fee  you 
A>fter  your  glorious  Conquefts.     Are  theie  Chains 
Rewards  for  your  good  Service  ?  If  they  are, 
You  fhould   wear   'em  on  your  Necks  (fincc  they  are 

maflc-y) 
Like  Aldermen  of  the  Ward. 

jinth.  You  jeer  us  too. 

Gafp.  Good  Uncle,  name  not  (as  you  are  a  Man  of 
Honour) 

*  A  Millake  of  the  Proverb,  Bring  your  Cheer. 

That 
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That  fatal  Word  of  "War  -,  the  very  Sound  oft 
Is  more  dreadful  than  a  Cannon. 

Jtith.  But  redeem  us 
From  this  Captivity,  and  I'll  vow  hereafter 
Never  to  wear  a  Sword,  or  cut  my  Meat 
W^ith  a  Knife  that  has  an  Edge  or  Point.  I'll  llarve  firll, 

Gofp.  I  will  cry  Brooms  or  Cat's  Meat  in  Palermo  \ 
Turn  Porter,  carry  Burthens  •,  any  Thing, 
Rather  than  live  a  Soldier. 

Aftiitio.  This  fhould  have 
Been  thought  upon  before.     At  what  Price,  think  you. 
Your  two  wife  Heads  are  rated  ? 

Anth.  A  Calve's  Head  is 
More  v/orth  than  mine  ;  I'm  fure  it  had  more  Brains  in't, 
■Or  1  had  ne'er  come  here. 

Roder.  And  I  will  eat  it 
With  Bacon,  if  I  have  not  fpeedy  Ranfom. 

Anth.  And  a  little  Garlick  too,  for  your  own  Sake, 
'Twill  boil  in  your  Stomach,  elfe.  [Sir  ; 

Gafp.  Beware  of  mine, 
Or  th'  Horns  may  choak  you.     I  am  marry'd,  Sir. 

Anth.  You  fhall  have  my  Row  of  Houfes  near  the 
Palace. 

Gafp.  And  my  Villa.— All 

Anth.  All  that  we  have.  [^0  Aftutio. 

AJlutio.  Well,  have  more   Wit   hereafter :    For  this 
You're  ranfom'd.  [Time 

Jacomo.  Off  with  their  Irons. 

Roder,  Do,  do  : 
If  you  are  ours  again,  you  know  your  Price. 

Anth.  Pray  you,  difpatch  us :  1  fhali  ne'er  believe 
I  am  a  Freem.an,  'till  I  fet  my  Foot 
In  Sicily  again,  and  drink  Palermo, 
And  in  Palermo  too. 

AJlutio.  The  Wind  fits  fair, 
You  iLall  aboard  To-night :  With  the  rifing  Sun 
You  may  touch  upon  the  Coaft.    But  take  your  Leave* 
Of  the  late  General,  firft. 

Gafp.  I  will  be  brief. 

Antb. 
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Jnth.   And  I. — My  Lord,  Heaven  keep  you. 

Gajp.  Yours,  to  ufe 
In  the  Way  oF  Peace  -,  but,  as  your  Soldiers,  never. 

yinth.  A  Pox  of  War !  No  more  of  War ! 

Bert,  Have  you 

[Exeuni  Roderigo,  Jacomo,  Anthonio,  Gafparo. 
Authority  to  loofe  their  Bonds,  yet  leave 
'Hie  Brother  ot  your  King,  whole  Worth  difdains 
Comparifon  with  fuch  as  thefe,  in  Irons  ? 
If  Ranfom  may  redeem  them,  I  have  Lands, 
A  Patrimony  of  mine  own  afiign'd  me 
By  my  deceafcd  Sire,  to  fatisiy 
Whate'er  can  be  demanded  for  my  Freedom. 

JJiutio,  1  vvifli  you  had.  Sir  ;    but  the   King,  who 
yields 
No  Reafon  for  his  Will,  in  his  Difpleafure 
Hath  feiz'd  on  all  you  had  -,  nor  will  Conzaga, 
Whofe  Pris'ner  now  you  are,  accept  of  lefs 
Than  fifty  thoufand  Crowns. 

Beri.  1  find  it  now, 
That  Mifery  ne'er  comes  alone      But,  grant 
1'he  King  is  yet  inexorable,  Time 
May  work  him  to  a  Feeling  of  my  Sufi^'rings. 
I've  Friends,  that  fwore  their  Lives  and  Fortunes  were 
At  my  Devotion,  and  among  the  reft 
Yourfelf,  my  Lord,  when,  forfeited  to  the  Law 
F'or  a  foul  Mui  ther,  and  in  cold  Blood  done, 
1  made  your  Life  my  Gift,  and  reconcil'd  you 
To  this  incenfed  King,  and  got  your  Pardon. 
— Beware  Ingratitude.     I  know  )ou're  rich, 
And  may  pay  down  the  Sum. 
Afiutio.  I  might,  my  Lord  \ 
But,  pardon  me. 

Bert.  And  will  Afiutio  prove,  then,  ^* 
To  pleafe  a  paffionate  Man,  the  King's  no  more, 

Falfe 

'*  Bert,  y^.id  tvill  A^\xi\o  prciT,  then^ 
To  plt(,fe  a  pajftonate  Man,  &C. 
Bertoldo%   Reafoning  is  ftiong,   though,   at  firfl   Sight,    not  very 
clear  :     "  Will  JJlutio  break  through  all  his  Obligations  to  me,  to 

pleafe 
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Falfe  to  his  Maker  and  his  Reafon,  which 
Commands  more  than  I  afl<:  ?     O  Siimmer-Friendfhip, 
Wiiofe  fiatt'ring  Leaves  that  fliadow'd  us  in 
Our  Prolperity,  with  the  leaft  Gull  drop  off 
In  th'    •>  utLimn  of  Adverfity  !     How  hke 
A  Prifon  is  to  a  Grave!   When  dead,  we  are 
With  folemn  Pomp  brought  thither;  and  our  Heirs, 
(Mafking  their  Joy  in  fah'e,  difiembled  Tears) 
Weep  o'er  the  Hearfc  •,  but  Earth  no  fooner  covers 
The  Earth  brought  thither,  but  they  turn  away 
With  inward  Smile<^,  the  Dead  no  more  remember*d. 
So,  enter'd  in  a  Prifon.-- ■ 

Jfiutio.   My  Occafions 
Command  me  hence,  my  Lord. 

Bert.  Pray  you,  leave  me,  do  ; 
And  tell  the  cruel  King,  that  I  will  wear 
Thefe  Fetters  'till  my  Flefh  and  they  are  one 
Incorporated  Subftance.     In  myfelf. 
As  in  a  Glafs,  I'll  look  on  human  Frailty, 
And  curfe  the  Height  of  Royal  Blood  :  fince  I, 
In  being  born  near  to.  Jove.,  am  near  his  Thunder. 

[Exit  Aftutio. 
Cedars  once  fhakcn  with  a  Storm,   their  own 
Weight  grubs  their  Roots  out. — Lead  me  where  you 

pleafe  -, 
I  am  his,  not  P'ortune's  Martyr,  and  will  die 
The  great  Example  of  his  Cruelty 

[Exit  with  the  Guard. 

pleafe  a  paflionate  Mad  man,  for  the  King  is  no  more,  he  is  one? 
\\'i\\Jl:utio  prove  falfe  to  his  M-iker.  and  ^eaf  to  his  own  Reafon,  which 
commands,  in  Return  for  the  Benefits  received  of  me,  more  than  I 
afic  ?  Turely  he  cannot.  "  But,  feeing  the  courtly  Aftutio  unmoved 
with  thefe  gtnerous  Sentiments,  Bertoldo  breaks  out  into  that  beauti- 
ful Defcipti  on  which  follows: 

O  Summer-Friend^ip,  &c. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 

A  Grove  near  the  Palace  at  Palermo. 

Adorni.  He  undergoes  my  Challenge,  and  contemns 
And  threatens  me  with  the  late  Edid  made  [it, 

'Gainit  DuelHfts,  that  Altar  Cowards  By  to.  '^ 
But  I,   that  am  engag'd,  and  nourifli  in  me 
A  higher  Aim  than  fair  Camiola  dreams  of. 
Mud  not  fit  down  thus.     In  tiie  Court  1  dare  not 
Attempt  him  ;  and  in  Publick,  he's  fo  guarded 
With  a  Herd  of  Parafites,  Clients,  Fools  and  Suitors, 
That  a  Maf!<cet  cannot  reach  him. — My  Defigns 
Admit  of  no  Delay.     This  is  her  Birth  day, 
Which  with  a  fit  and  due  Solemnity 
Camiola  celebrates  •,    and  on  it,  al!  fuch 
As  love  or  ferve  her,  ufually  prefent 
A  tributary  Duty.    I'll  have  fomething 
To  give,  if  my  Intelligence  prove  true. 
Shall  find  Acceptance.     I'm  toKi,  near  this  Grove 
Fulzentio  every  Morning  makes  his  Markets 
"Wiih  his  Petitioners.     1  may  prefent  him 

With  a  iTiarp  Petition. Ha  !  'tis  he  :  my  Fate 

Be  ever  blefs'd  for'c 

Enter  Fulgentio. 

Fulgen.  Command  fuch  as  wait  me, 
Not  to  prefume,  at  the  lead  for  half  an  Hour, 
To  prefs  on  my  Retirements. 

Page.  I  will  fay,  Sir,  you  are  at  your  Prayers, 

M  'Gainji  Duellifis,  theti,  &c. 
Fulgentio  put  up  his  Challenge,  and,  inflead  of  arcepting  it, 
threatened  him  with  the  Law  againi't  Duels.  This  Adonii  would 
reprefent  as  bafe  7  rearraent.  A  Man  of  Courage  he  fuppofes  would 
not  have  taken  the  Advantage  of  fuch  a  L^w.  That  Altar,  that 
was  a  Sanctuary  Cowards  only  would  fly  to.  The  Senfe  here 
plainly  requires  the  Alteration  I  have  made  of  that  for  thtn,  which 
in  the  former  Reading  was  fcarce  intelligible. 

Fulgen* 
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Fulgen.  That  will  not  find  Belief; 
Courtiers  have  fomething  elfe  to  do. — Be  gone,  Sir. 
Chaileng'd  !  'tis  well.     And  by  a  Groom  !  (lill  better. 
Was  this  Shape  made  to  fight .''    I  have  a  Tongue,  yet, 
Howe'er  no  Sword,  to  kill  him  -,  and  what  Way, 
This  Morning  I'll  relblve  of.  [^Exit  Fulgentio. 

Adorni.  1  lb  all  crofs 
Your  Refolution,  or  fuffer  for  you.  {Exit  Adorni. 

SCENE    III. 

CamiolaV  Houfe. 

Camiola  :  divers  Servants  with  Prefents. 

Sylli,  Clarinda. 

Sylli.  What  are  all  thefe  ? 
Clar.  Servants  with  feveral  Prefents, 
And  rich  ones  too. 

1  Serv.  With  her  befl  Wifhes,  Madam, 
Of  many  fuch  Days  to  you,  the  Lady  Peiula 
Prefents  you  with  this  Fan. 

2  Serv.  This  Diamond 
From  your  Aunt  Honoria. 

3  Serv.  This  Piece  of  Plate 

From  your  Uncle,  old  VincentiOy  with  your  Arms 
Graven  upon  it. 

Camiola.  Good  Friends,  they  are  too 
Munificent  in  their  Love,  and  Favour  to  me. 
Out  of  my  Cabinet  return  fuch  Jewels 
As  this  diredls  you,  for  your  Pains  ; — and  yours  ;— 
Nor  muft  you  be  forgotten.     Honour  me 
With  the  drinking  of  a  Health. 

1  Serv.  Gold,  on  my  Life  ! 

2  Serv.  She  fcorns  to  give  bafe  Silver. 

3  Serv,  Would  fhe  had  been 
Born  every  Month  in  the  Year  I 

I  Se7'v.  Month  .?  every  Day. 
z  Serv.  Shew  fuch  another  Maid. 

^Serv, 
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3  Serv.  All  Happinels  wait  you. 
Sy:Ii.  I'll  lee  your  Will  done. 

[Exeunt  SyJli,  Clarinda,  Servants. 

Enter  Adorni  wounded. 

Camiola.  How  !   Adcrjii  wounded  ? 

Adorni.  A  Scratch  got  in  your  Service,  elfe  not  worth 
Your  Obfervation  ;  I  bring  not.  Madam, 
In  Honour  of  3'our  Birch  day,  antique  Plate, 
Or  Tear),  for  which  the  lavage  Indian  dives 
Into  the  Bottom  ol  the  Sea  •,  nor  Diamonds 
Hewn  fro.n  lleep  Rocks  with  Danger:  Such  as  give 
To  thofe  that  have  v/hat  they  themfelves  want,  aim  at 
A  glad  Return  with  Profit :  Yet,  defpife  not 
My  Off'ring  at  the  Altar  of  your  Favour  ; 
Nor  let  the  Lownefs  of  the  Giver  lelTen 
The  Height  of  what's  prefented.     Since  it  is 
A  precious  Jewel,  almoft  forfeited, 
And,  dim'd  with  Clouds  of  Infamy,  redeem'd. 
And,  in  its  natural  Splendor,  with  Addition, 
Rertor'd  to  the  true  Owner. 

Camiola.  How  is  this  ? 

Adorni.  Not  to  hold  you  in  Sufpenfe,  I  bring  you, 
Madam, 
Your  wounded  Reputation  cur'd,  the  Sting 
Of  virulent  Malice,   feft'ring  your  fair  Name, 
Pluck'd  out  and  trod  on.     That  proud  Man,  that  was 
Deny'd  the  Honour  of  your  Bed,  yet  duril 
With  his  untrue  Reports  flrumpet  your  Fame, 
Compeli'd  by  me,  hath  giv'n  himfelf  the  Lye, 
And  in  his  own  Blood  wrote  it. — You  may  read 
Fulgeniio  fubfcrib'd. 

Camiola,  1  am  amaz'd  ! 

Adorni.  It  does  deferve  it,  Madam.  Common  Service 
Is  fit  for  Hinds,  and  the  Reward  proportion'd 
To  their  Conditions.    Therefore,  look  not  on  me 
As  a  Follower  of  your  Father's  Fortunes,  or 
One  that  fubfifts  on  yours. — You  frown  !  my  Service 

Meiits 
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Merits  not  this  Afpe6l. 

Camiola.   Which  of  my  Favours, 
I  might  fay  Bounties,  hath  begot,  and  noiirifh'd 
This  more  then  rude  Prefumption  ?  Since  you  had 
An  Itch  to  try  your  defpVate  Valour,  wherefore 
Went  you  not  to  the  War  ?  Couldft  thou  fuppofc 
My  Innocence  could  ever  fall  fo  low- 
As  to  have  Need  of  thy  rafh  Sword  to  guard  it 
Againft  malicious  Slander  ?  O  how  much 
Thofe  Ladies  are  deceived  and  cheated,  when 
The  Clearnefs  and  Integrity  of  their  Actions 
Do  not  defend  themfelves,  and  fland  fecure 
On  their  own  Bales  ?  Such  as  in  a  Colour 
Of  feeming  Service  give  ProteClion  to  'em, 
Betray  their  own  Strengths.     Malice,  fcorn'd,  puts  our 
Itfelf;  but  argu*d,  gives  a  kind  of  Credit 
To  a  falfe  Accufation.     In  this. 
This  your  moft  memorable  Service,  you  believ'd 
You  did  me  right ;  bur  you  have  wrong'd  me  more 
In  your  Defence  of  my  undoubted  Honour, 
Than  falfe  Fulgentio  could. 

Adorni.  I  am  forry,  what 
Was  fo  well  intended,  is  fo  ill  receiv'd. 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Yet,  under  your  Correftion,  you  wifh'd 
Bertoldo  had  been  prefent. 

Camiola.  True,  I  did  : 
But  he  and  you.  Sir,  are  not  Parallels, 
Nor  muft  you  think  yourfelf  fo. 

Adorni.  I  am  what 
You'll  pleafe  to  have  me. 

Camiola.  If  Bertoldo  had 
Punifh'dFz//^^;///(j's  Infolence,  it  had  ihown 
His  Love  to  her,  whom  in  his  Judgment  he 
Vouchfafe  to  make  his  Wife ;  a  Height,  I  hope. 
Which  you  dare  not  afpire  to.     The  fame  Adions 
Suit  not  all  Men  alike ; — But  I  perceive 

Repentance 
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Repentance  in  your  Looks.     For  this  Time,  lea\'e  tnc 
I  may  forgive,  perhaps  forget,  your  Folly, 
Conceal  yourfelf  till  this  Storm  be  blown  over.', 
You  will  be  fought  tor  ;  yet,  for  my  Ellate 

[Gives  him  her  Hand  to  kifs. 
Can  hinder  it,  fnall  not  fufFer  in  my  Service. 

Adorni.  This  is  fomething,  yet,  though  I  mifs'd  the 
Mark  I  fhot  at.  [Exit  iVdorni. 

Cnmiola.  This  Gentleman  is  of  a  noble  Temper  i 
And  I  too  harfh,  perhaps,  in  my  Reproof : 
Was  I  not,  Clarinda  ? 

Gar.  I  am  not  to  cenfure 
Your  Aflions,  Madam  :   but  there  are  a  thoufand 
Ladies,  and  of  good  Fame,  in  fuch  a  Caufe, 
Would  be  proud  oF  fuch  a  Servant. 

Camiola.  It  may  be  j 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Let  me  offend  in  this  Kind. 
Why  uncall'd  for  ? 

Serv.    The  Signiors,  Madam,  Gafparo  and  Anthonio, 
(Seleded  Friends  of  the  renown'd  Bertoldo) 
Put  afhore  this  Morning. 

Camiola.  Without  him  ? 

Serv.  I  think  fo. 

Camiola.  Never  think  more,  then. 

Serv.  They  have  been  at  Court. 
Kifs'd  the  King's  Hand  •,  and,  their  firft  Duties  done 
To  him,  appear  ambitious  to  tender 
To  you  their  fecond  Service. 

Camiola.  Wait  'em  hither.  [Exeunt  Servant. 

Fear,  do  not  rack  me !   Reafon,  now,  if  ever. 
Hade  with  thy  Aids,  and  tell  me,  fuch  a  Wonder 
As  my  Bertoldo  is,  with  fuch  Care  falliion'd, 
Muft  not,  nay,  cannot,  in  Heav'ns  Providence 


Enter 
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'     Enter  Anthonio,  Gafparo,  Servant. 

So  foon  mifcarry ;  pray  you,  forbear  ;  e'er  you 
Take  the  Privilege,  as  Strangers,  to  falute  me, 
(Excufc  niy  Manners)  make  me  firft  underftand. 
How  it  is  with  Bertoldo  ? 

Gafp.  The  Relation 
Will  not,  I  fear,  deferve  your  Thanks. 

Anth.  I  wifh 
Some  other  fliould  inform  you. 

Camiola.  Is  he  dead  ? 
You  fee,  though  with  fome  Fear,  I  dare  enquire  it. 

Gafp.  Dead  ?  Would  that  were  the   woril,  a   Debt 
were  paid  then. 
Kings  in  their  Birth  owe  Nature. 

Camiola.  Is  their  aught 
More  terrible  than  Death  .? 

Anth.  Yes,  to  a  Spirit 
Like  his  -,  cruel  Imprifonment,  and  that 
Without  the  Hope  of  Freedom. 

Camiola.  You  abufe  me  : 
The  Royal  King  cannot,  in  Love  to  Virtue 
(Though  all  Springs  of  Affedion  were  dry'd  up) 
But  pay  his  Ranfom. 

Gafp.  When  you  know  what  'tis. 
You  will  think  otlierwife — No  lefs  will  do  it 
Then  fifty  thoufand  Crowns. 

Camiola.  A  petty  Sum  ; 
The  Price  weigh'd  with  the  Purchafe  ;  fifty  thoufand  ? 
To  the  King  'tis  nothing.     He,  that  can  fpare  more 
To  his  Minion  for  a  Mafque,  cannot  but  ranfom 
Such  a  Brother  at  a  Million — You  wrong 
The  King's  Magnificence. 

Anth.  In  your  Opinion  ; 
But  'tis  mod  certain.     He  does  not  alone 
In  himfeif  refufe  to  pay  it  ;  but  forbids 
All  other  Men. 

Camiola.  Are  you  fure  of  this } 

Vol.  II.  D  d  Cafp. 
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Gfifp.  You  may  read 
The  Edifl  to  that  Purpofe,  publifli'd  by  him  : 
That  will  refolve  you. 

Cdfmola.  Pofiible  ?   Pray  you,  ftand  off ; 
If  I  do  not  mutter  Treafon  to  myfelf. 
My  Heart  will  break  :  Yet  I  will  not  curfe  him  •,  [JJrde. 
He  is  my  King — The  News  you  have  deliver'd, 
Makes  me  weary  of  your  Company  :  we'll  falute 
When  we  meet  next.     I'll  bring  you  to  the  Door. 
— Nay,  pray  you,  no  more  Compliments. 

G^.fp.  One  Thing  more. 
And  that's  fubftantial :  Let  your  Adorni 
Look  to  himfelf. 

Anth.  The  King  is  much  incens'd 
Againft  him,  for  Fulgentio. 

Camiola.  As  I  am 
For  your  Slownefs  to  depart. 

Both.  Farewel,  fweet  Lady  ! 

[Exeunt  Gafparo,  Anthonio. 

Camiola.  O  more  then  impious  Times  !  when  not  alone 
Subordinate  Miniftcrs  of  Juflice  are 
Corrupted  and  feduc'd,  but  Kings  themfelves 
(The  greater  Wheels  by  which  the  lefTer  move) 
Are  broken  or  disjointed  !  could  it  be,  elfe, 
A  King,  to  footh  his  politick  Ends,  fhould  fo  far 
Forfake  his  Honour,  as  at  once  to  break 
Th'  Adamant  Chains  of  Nature  and  Religion, 
To  bind  up  Atheifm,  as  a  Defence  '^ 
To  his  dark  Counfels  .^  Will  it  ever  be  ? 
That  to  deferve  too  much  is  dangerous, 
And  Virtue,  when  too  eminent,  a  Crime  ? 
Muft  She  ferve  Fortune  ftill  .?  Or,  when  ftripp'd  of 
Her  gay,  and  glorious  Favours,  lofe  the  Beauties 
Of  her  own  natural  Shape  ?  O  my  Bertoldo  ! 
Thou  only  Sun  in  Honours  Sphere,  how  foon 
Art  thou  eclips'd  and  darken'd  !  not  theNearnefs 

'  '^  To  bind  up  Atheifm,    Sec. 
This  appears  to  me  to  be  falfe  ;  I  would  read. 
To  bring  up  Atheifm,  bV. 

Art 
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Of  Blood  prevailing  on  the  King  ;  nor  all 

The  Benefits  to  the  gen'ral  Good  difpens'd 

Gaining  a  Retribution  !   but  that 

To  owe  a  Courtefy  to  a  fimple  Virgin 

Would  take  from  the  deferving,  1  find  in  me 

Some  Sparks  of  Fire,  which,    fann'd   with  Honours 

Breath, 
Might  rife  into  a  Flame,  and  in  Men  darken 
Their  ufurp'd  Splendor.     Ha !  my  Aim  is  high, 
And,  for  the  Honour  of  my  Sex,  to  fall  fo. 
Can  never  prove  inglorious. — 'Tis  refolv'd  : 
Call  in  Adorni. 

Oar.  I  am  happy  in 
Such  Employment,  Madam.  [^Exit  Clarinda. 

Camiola.  He's  a  Man, 
I  know,  that  at  a  reverend  Diflance  loves  miC, 
And  fuch  are  ever  faithful.     What  a  Sea 
Of  melting  Ice  I  walk  on  !  what  ftrange  Cenfures 
Am  I  to  undergo  !   but  good  Intents 
Deride  all  future  Rum,ours. 

Enter  Clarinda  and  Adorni. 

Adorni.  I  obey 
Your  Summons,  Madam. 

Camiola.  Leave  the  Place,  £lari?jda  : 
One  Woman,  in  a  Secret  of  fuch  Weight, 
Wife  Men  may  think  too  much.     Nearer,  Adarjit 

[Exit  Clarinda. 
I  warrant  it  with  a  Smile. 

Adorni.  I  cannot  afk 
Safer  Proteftion,  what's  yo!iir  Will  } 

Camiola.  To  doubt 
Your  ready  Defire  to  ferve  me,  or  prepare  you 
With  the  Repetition  of  former  Merits, 
Would  in  my  Diffidence,  wrong  you  :  But  I  will. 
And  without  Circumftance,  in  the  Truft  that  I 
impofe  upon  you,  free  you  from  Sufpicion. 

Adorni.  I  fofter  none  of  you. 

Camiola.    I  know  you  do  not. 

You  are  Adorni^  by  the  Love  you  owe  me. 

D  d  2  Adcrni, 
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Adorni.  The  fureft  Conjuration. 

Camiola.  Take  me  with  you. 

Love  born  of  Duty  \  but  advance  no  further. 

You  are.  Sir,  as  I  faid,  to  do  me  Service, 

To  undertake  a  Tafk,  in  which  your  Faith, 

Judgment,  Difcretion — in  a  Word,  your  all 

That's  good,  muft  be  engag'd  j  nor  muft  you  ftudy, 

In  the  Execution,  but  what  may  make 

For  th'  Ends  I  aim  at. 

Adcrni.  They  admit  no  Rivals. 

Camiola.  You  anfwer  well. —  You  have  heard  of  Ber- 
toldo's 
Captivity  ?  and  the  King's  Negle6t .?  the  Greatnefs 
Of  his  Ranfom,  fifty  tlVoufand  Crowns,  Adorni , 
Two  Parts  of  my  Eftate. 

Adorni.  To  what  tends  this  ? 

Camiola.  Yet  I  fo  love  the  Gentleman  (for  to  you 
I  will  confefs  my  Weaknefs)  that  I  purpofe, 
Now,  when  he  is  forfaken  by  the  King, 
And  his  own  Hopes,  to  ranfom,  and  receive  him 
Into  my  Bofom  as  my  lawful  Hufband, 

[  Adorni 7?^r/j,  and  feems  troubled. 
Why  change  you  Colour  ? 

Adorni.  'Tis  in  Wonder  of 
Your  Virtue,  Madam. 

Camiola.  You  muft,  therefore,  to 
Siena  for  me,  and  pay  to  Gcnzaga 
This  Ranfom  for  his  Liberty  j  you  fhall 
Have  Bills  of  Exchange  along  with  you.  Let  him  fwear 
A  folemn  Contract  to  me,  for  you  muft  be 
My  principal  Witnefs,  if  he  ftiould — But  why 
Do  I  entertain  thefe  Jealoufies  .?  You  will  do  this  ? 

Adorni.  Faithfully,  Madam. —  But  not  live  long  after. 

{Afide. 

Camiola.  One  Thing  I  had  forgot. — Befides  his  Free- 
He  may  want  Accommodations ;  furnifti  him       [dom. 
According  to  his  Birth.     And  from  Camiola 
Deliver  this  Kifs,  printed  on  your  Lips         \Kij[es  him. 
Seal'd  on  his  Hand, — You  fliall  not  fee  my  Blufhes ; 

I'll 
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I'll  inflandy  difpatch  you.  [£x;V  Camiola. 

Adorni.  i'm  half-hang'd 
Out  of  the  Way,  already. — Was  there  ever 
Poor  Lover  fo  employ'd  againft  himfelf 
To  make  Way  for  his  Rival }  I  muft  do  it : 
Nay,  more,  I  will.     If  Loyalty  can  find 
Recompence  beyond  Hope,  or  Imagination, 
Let  it  fall  on  me  in  the  other  World, 
As  a  Reward  ;  for,  in  this,  I  dare  not  hope  it.     {Exit. 

The  End  of  the  third  Act. 

A  C  T     IV.         S  C  E  N  E     L 

the  Ca-mp. 

Gonzaga,  Pierio,  Roderigo,  Jacomo. 

Gonz.  TT'Ou've  feiz'd  upon  the  Citadel,  and  difarm'd 
X     All  that  could  make  Refiftance  ? 

Pierio.  Hunger  [had 
Done  that,  before  we  came  ;  nor  was  the  Soldier 
Compell'd  to  feek  for  Prey  ;  the  famifh'd  Wretches, 
In  Hope  of  Mercy,  as  a  Sacrifice  ofTer'd 
All  that  was  worth  the  taking. 

Gonz.  You  proclaimed. 
On  Pain  of  Death,  no  Violence  fhould  be  ofFer'd 
To  any  Woman  ? 

Roder.  But  it  needed  not ; 
For  Famine  had  fo  humbled  'em,  and  took  oflf 
The  Care  of  their  Sex's  Honour,  that  there  was  not 
So  coy  a  Beauty  in  the  Town,  but  would 
For  half  a  mouldy  Biflvet  fell  herfelf 
To  a  poor  Befognion,  and  without  fhrieking. 

Gonz.  Where  i^  the  Duke  of  Urbin  ? 

Jacomo.  Under  Guard, 
As  you  diredled. 

D  d  3  Cmz, 
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Gonz.  See  the  Soldiers  fct 
In  Rank,  and  File  •,  and,  as  the  Diitchcfs  pafles, 
Bid  'cm  vail  their  Enfigns  •,  and  charge  'em,    on  their 
Not  to  cry  Whores.  [Lives, 

Jacomo.  The  Devil  cannot  fright  Vm 
From  their  military  L>icence  ;  though  they  know 
They  are  her  Subjeds,  and  will  part  with  Being, 
To  do  her  Service  •,  yet,  fince  (he's  a  Woman, 
They  will  touch  at  her  Breech  with  their  Tongues  — 

and  that  is  all 
That  they  can  hope  for.  \^A  Shout,  and  a  general 

Cry  within.  Whores!  Whores! 

Gonx.  O  the  Devil  !  they  are  at  it. 
Hell  flop  their  bawling  Throats. — Again  !  make  up 
And  cudgel  them  into  Jelly. 

Roder.  To  no  Purpofe, 
Though/ their  Mothers  were  there. 
They  would  have  the  fame  Name  for  'em.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

Bpfore  the  Walls  of  Siena. 

Roderigo,  Jacomo,  Pierio,  Gonzaga,  Aurelia  {under 
a  Canopy).  Aftutio  prcfents  her  with  Letters.  Loud 
Mufick.     She  reads  the  Letters. 

Gonz.  I  do  befeech  your  Highnefs  not  to  afcribc 
To  th'  Want  of  Difcipline,  the  barbarous  Rudenefs 
Of  the  Soldier,  in  his  Prophanation  of 
Your  facred  Name  and  Virtues. 

Aurelia.  No,  Lord  General, 
I've  heard  my  Father  fay  oft,  'twas  a  Cuftom, 
Ufuai  i'  th'  Camp  ;  nor  are  they  to  be  punifli'd 
For  Words,  that  have  in  Fa6l  defcrv'd  fo  well. 
Let  the  one  excufe  the  other. 

All.  Excellent  Princefs ! 

Aurelia.  But  for  thefe  Aids  from  Sicily  fent  againfl  us 
To  blaft  our  Spring  of  Conqueft  in  tlie  Bud : 

I  can- 
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I  cannot  find,  my  Lord  AmbafTador, 
How  we  fliould  entertain't  but  as  a  Wrong, 
With  Purpofe  to  detain  us  from  our  own  ; 
Howe'er  the  King  endeavours,  in  his  Letters, 
To  mitigate  th'  Affront. 

Aftutio.  Your  Grace,  hereafter. 
May  hear  from  me  fuch  ftrong  AfTurances 
Of  his  unhmited  Defires  to  lerve  you. 
As  v^ill,  I  hope,  drown  in  Forgetfulnefs 
The  Mem'ry  of  what's  pafl. 

Aurelia.  We  fhall  take  Time 
To  fearch  the  Depth  oft  further,  and  proceed 
As  our  Council  Ihall  dired  us. 

Gon'-z.  We  prefent  you 
With  the  Keys  of  the  City  \  all  Lets  are  remov'd ; 
Your  Way  is  fmooth  and  cafy  ;  at  your  Feet 
Your  proudeft  Enemy  falls. 

Aurelia.  We  thank  your  Valours  : 
A  Vidory  without  Blood  is  twice  atchiev*d. 
And  the  Difpofure  of  ir,  to  us  tendered. 
The  greateft  Honour.     Worthy  Captains,  Thanks ! 
My  Love  extends  itfelf  to  All.  \_A  Guard  made. 

Aurelia  paffcs  through  'em.    Loud  Mufick, 

Gonz.  Make  Way,  there.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    III. 

4  Prifon. 

Bertoldo,  with  a  fmall  Book.,  in  Fetters.     Jailor. 

Bert.  'Tis  here  determin'd  ''  (great  Examples,  arm'd 
With  Arguments,  produc'd  to  make  it  good) 

^  That 

'  ^  'T/V  here  dctermind,  &C. 
This  Soliloquy  of  Bertoldo\  is  a  very  true  Account  of  the  Incon- 
fiftency  of  the  Stoicks.  It  was  one  of  their  favourite  Maxims,  that 
Pain  was  not  an  Evil.  Their  wife  Man  was  to  be  ii>fenfible ;  anu  yet 
no  one  bore  Pain  worfe  than  he.  They  could  argue,  with  great  Ap- 
pearance of  Reafon,  againft  fufFering  from  Afflidion ;  but,  when 
they  felt  it,  it  was  intolerable.  They  were  mighty  Heroes  in  Theory, 
D  d  4  but. 
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That  neither  Tyrants,  nor  t!ie  wrefted  Laws  -, 

The  People's  frantick  Rage,  fad  Exile,  Want, 

Nor,  that  which  I  endure,  Captivicy, 

Can  do  a  wife  Man  any  Injury. 

Thus  Seneca^  when  he  wrote  it,  thought. — But  then 

P'eiicity  courted  him  ;  his  Wealth  exceeding 

A  private  Man's  ;  happy  in  the  Embraces 

Of  1ms  chafte  Wife  Paulina;  his  Houfe  full 

Of  Children,  Clients,  Servants,  fiatt'ring  Friends, 

Soothii.g  his  Lip-Pofitions,  and  created 

Prince  of  the  Senate,  by  the  general  Voice, 

As  his  Pupil  news  Suffrage  :  I'hen,  no  Doubt, 

He  held,  and  did  believe,  this.     But  no  fooner 

The  Prince's  Frowns,  and  Jealoufies  had  thrown  him 

Out  of  Security's  I-.ap,  and  a  Centurion 

Had  offer'd  him  what  Choice  of  Death  he  pleas'd  ; 

But  told  him,  Die  he  muft  :  when  (Iraight  the  Armour 

Of  his  fo  boafted  Fortitude,  fell  off, 

[Throzvs  away  the  Book. 
Complaining  of  his  Frailty.     Can  it,  then, 
Be  cenfur'd  womanifh  Weaknefs  in  me,  if, 
Thus  clogg'd   with  Irons,  and  the  Period 
To  clofe  up  ail  Calamities  deny'd  me, 
(Which  was  prefented  Seneca)  I  widi 
I  ne'er  had  Being ;  at  leaft,  never  knew 
What  Happinefs  was  ;  or  argue  with  Heav'ns  Juftice, 
Tearing  my  Locks,  and  in  Defiance  throwing 
Duft  in  the  Air  ?  or,  falling  on  the  Ground,  thus 
With  my  Nails  and  Teeth  to  dig  a  Grave,  or  rend 
The  Bowels  of  the  Earth,  my  Step-mother, 
And  not  a  natural  Parent  ?  or  thus  pradlife 
To  die,  and,-  as  I  were  infenfible. 
Believe  I  had  no  Motion  .'*  [Lw  on  his  Face. 

but,  in  Pradice,  Cowards.  The  great  Ckavthes  flarved  himfelf  to 
Death,  becaufe  of  a  Jittlc  Inflammation  in  his  Gums.  The  Prince 
of  Patriots,  C,:to,  chofe  to  die,  becaufe  he  could  not  bear  to  fee 
C.iefnr :  And  Sca^ca  puled  and  whined  at  Death  with  the  moft  wo- 
manifh Fear  imaginable:  Thefe  were  the  Men  who  could  demon- 
lliate  that  Pain  was  not  an  Evil ! 

Enter 
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Enter  Gonzaga,  Adorni,  Jailor. 

Gonz,  There  he  is  : 
I'll  not  enquire  by  whom  his  Ranfom's  paid, 
I'm  fatisfy'd  that  I  have  it ;  nor  allege 
One  Reafon  to  exciife  his  cruel  Ufage, 
As  you  may  interpret  it ;  let  it  fuffice 
It  was  my  Will  to  have  it  fo. — He  is  yours,  now, 
Difpofe  of  him  as  you  pleafe  \_Exit  Gonzaga. 

Adorni.  Howe'er  I  hate  him. 
As  one  preferr'd  before  me,  being  a  Man, 
He  does  deferve  my  Pity.     Sir, — he  fleeps, 
Or  is  he  dead  ?     Would  he  were  a  Saint  in  Heaven ;. 
'Tis  all  the  Hurt  I  wilh  him.    But,  I  was  not 

{Kneels  by  him. 
Born  to  fuch  Happinefs. — No,  he  breathes — Come  near. 
And,  if 't  be  polTible,  without  his  Feeling, 
Take  off  his  Irons. — So,  now  leave  us  private. 

\_His  Irons  taken  off. 
He  does  begin  to  ftir,  and  as  tranfported  {Exit  Jailor. 
With  a  joyful  Dream. — How  he  flares !  and  feels  his 
As  yet  uncertain,  whether  it  can  be  [L^gSf 

True  or  phantaftical. 

Bert.  Minillers  of  Mercy, 
Mock  not  Calamity. — Ha  !  'tis  no  Vifion  ! 
Or,  if  it  be,  the  happieft  that  ever 
Appear'd  to  finful  Flefh  ! — Who's  here  ?  His  Face 
Speaks  him  Adorni !  but  fome  glorious  Angel,. 
Concealing  its  Divinity  in  his  Shape, 
Hath  done  this  Miracle,  it  being  not  an  Aft 
For  wolvifh  Man.     Refolve  me,  if  thou  look'fl  for 
Bent  Knees  in  Adoration  ?— 

Adorni.  O  forbear.  Sir  ! 
I  am  Adorni^  and  the  Inftrument 
Of  your  Deliverance  j  but  the  Benefit 
You  owe  another. 

Bert.  If  he  has  a  Name, 
As  foon  as  fpoken,  'tis  writ  on  my  Heart, 
I  am  his  Bondman.  Adorni, 
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Adorni.  To  the  Shame  of  Men, 
This  s;reat  Ad:  is  a  Woman's. 

Bcri.  The  whole  Sex 
For  her  fake  mud  be  deify 'd.     How  I  wander 
In  my  Imagination,  yet  cannot 
Guefs  who  this  Phoenix  fhould  be! 

Adorni.  'I'is  C ami  old. 

Bert.  Pray  you  fpeak't  again !  there's  Mufick  in  her 
Name ! 
Once  more,  I  pray  you.  Sir  ! 

Adorni.  Camiola, 
The  Maid  of  Honour. 

Bert.  Curs'd  Atheill  that  I  was, 
Only  to  doubt  it  could  be  any  other  •, 
Since  fhe  alone,  in  th'  Abftrad  of  hcrfelf. 
That  fmall,  but  ravifhing  Subftance,  comprehends 
Whatever  is,  or  can  be  wifli'd,  in  the 
Idea  of  a  Woman.     O  what  Service, 
Or  Sacrifice  of  Duty,  can  I  pay  her. 
If  not  to  live,  and  die,  her  Charity's  Slave  ? 
Which  is   refolv'd  already. 

Adorni.  She  expects  not 
Such  a  Dominion  o'er  you  :  Yet,  ere  I 
Deliver  her  Demands,  give  me  your  Hand  : 
On  this,  as  fhe  enjoin'd  me,  with  my  Lips 
I  print  her  Love  and  Service,  by  me  fent  you. 

Bert.  I  am  o'erwhelm'd  with  Wonder  \ 

Adorni.  You  muft  now 
(Which  is  the  Sum  of  all  that  fhe  defires) 
By  a  folemn  Contraft  bind  yourfelf,  when  flie 
Requires  it,  as  a  Debt  due  for  your  Freedom, 
To  marry  her. 

Bert.  This  does  engage  me  further, 
A  Payment !  an  Increafe  of  Obligation  ! 
To  marry  her  ! — 'twas  my  nil  ultras  ever  ! 
The  End  of  my  Ambition  !  O  that  now 
The  Holy  Man,  fhe  prefent,  were  prepar'd 
To  join  our  Hands,  but  with  that  Speed,  my  Heart 
Wiflies  mine  Eyes  might  fee  her. 

Adoani. 
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Jdorni.  You  muft  fwear  this. 

Bert.  Swear  it  ?  Colled  all  Oaths  and  Imprecations, 
Whofe  leaft  Breach  is  Damnation  -,  and  thofe 
Minifter'd  to  me  in  a  Form  more  dreadful ; 
Set  Heav'n  and  Hell  before  me,  I  will  take  'em  : 
Falfe  to  Camiola  ?  Never. — Shall  I  now 
Begin  my  Vows  to  you  .? 

Adorni.  I  am  no  Churchman  ; 
Such  a  one  muft  file  it  on  Record.     You  are  free  ; 
And,  that  you  may  appear  like  to  yourfelf 
(For  fo  ilie  wifh'd)  there's  Gold  with  which  you  may 
Redeem  your  Trunks  and  Servants,  and  whatever 
Of  late  you  loft.     I  have  found  out  the  Captain 
Whofe  Spoil  they  were. — His  Name  is  Roderigo. 

Bert.  I  know  him. 

Adorni.  I  have  done  my  Part. 

Bert.  So  much.  Sir, 
As  I  am  ever  yours  for't.     Now,  methlnks, 

1  walk  in  Air  !— Divine  Camiola  ! 

But  Words  cannot  exprefs  thee.     I'll  build  to  thee 

An  Altar  in  my  Soul,  on  which  I'll  offer 

A  ftill  increafing  Sacrifice  of  Duty.         [Exit  Bertoldo. 

Adorni.  What  will  become  of  me  now  is  apparent ! 
Whether  a  Poniard,  or  a  Halter  be 
The  neareft  Way  to  Hell  (for  I  muft  thither, 
After  I've  kill'd  myfelf )  is  fomewhat  doubtful. 
This  Roman  Refolution  of  Self-Murther, 
Will  not  hold  Water,  at  the  high  Tribunal, 
When  it  comes  to  be  argu'd  ;  my  good  Genius 
Prompts  me  to  this  Conlideration.     He 
That  kills  himfelf  to  avoid  Mifery,  fears  it. 
And,  at  the  beft,  fliews  but  a  baftard  Valour, 
This  Life's  a  Fort  committed  to  my  Truft, 
Which  I  muft  not  yield  up,  'till  it  be  forc'd. 
—Nor  will  I.     He's  not  valiant  that  dares  die. 
But  he  that  boldly  bears  Calamity.  [Exii. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

Siena.  A  Flour ijh. 

Pierlo,  Rodcrigo,  Jacomo,  Gonzaga,  Aurelia,  Ferdi- 
nand, Aftutio.     AiUndants. 

AiireUa.  A  Seat  here  for  tlie  Duke.     It  is  our  Glory 
To  overcome  with  Courteiies,  not  Rigour ; 
The  lordly  Romany  who  held  it  the  Height 
Oi  human  Happinefs,  to  have  Kings  and  Queens 
To  wait  by  his  triumphant  Chariot- wheels 
In  his  infuking  Pride,  depriv'd  himfclf 
Of  drawing  near  the  Nature  of  the  Gods, 
Bed  known  for  fuch,  in  being  merciful. 
Yet,  give  me  Leave,  but  Hill  v^ith  gentle  Language, 
And  with  the  Freedom  of  a  Friend,  to  tell  you. 
To  feek  by  Force,  what  Courtfiiip  could  not  v/in. 
Was  harfh,  and  never  taught  in  Love's  mild  School. 
"Wife  Poets  feign,  that  Vera'J  Coach  is  drawn 
By  Doves  and  Sparrows,  not  by  Bears  and  Tygers, 

Ferd.  I  fpare  the  Application, — In  my  Fortune 
Heav'n's  Juftice  hath  confirm'd  it ;  yet,  great  Lady, 
Since  my  Offence  grew  from  Excefs  of  Love, 
And  not  to  be  refifted,  having  paid  too. 
With  Lofs  of  Libeity,  the  Forfeiture 
Of  my  Prefumption,  in  your  Clemency 
It  may  iBnd  pardon. 

Aurelia.  You  Ihall  have  juil  Caufe 
To  fay  it  hath.     The  Charge  of  the  long  Siege 
Defray 'd,  and  the  Lofs  my  Subjefts  have  fuftain*d 
Made  good,  (fincefo  far  I  muft  deal  with  Caution) 
You  have  your  Liberty. 

Ferd.  I  could  not  hope  for 
Gentler  Conditions. 

Aurelia,  My  l,ord  Gonzaga, 
Since  my  coming  to  Siena,  I've  heard  much  of 
Your  Pris'ner,  brave  Bertoldo. 

Conz. 
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Conz.  Such  an  one. 
Madam,  I  had, 

Afiutio,  And  have  fnll.  Sir,  I  hope. 

Qonz.  Your  Hopes  deceive  you.  —  He  is  ranfom'd. 
Madam. 

Ajlutio.  By  whom,  I  pray  you,  Sir  ? 

Gonz.  You  had  beft  enquire 
Of  your  Intelligencer  :  I  am  no  Informer, 

Afiutio.  I  Hke  not  this.  \_JfJe, 

Aurelia.  He  is,  as  'tis  reported, 
A  goodly  Gentleman,  and  of  noble  Parts, 
A  Brother  of  your  Order. 

Gonz,  He  was,  Madam, 
'Till  he,  againit  his  Oath,  wrong'd  yoy,  a  Princeis, 
Which  his  Religion  bound  him  from. 

Aurelia.  Great  Minds, 
For  Trial  of  their  Valours,  oft  maintain 
Quarrels  that  are  unjuft ;  yet  without  Malice ; 
And  fuch  a  fair  Conftruftion  I  make  of  him. 
I  would  fee  that  brave  Enemy. 

Gonz.  My  Duty 
Commands  me  to  feek  for  him. 

Aurelia.  Pray  you  do  : 
And  bring  him  to  our  Prefence.  \EyAt  Gonzat^a. 

Afiutio.  I  mud:  blaft 
His  Entertainment.     \_Afide.']     May  It  pleafe  your  Ex- 
cellency, 
He  is  a  Man  debauch'd,  and  for  his  Riots 
Caft  off  by  th'  King  my  Mafter  j  and  that,  I  hope,  is 
A  Crime  fufFicient. 

Ferd.  To  you,  his  Subjecfls, 

That  like  as  your  King  likes ■ 

Aurelia.   But  not  to  Us  ; 
We  muft  weigh  with  our  own  Scale. 

Enter  Gonzaga,  Bertoldo  richly  habited.,  Adcrni. 

This  is  he,  fure  ! 

How  foon  mine  Eye  had  found  him  ! — What  a  Port 

He 
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He  bears  !   how  well  his  Bravery  becomes  him  I 
A  Pris'ncr !  nay,  a  Princely  Suitor,  rather  ! 
But  I'm  too  Aid  den. 

Gcnz.  Madam,  'twas  his  Suit, 
Unfent  for,  to  prefent  his  Service  to  you, 
lire  his  Departure. 

Jtirelia,  With  what  Majefly 
He  bears  himlelF! 

AJlutio.  The  Devil,  I  think,  fupplies  him. 
Ranfom'd  ?  and  thus  rich,  too  ! 

ylurelia.  You  ill  deferve 

[Bertoldo,  kneeling,  kijfes  her  Hand. 
The  Favour  of  our  Hand. — We  are  not  well : 
Give  Us  more  Air.  \_Sbe  defcends  fuddenly. 

Conz.  What  fudden  Qualm  is  this  ? 

uiurdia.  — That  lifted  yours  againft  me. 

Bert.  Thus,  once  more, 
I  fue  for  Pardon. 

Aurelia.  Sure  his  Lips  are  poifon'd. 
And,  through  thefe  Veins,  force  Paflage  to  my  Heart, 
Which  is  already  feiz'd  upon.  \^Afidt 

Bert.  I  wait,  Madam, 
To  know  what  your  Commands  are  j  my  Defigns 
Exad  me  in  another  Place. 

Aurelia.  Before 
You  have  our  Licence  to  depart  ?     If  Manners, 
Civility  of  Manners  cannot  teach  you 
T'  attend  our  Leifure,  I  muft  tell  you.  Sir, 
That  you  are  ftill  our  Priforter  i  nor  had  you 
Commiffion  to  free  him. 

Conz.  How's  this,  Madam  ? 

Aurelia.  You  were  my  Subftitute,  and  wanted  Powers 
Without  my  Warrant,  to  difpofe  of  him. 
I  will  pay  back  his  Ranfom  ten  times  over. 
Rather  than  quit  my  Ititcreft. 

Bert.  This  is 
Againft  the  Law  of  Arms. 

Aurelia.  But  not  of  Love  \  [JJidt\ 

Why.,  hath  your  Entertainment,  Sir,  been  fuch 

In 
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In  your  Reftraint,  that,  with  the  Wings  of  Fear, 
You  would  fly  from  it  ? 

Bert.  I  know  no  Man,  Madam, 
Enamour'd  of  his  Fetters,  or  delighting 
In  Cold  or  Hunger,  or  that  would  in  Reafon 
Prefer  Straw  in  a  Dungeon,  before 
A  Down  Bed  in  a  Palace. 

Aurelia.  How  ! — Come  nearer  \ 
Was  his  Ufage  fuch  ? 

Gonz.  Yes  ;  and  it  had  been  wcrfe. 
Had  I  forefeen  this. 

Aurelia.  O  thou  mif-fhap'd  Monfter  ! 
In  thee  it  is  confirm'd,  that  fuch  as  have 
No  Share  in  Nature's  Bounties,  know  no  Pity 
To  fuch  as  have  'em.     Look  on  him  with  my  Eyes, 
And  anfwer  then,  whether  this  were  a  Man 
Whofe  Cheeks  of  lovely  Fulnefs  fliould  be  made 
A  Prey  to  meagre  Famine  ?  or  thefe  Eyes, 
Whofe  every  Glance  ftore  Cupid's  empty'd  Quiver, 
To  be  dim'd  with  tedious  Watching  ;  or  thefe  Lips, 
Thefe  ruddy  Lips,  of  whofe  frefh  Colour,  Cherries 
And  Rofes  were  biit  Copies,  fliould  grow  pale 
For  want  of  Nedar  ?  or  thefe  Legs  that  bear 
A  Burthen  of  more  Worth,  than  is  fupported 
By  Atlas'  weary'd  Shoulders,  fliould  be  cramp'd 
With  the  Weight  of  Iron  ?  Oh,  I  could  dwell  ever 
On  this  Defcription  ! 

Bert.  Is  this  in  Derlfion, 
Or  Pity,  of  me  ? 

Aurelia:  In  your  Charity 
Believe  me  innocent.     Now  you  are  my  Prifoner, 
You  fliall  have  fairer  Quarter  \  you  will  lliame 
The  Place  where  you  have  been,  fhould  you  now  leave  it 
Before  you  are  recover'd.     I'll  conduft  you 
To  more  convenient  Lodgings,  and  it  fliall  be 
My  Care  to  cherifli  you.     Repine  who  dare  •, 
It  is  our  Will.     You'll  follow  me  .'' 

Bert.  To  the  Centre, 
Such  a  Sibylla  guiding  me,    [ExeinU  Aurelia,  Bertoldo. 

Gonz, 
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Gonz.  Who  fpeaks  firft  ? 

Ferd.  We  (land,  as  we  had  feen  Medufa\  Head  ! 

Pierio.  I  know  not  what  to  think,  I'm  fo  amaz'd  ! 

Rodcr.  Amaz'd!  I'm  thunderftruck ! 

Jacomo.  We  are  enchanted. 
And  this  is  fomc  IlKifion. 

Jdorni.  Heav'n  forbid  ! 
In  dark  Defpair,  it  fliews  a  Beam  of  Hope. 
Contain  thy  Joy,  Adorni. 

y/jJiitio.  Such  a  Princefs, 
And  of  fo  long  experienc'd  Rcfcrvednefs 
Break  forth,  and  on  the  fudden,  into  Flafhes 
Of  more  than  doubted  Loofenefs  ! 

Go;iz.  They  come  again, 
— Smihng,  as  I  hve  :   His  Arm  circling  her  Waift  — 
— I  fhall  run  mad  : — Some  Fury  hath  poffefs'd  her. 
If  I  fpeak,  I  may  be  blafted.     Ha!— I'll  mumble 
A  Prayer  or  two,  and  crofs  mylelf,  and  then. 
Though  the  Devil  fart  Fire,  have  at  him. 

Enter  Bertoldo  and  Aurelia. 

Aurelia.  Let  not,  Sir, 
The  Violence  of  my  Paffions  nourifli  in  you 
An  ill  Opinion  •,  or,  grant  my  Carriage 
Out  of  the  Road,  and  Garb  of  private  Women, 
'Tis  dill  done  with  Decorum.     As  I  am 
A  Princefs,  what  I  do,  is  above  Cenfure, 
And  to  be  imitated. 

Bert.  Gracious  Madam, 
Vouchfafe  a  little  Paufe  •,  for  I  am  fo  rap'd 
Beyond  myfelf,  that,  'till  I  have  colleded 
My  fcatter'd  Faculties,  I  cannot  tender 
My  Reiblution. 

Aurelia.  Confider  of  it, 
I  vail  not  be  long  from  you. 

[Bertoldo  walking  hy^  mufing. 

Gonz. 


THE    MAID  OF   HONOUR.      433 
Gonz.  Pray  I  cannot. 
This  curfed  Objed  ftrangles  my  Devotion  : 
I  muft  fpeak,  or  I  burft.     Pray  you,  fair  Lady, 
If  you  can   n  Courtely,  dired  me  to 
TJie  chafte  Aurelia. 

Aurelia.  Are  you  blind  ?  Who  are  We  ? 

Gonz.  Another  kind  of  Thing.     Her  Bio  od  was  go 
vern'd 
By  her  Difcretion,  and  not  rul'd  her  Reafon  : 
The  Reverence  and  Majefty  of  Juno 
Shin'd  in  her  Looks,  and,  coming  to  the  Camp, 
Appear'd  a  fecond  Pallas.     I  can  fee 
No  fuch  Divinities  in  you  : '  If  I 
Without  Offence  may  fpeak  my  Thoughts,  you  are, 
As't  were,  a  wanton  Helen. 

Aurelia.  Good  ;  e'er  long, 
You  (hall  know  me  better. 

Gonz.  Why,  if  you  are  Aurelia,     ' 
How  fhall  I  difpofe  of  the  Soldier  ? 

Afiutio.  May  it  pleafe  you 
To  haften  my  Difpatch  ? 

Aurelia.  Prefer  your  Suits 
Unto  Bertoldo  ;  we  will  give  him  Hearing, 
And  you'll  find  him  your  beft  Advocate.  \^Exit  Aurelia. 

Jftutio.  This  is  rare  ! 

Gonz.  What  are  we  come  to  } 

Roder.  Grown  up  in  a  Moment 
A  Favourite ! 

Ferd.  He  does  take  State  already. 

Ben.  No,  no,  it  cannot  be  1 — yet,  but  Camiola, 
There  is  no  Stop  between  me  and  a  Crown  : 
■ — Then  my  Ingratitude  !  a  Sin  in  which 
All  Sins  are  comprehended  !  aid  me,  Virtue, 
Or  I  am  loft.  [AJde. 

Gonz.  May  it  pleafe  your  Excellence 
— Second  me,  Sir. 

BerL  Then  my  fo  horrid  Oaths, 
And  hell-deep  Imprecations  made  againft  it.        [Ajide, 

Vol.  II.  E  9  AJlutig. 
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JJltitio.  The  King,  your  Brother,  will  thank  you  for 
th'  Advancement 
Of  his  AffiiiTs 

Bert.   And  yet  who  can  hold  out 
Againft  fuch  Batteries,  as  her  Power  and  Greatnefs 
Raife  up  againft  my  weak  Defences!  [^Afide. 

Gonz.  Sir, 

Enter  Aurelia. 

Do  you  dream  waking  ? — Slight,  Ihe's  here  again. 

Bert.  Walks  fhe  on  woollen  Feet ! 

Jurelia.  You  dwell  too  long 
In  your  Deliberation,  and  come 
With  a  Cripple's  Pace  to  that  which  you  fhould  fly  to. 

Bert.  It  is  confefs'd :  Yet,  why  fhould  I,  to  win 
From  you,  that  hazard  all  to  my  poor  nothing. 
By  falfe  Play  fend  you  ofF  a  Lofer  from  me  ? 
I'm  already  too  too  much  engag'd 
To  th'  King  my  Brother's  Anger;  and  who  knows 
But  that  his  Doubts,  and  politick  Fears,  fhould  you 
Make  me  his  Equal,  may  draw  War  upon 
Your  Territories  ;  were  that  Breach  made  up, 
I  fhould  with  Joy  embrace,  what  now  I  fear 
To  touch  but  with  due  Rev'rence. 

Aurelia.  That  Hind'rance 
Is  eafily  remov'd.     I  owe  the  King 
For  a  Royal  Vifit,  which  I  llraight  will  pay  him. 
And  having  firft  reconcil'd  you  to  his  Favour, 
A  Difpenlacion  fhail  meet  with  us, 

Bert.  I  am  wholly  yours. 

Aurelia.  On  this  Book  feal  it. 

Gonz.  What  Hand  and  Lip  too  >  Then  the  Bargain's 
fure. 
You've  no  Employment  for  me  ? 

Aurelia.  Yes,  Gonzaga ; 
Provide  a  Royal  Ship. 

Gonz.  A  Ship  .?  Saint  John  f 
Whither  are  we  bound,  now  I 
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Atirelia.  You  iTiall  know  hereafter. 
My  LorJ,  your  Pardon,  for  my  too  much  trenching 
Upon  your  Patience. 

Adorni.  Camioia —  [JVhifpers  to  Bertoldo, 

Aurelia.  How  do  you  ? 

Bert.  Jndifpofed  ;  but  I  attend  you.  {^Exeunt, 

Adorni.  The  heavy  Curfe  that  waits  on  Perjury, 
And  foul  Inp-ratitude,  purfue  thee,  ever  ! 
Yet  why  from  me  this  ?  In  this  Breach  of  Faith 
My  Loyalty  finds  Reward  !   what  poifons  him, 
Proves  Mithridate  to  me  '*  I  have  perform'd 
All  fhe  commanded  punftually,  and  now, 
In  the  clear  Mirrour  of  my  Truth,  fhe  may 
Behold  his  Falfhood.     O  that  I  had  Wings 
To  bear  me  to  Palermo !  this,  once  knov^n, 
Muft  change  her  Love  into  a  juft  Difdain, 
And  work  her  to  Compaflion  of  my  Pain,  lExif» 

SCENE    V. 

Camiola'j  Houfe. 
Sylli,  Camioia,  Clarinda,  at  federal  Doors. 

Sylli.  Undone  !  undone ! — poor  I,  that  whilome  was 
The  Top  and  Ridge  of  my  Houfe,  am,  on  thq  fudden, 
Turn*d  to  the  pitituileft  Animal 
O'  th'  Lineage  of  the  Syllies ! 

Camioia.  What's  the  Matter  ? 

Syili.  The  King— break  Girdle,  break  ! 

Camioia.  Why,  what  of  him  ? 

Sylli.  Hearing  how  far  you  doted  on  my  Perfon, 
Growng  envious  of  my  Happinefs,  and  knowing 
His  Brother,  nor  his  Favourite  Fulgentio., 
Could  get  a  Sheep's  Eye  from  you,  I  being  prefent. 

What  poifo? 


P reeves  Mithridate  to  me,  ScC. 
Mithridate  (called  after  its  Inventor,  Mithridate,  King  of  Pontus)  a 
Confedion,  that  is  a  fpecial  Preiervative  againft  Poifon, 

E  e  2  Is 
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Is  come  himfelf  a  Suitor,  with  the  Awl 
Of  his  Authority  to  bore  my  Nole, 
And  take  you  trom  mc — Oh,  oh,  oh! 

CamioLi.  Do  not  roar  fo  : 
The  King  ? 

Sylli.  'J'he  King  :  Yet  loving  Sylli  is  not 
So  lorry  for  his  own,  as  your  Misfortune  ; 
If  the  Kingfliould  carry  you,  or  you  bear  him. 
What  a  Loler  fliould  you  be  ?  He  can  but  make  you 
A  Queen,  and  what  a  fimple  Thing  is  that 
To  th'  being  my  lawful  Spoufe.     The  World  can  never 
Afford  you  fuch  a  Hufband. 

Camiola.  I  believe  you. 
But  how  are  you  fure  the  King  is  fo  inclin'd  ? 
Did  not  you  dream  this  ? 

Sylli.  With  thefe  Eyes  I  faw  him 
Difmifs  his  Train,  and  'lighting  from  his  Coach, 
Whifper  Fulgentio  in  the  Ear. 

Camiola.  It  fo, 
I  guefs  the  Bufinefs. 

Sylli.  It  can  be  no  other 
But  to  give  me  the  Bob,  that  being  a  Matter 
Of  main  Importance. — Yonder  they  are,  I  dare  not 

Enter  Roberto,  Fulgentio. 

Be.  feen,  I  am  fo  defperate  !  if  you  forfake  me. 
Send  me  Word,  that  I  may  provide  a  Willow-Garland, 
To  wear,  when  I  drown  myfelf.     O  Sylli,  O  Sylli. 

[Exii  crying. 

Ful.  It  will  be  worth  your  Pains,  Sir,  to  obferve 
The  Conftancy  and  Bravery  of  her  Spirit. 
Though  great  Men  tremble  at  your  Frowns,  1  dare 
Hazard  my  Head,  yourMajefty,  fet  off 
With  Terror,  cannot  fright  ber. 

Rober.  May  ihe  anfwer 
My  Expectation. 

Fulgen.  There  fhe  is 

Ca-m.  My  Knees  thus 

Bent 
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Bent  to  the  Earth  (while  my  Vows  are  fent  upward 
For  th'  Safety  of  my  Sov'reign)  pay  the  Duty 
Due  for  lb  great  an  Honour,  in  this  Favour 
Done  to  your  humbiefl  Hand-maid. 

Rober.  You  miftake  me, 
I  come  not  (Lady)  that  you  may  report 
The  King,  to  do  you  Honour,  made  your  Houfe * 
(He  being  there)  his  Court ;  but  to  corred: 
Your  ftubborn  Difobedience.     A  Pardon, 
For  that,  could  you  obtain  it,  were  well  purchas'd 
With  this  Humility. 

Camioh.  A  Pardon,  Sir? 
'Till  I  am  confcious  of  an  Offence, 
I  will  not  wrong  my  Innocence  to  beg  one, 
What  is  my  Crime,  Sir  ? 

Rokr.  Look  on  him  I  favour. 
By  your  fcorn'd  and  negleded. 

Camiola.  Is  that  all.  Sir  ? 

Rokr.  No,  Minion;  though   that    were  too  much. 
How  can  you 
Anfwer  the  fetting  on  your  defp'rate  Bravo 
To  murther  him  ? 

Camiola.  With  your  Leave,  I  muft  not  kneel,  Sir, 
While  I  reply  to  this :  But  thus  rife  up 
In  my  Defence,  and  tell  you  as  a  Man 
(Since  when  you  are  unjuft,  the  Deity 
Which  you  may  challenge  as  a  King,  parts  from  you) 
'Twas  never  read  in  Holy  Writ,  or  moral. 
That  Subjeds  on  their  Loyalty  were  oblig'd 
To  love  their  Sov'reign's  Vices  ;  your  Grace,  Sir, 
To  fuch  an  Undeferver  is  no  Virtue. 

Fulgen.  What  think  you  now,  Sir  ? 

Camiola.  Say  you  (hould  love  Wine, 
You  being  the  King,  and  'caufe  I  am  your  Subjed, 
Muft  I  be  ever  drunk  ?  Tyrants,  not  Kings, 
By  Violence,  from  humble  Vaflals  force 
The  Liberty  of  their  Souls.     I  could  not  love  him. 

*  Courts  make  not  Kings,  but  Kings  Courts. 

DENHAJrt. 

E  e  3  And 
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And  to  compel  Affe6lion,  as  I  take  it,    . 
Is  not  found  in  your  Prerogative. 

Rober.  Excellenc  Virgin! 
How  1  admire  her  Coiihdence!  [Afide, 

Camiola.  He  complains 
Of  Wrong  done  him  :   But,  be  no  more  a  King, 
Unlefs  you  do  me  right.     Burn  your  Decrees, 
And  of'  your  Laws  and  Statutes  make  a  Fire 
To  thaw  the  frozen  Numbnefs  of  Delinquents, 
If  he  efcape  unpuniili'd.     Do  your  EdicSis 
Call  It  Death  in  any  Man  that  breaks  into 
Another's  Houfe  to  rob  him,  though  of  Trifles, 
And  ihall  Ful^entio^  your  Fulgentio  live  ? 
Who  hath  committed  more  than  Sacrilege 
In  the  Pollutioi  of  my  clear  Fame 
By  his  malicious  Slanders. 

Rober.  Have  you  done  this  ? 
Anfwer  truly  on  your  Life. 

Irulgen.  In  the  Heat  of  Blood 
Some  fuch  Thing  I  reported. 
Rcber.  Out  of  my  Sight ! 
For  I  vow,  if  by  true  Penitence  thou  win  not 
This  injur'd  Lady  to  fue  out  thy  Pardon, 
Thy  Gravels  digg'd  already. 
Fulgen.  By  my  own  Folly 
I've  made  a  fair  Hand  oft,  [Exit  Fulgentio. 

Rober,  You  fhall  know,  Lady, 
While  I  wear  a  Crown,  Juftice  fhall  ufe  her  Sword 
To  cut  Offenders  off,  though  neareft  to  us. 

Camiola.  I,  now  you  fhew  whofe  Deputy  you  arc. 
If  now  I  bathe  your  Feet  with  Tears,  it  cannot 
Be  cenfur'd  Superllition. 
Rober.  You  muft  rife. 
Rife  in  our  Favour,  and  Protedion  ever :       [Kijfes  her, 
Camiola.  Happy  are  Subjects!  when  the  Prince  is  dill 
Guided  by  Juilice,  not  his  paffionate  Will,       [Exeunt, 


'The  End  of  the  Fourth  A^, 


ACT 
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ACT     V.        SCENE     I. 

Camiola'j  Houfe. 

Camilla,  Sylli. 

Camiola.  '\T O U  fee  how  tender  I  am  of  the  Quiet 

j[       And  Peace  of  your  AtFeftion,  and  what 
great  ones 
I  put  off  in  your  Favour. 

Sylli.  You  do  wifely. 
Exceeding  wilely  !  and,  when  I  have  faid, 
I  thank  you  for't,  be  happy. 

Camiola.  And  good  Realon, 
In  having  fuch  a  Bleffing. 

Sylli.  When  you  have  it. 
But  the  Bait  is  not  yet  ready.     Stay  the  Time, 
While  I  triumph  by  myfelf— King,  by  your  Leave, 
I  have  wip'd  your  royal  Nofe,  without  a  Napkin, 
You  may  cry. Willow,  Willow!  for  your  Brother, 
I'll  only  fay  go  by.     For  my  fine  Favourite, 
He  may  graze  where  he  pleafe  ;  his  Lips  may  Water 
Like  a  Puppies  o'er  a  frumenty  Pot,  while  Sylli 
Out  of  his  two-leav'd  Cherry-ftone  Dilh  drinks  Ne^iarf 
I  cannot  hold  out  any  longer  •,  Heav'n  forgive  me, 
*Tis  not  the  firitOath,  1  have  broke,  I  muft  take 
A  little  for  a  Preparative.  [Offers  to  kifs  and  embrace  hirl 

Camiola.  By  no  Means. 
If  you  forfwear  yourfelf  we  fhall  not  profper. 
I'll  rather  lofe  my  Longing. 

Sylli.  Pretty  Soul ! 
How  careful  it  is  of  me !  let  me  bufs  yet. 
Thy  little  dainty  Foot  for't :  That,  I'm  fare,  is 
Out  of  my  Oath.  , 

Camiola,  Why.  if  thou  canft  difpenfe  with  t 
So  far,  I'll  not  be  fcrupulous  -,  fuch  a  Favour 

E  e  4  My 
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My  amorous  Shoemaker  fteals. 

Sylli.  O  moll:  rare  Leather !  [Kijfes  her  Shoe  often. 

I  do  begin  at  the  lovveft,  but  in  time 
I  may  grow  higher. 

Qimio/a.  Fie !  you  dwell  too  long  there ; 
Rife,  pry'thee,  rife. 

Syili.  O,  I  am  up  already. 

Enkr  Clarinda  hajiily. 

Camiola.  How  I  abufe  my  Hours! — What  news  with 
thee,  now  ? 

Clar.  Off  with  that  Gown,  'tis  mine  •,  mine  by  your 
Promife : 
Signior  Adorni  is  return'd  !  now  upon  Entrance  -, 
Off  with  it,  off  with  it,  Madam, 

Camiola.  Be  not  fo  hafty  : 
When  I  go  to  Bed,  'tis  thine. 

Syili.  You  have  my  grant  too; 
Bur,  do  you  hear,  Lacy,  though  I  give  Way  to  this. 
You  mull  hereatter  afk  my  Leave  before 
You  part  with  Things  of  Moment, 

Camiola.  Very  good ; 
When  I'm  yours,  I'll  be  govern'd, 

Syili.  Sweet  Obedience  ! 

Enier  Adorni. 

Camiola.  You're  well  return'd 

Adorni.  I  wifh  that  the  Succefs 
Of  my  Service  had  deferv'd  it. 

Camiola.  Lives  Bertoldo  ? 

Adorni.  Yes,  and  return'd  with  Safety. 

Camicla.  'Tis  not,  then, 
In  the  Rower  of  Fate  to  add  to,  or  take  from 
My  per  fed  Happinefs :  And  yet  he  fhould 
Have  made  me  his  firft  Vifit. 

Adorni.  So  I  think  too  j 

But  he 

Sylli. 
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Sylli.  Durft  not  appear,  I  being  prefent: 
That's  his  Excule,  1  warrant  you. 

Camiola.  Speak,  where  is  he  ? 
With  whom  ?  Who  hath  deferv'd  mor^  from  him  ?  Or 
Can  be  of  equal  Merit?  In  this 
Do  not  except  the  King. 

Adorni.  He's  at  the  Palace 
With  the  Dutchefs  of  Sieyia.    One  Coach  brought  'em 

hither, 
Without  a  third.     He's  very  gracious  with  her. 
You  may  conceive  the  reft. 

Camiola.  My  jealous  Fears 
Make  me  to  apprehend. 

Adorni.  Pray  you,  difmifs 
Signior  Wiidom,  and  I'll  make  relation  to  you 
Of  the  Particulars. 

Camiola.  Servant,  I  would  have  you 
To  hafte  unto  the  Court. 

Sylli.  I  will'  out-run 
A  Footman  for  your  Pleafure. 

Camiola.  There  obferve 
The  Dutchefs'  Train  and  Entertainment. 

Sylli.  Fear  not, 
I  will  difcover  all  that  is  of  Weight 
To  the  Liveries  of  her  Pages,  and  her  Footmen. 
This  is  fit  Employment  for  me.  \Ey:it  Sylli. 

Camiola.  Gracious  with 
The  Duchefs !  lure,  you  faid  fo  \ 

Adorni.  1  will  ufe 
All  poffible  Brevity  to  inform  you,  Madam, 
Of  what  was  trufted  to  me,  and  difcharg'd 
With  Faith  and  loyal  Duty. 

Camiola.  I  believe  it  -, 
You  ranfom'd  him,  and  fupply'd  his  Wants — imagine 
That  is  already  fpoken  ;  and  what  Vows 
Of  Service  he  made  to  me,  is  apparent  -, 
His  Joy  of  me,  and  Wonder  too  perfpicuous  ; 
Poes  not  your  Story  end  fo  } 

Adorni,  Would  the  End 

Had 
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Had  anfwered  the  Beginning — In  a  Word, 
Ingratitude  and  Perjury  at  the  Height, 
Cannot  exprefs  him. 

CamioliU  Take  heed. 

Adorni.  Truth  is  arm'd 
And  can  defend  itfelf.     It  muft  out.  Madam. 
I  faw  (the  prelence  full)  the  amorous  Dutchefs 
Kifs  and  embrace  him,  on  his  Part  accepted 
With  equal  Ardor,  and  their  wiUing  Hands 
No  Iboner  join'd,  but  a  Remove  was  publilh'd. 
And  put  in  Execution. 

Camiola.  The  Proofs  are 
Too  pregnant. — 0  Bertoldo  ! 

Jdorni.  He's  not  worth 
Your  forrow,  Madam. 

Camiola.  Tell  me,  when  you  faw  this. 
Did  not  you  grieve,  as  I  do  now,  to  hear  it  ? 

Adorni.  His  Precipice  from  Goodnefs  raifing  mine. 
And  ferving  as  a  Foil  to  fet  my  Faith  off, 
I  had  Httle  Reafon. 

Camiola.  In  this  you  confefs 
The  Devillifh  Malice  of  your  Difpofition. 
As  you  were  a  Man,  you  ftood  bound  to  lament  it. 
And  not  in  Flattery  of  your  falfe  Hopes 
To  glory  in  it.     When  good  Men  purfue 
The  Path  mark'd  out  by  Virtue,  the  blelTed  Saints 
With  Joy  look  on  it,  and  Seraphic  Angels 
Clap  their  celeftial  Wrings  in  heav'nly  Plaudits, 
To  fee  a  Scene  of  Grace  fo  well  prefented. 
The  Fiends,  and  Men  made  up  of  envy,  mourning  ; 
Whereas  now,  on  the  contrary,  as  far 
As  their  Divinity  can  partake  of  PafTion, 
With  me  they  weep,  beholding  a  fair  Temple  ; 
Built  in  Bertoldo' %  Loyalty,  turn'd  to  A  flies 
By  the  Flames  of  his  Inconflancy,  the-damn'd 
Rejoicing  in  the  Objed. — 'Tis  not  well 
In  you,  Adorhi. 

Adorni.  What  a  temper  dwells 
In  this  rare  Virgin,— Can  you  pity  him  \Afide 

That 
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That  hath  fhewn  none  to  you  ? 

Camiola.  1  muft  not  be 
Cruel  by  his  Example,  You,  perhaps, 
Expe6l  now  I  fliould  leek  Recovery 
Of  what  I  have  loft  by  I'ears,  and  with  bent  Knees 
Beg  his  Compairion.     No;  my  tow'ring  Vertue, 
From  the  Alturance  of  my  Merit,  fcorns 
To  ftoop  lb  low.     I'll  take  a  nobler  Courfe, 
And,  confident  in  the  Juftice  of  my  Caufe, 
(The  King  his  Brother,  and  new  Miiirels  Judges) 
Ravifli  him  from  her  Arms — You  have  the  Contract 
In  which  he  fwore  to  marry  her  ? 

Adorni.  'Tis  here.  Madam.  [Hufband, 

Camiola.   He    fliall    be,    then,    againft  his   will    my 
And  when  1  have  him,  I'll  fo  ufe  him — Doubt  not. 
But  that,  your  Honefty  being  unqueftion'd ; 
This  Writing  with  your  Teftimony  clears  all. 

Adorni.  And  buries  me  m  the  dark  Mifts  of  Error. 

Comioia.  I'll  prefendy  to  Court,  pray  you,  give  Order 
For  my  Coach. 

Adorni.  A  Cart  for  me  were  fitter. 
To  hurry  me  to  th'  Gallows  {Exit  Adorni. 

Camiola.  O  falfc  iVIe/i  I 
Inconftant !  perjur'd!   My  good  Angel,  help  me 
In  thefe  my  Extremities ! 

Enter  Sylli. 

Sylli.  If  you  ever  will  fee  a  brave  Sight, 
Lofe  it  not  now.     Bertoldo  and  the  Dutchefs 
Are  prefently  to  be  married.     There*s  fuch  Pomp 
And  Preparation. 

Camiola.  If  I  marry,  *tis 
This  Day,  or  never. 

Sylli.  Why,  with  all  my  Heart ; 
Though  I  break  this,  I'll  keep  the  next  Oath  I  make. 
And  then  it  is  quit. 

Camiola.  Follow  me  to  my  Cabinet  -, 
You  know  my  Confeflbr,  Father  Paulo  ? 

Sylli. 
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Sylli.  Yes :  Shall  he 
Do  the  Feat  for  us  ? 

Camiola.  I  will  give  in  Writing 
Directions  to  him,  and  attire  myielf 
Like  a  Virgin-bride,  and  ibmething  I  will  do 
That  fhall  deferve  Men's  Praife  and  Wonder  too. 

Sylli.  And  I,  to  make  all  know  I  am  not  (hallow, 
Will  have  my  Points  of  Cochineal  and  Yellow.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     II. 

The  Palace  at  Palermo. 

Loud  Mujick. 

Roberto,  Bertoldo,  Aurelia,  Aftutio,  Gonzaga,  Rode- 
rigo,  lacomo,  Pierio,  Bifhop,  with  Attendants. 

Rober.  Had  your  Divifion  been  greater.  Madam, 
Your  Clemency,  (the  Wrong  being  done  to  you) 
In  Pardon  of  it,  like  the  Rod  of  Concord, 
Muft  make  a  perfed  Union,  once  more 
With  a  brotherly  Affedion  we  receive  you 
Into  our  Favour.     Lee -it  be  your  Study 
Hereafter  to  deferve  this  BlefTing,  far 
Beyond  your  Merit. 

Bert.  As  the  Princefs,  Grace 
To  me  is  without  Limit,  my  Endeavours 
With  all  Obfequioufncfs  to  ferve  her  Pleafures 
Shall  know  no  Bounds  •,  nor  will  I,  being  made 
Her  Hufband,  forget  the  Duty  that 
I  owe  her  as  a  Servant, 

Aureila.  I  expe6l  not 
But  fair  Equality,  fince  I  well  know. 
If  that  Superiority  be  due, 

'Tis  not  to  me.  When  you  are  made  my  Confort, 
All  the  Prerogatives  of  my  high  Birth  cancell'd, 
I'll  pradice  the  Obedience  of  a  Wife, 
And  freely  pay  it.     Queens  themfelves,  if  they 
Make  Choice  of  their  Inferiors,  only  aiming 

To 
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To  feed  their  fenllial  Appetites,  and  to  reign 
Over  their  Hu (bands,  in  fome  Kind  commit 
Authoriz'd  Whoredom  ,  nor  will  I  be  guilty. 
In  my  Intent  of  fuch  a  Crime. 

Gonz.  This  done. 
As  it  is  promis'd.  Madam,  may  well  ftand  for 
A  Precedent  to  great  Women  :  But,  when  once 
The  griping  Hunger  of  Defire  is  cloy'd, 
(And  the  poor  Fool,  advanc'd,  brought  on  his  Knees) 
Moll  of  your  Eagle-Breed,  I'll  not  fay  all, 
(Ever  excepting  youj  challenge  again, 
What  in  hot  Blood  they  parted  from. 

Aurelia.  You  are  ever 
An  Enemy  of  our  Sex,  but  you,  I  hope.  Sir, 
Have  better  Thoughts. 

Bert.  I  dare  not  entertain 
An  ill  one  of  your  Goodnefs. 

Roher.  To  my  Power 
I  will  enable  him,  to  prevent  all  Danger 
Envy  can  raife  againft  your  Choice.     One  Word  more 
Touching  the  Articles. 

Enter  Fulgentio^  Camiola,  Sylli,  Adorni. 

Fulgen.  In  you  alone 
Lie  all  my  Hopes  -,  you  can  or  kill  or  fave  me  ; 
But  pity  in  you  will  become  you  better, 
(Though,  I  confefs,  in  jullice  'tis  deny'd  ftie) 
Then  too  much  Rigour. 

Camiola.  I  will  make  your  Peace 
As  far  as  it  lies  in  me  ;  but  mult  firfl 
Labour  to  right  myfelf. 

Aurelia.  Or  add  or  alter 
What  you  think  fit.    In  him  I  have  my  all, 
Heav'n  make  me  thankful  for  him. 

Roher.  On  to  the  Temple. 

Camiola.  Stay,  Royal  Sir,  and,  as  you  are  a  King, 
Ere£t  one  here,  in  doing  Juftice  to 
Aninjur'd  Maid. 

Aunlia, 
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Aurelia.  How's  this  ? 

Bert.  O  I  am  Blafted  !  [PromptneJ? 

Rcber.  I  have  giv'n  Tome  Proof,  fweet  Lady,  of  my 
To  do  you  Right,  you  need  not,  thertfore,  doubt  me; 
And  rcll  afTui'd,  that,  this  great  Work  difpatch'd. 
You  fliall  have  Audience  and  Satisfadion 
To  all  you  can  demand. 

Camiola.  To  do  me  Juftice 
Exads  your  prefent  Care,  and  can  admit 
Of  no  Delay.     If  ere  my  Caufe  be  heard. 
In  Favour  of  your  Brother,  you  go  on.  Sir, 
Your  Scepter  cannot  right  me.     He's  the  Man^ 
The  guilty  Man,  whom  I  accufe,  and  you 
Stand  bound  in  Duty,  as  you  are  Supreme, 
To  be  impartial.     Since  you  are  a  Judge, 
As  a  Delinquent  look  on  him,  and  not 
As  on  a  Brother,  Juftice  painted  blind. 
Infers,  her  Minifters  are  oblig'd  to  hear 
The  Caufe  and  Truth,  the  Judge  determine  of  it; 
And  not  fway'd,  or  by  Favour  or  Affedlion, 
By  afalfe  Glofs,  or  wreft:ed  Comment,  alter 
The  true  Intent,  and  Letter  of  the  Law. 

Roder.  Nor  will  I,  Madam, 

Aurelia.  You  feem  troubled.  Sir, 

Gonz.  His  Colour  changes  too. 

Camiola.  The  Alteration. 
Grows  from  his  Guilt.     The  Goodr.efs  of  my  Caufe 
Begets  fuch  Confidence  in  me,  that  I  bring 
No  hir'd  Tongue  to  plead  for  me,  that  with  gay 
Rhetorical  Flourilhes  may  palliate 
That  which,  ftripp'd  naked,  will  appear  deform'd. 
I  ftand  here  mine  own  Advocate-,  and  my  Truth, 
Deliver'd  in  the  plaineft:  Language,  will 
Make  good  itfelf  •,  nor  will  1,  if  the  King 
Give  Suffrage  to  it,  but  admit  of  you, 
My  greateft  Enemy,  and  this  Stranger  Prince, 
To  fit  AfTiftants  with  him. 

Aurelia.  I  ne'er  wrong'd  you. 

Cam,  In  your  Knowledge  of  the  Injury,  I  believe  it  •, 

Nor 
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Nor  will  you  in  your  Juftice,  when  you  arc 
Acquainted  with  my  Intereft  in  this  Man 
Which  I  lay  claim  to. 

Rober.  Let  us  take  our  Seats, 
What  is  your  Title  to  him  ? 

Camiola.  By  this  Contract, 
Seal'd  folemnly  before  a  reverend  Man, 
I  challenge  him  for  my  Hufband. 

Sylli.  Ha  !  was  I 
Sent  for  the  Frier,  for  this  ?  O  Sylli !  Sylli ! 
Some  Cordial,  or  I  faint ! 

Rokr.  This  Writing  is 
Authentical. 

Aurelia.  But  done  in  Heat  of  Blood, 
(Charm'd  by  her  Flatt'ries,  as,  no  doubt,  he  was) 
To  be  difpens'd  with. 

Ferd.  Add  this,  if  you  pleafe. 
The  Diftance  and  Difparity  between 
Their  Births  and  Fortunes. 

Camiola.  What  can  Innocence  hope  for. 
When  fuch  as  fit  her  Judges,  are  corrupted  ! 
Difparity  of  Birth,  or  fortune,  urge  you  ? 
Or  Syren  Charms  ?  or,  at  his  beft,  in  me. 
Wants  to  deferve  him  ?  Call  fome  few  Days  back. 
And,  as  he  was,  confider  him,  and  you 
Muft  grant  him  my  Inferior.     Imagine 
You  faw  him  now  in  fetters,  with  his  Honour, 
His  Liberty  loft  •,  with  her  black  Wings  Defpair 
Circling  his  Miferies,  and  this  Gonzago 
Trampling  on  his  Afflidions  j  the  great  Sum 
Propofed  for  his  Redemption  -,  the  King 
Forbidding  Payment  of  it ;  his  near  Kinfmen, 
With  his  protefting  Followers  and  Friends, 
Falling  off  from  him  ;  by  the  whole  World  forfaken  % 
Dead  to  all  Hope,  and  buried  in  the  Grave 
Of  his  Calamities  ;  and  then  weigh  duly 
W^hat  ihe  deferv'd  (whofe  Merits  now  arc  doubted) 
That  as  his  better  Angel  in  her  Bounties 
Appear'd  unto  him,  his  great  Ranfom  pay'd  ; 


His 
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His  Wants,  and  with  a  prodigal  Hand,  fupply'd } 
Whether,  then,  being  my  manumifed  Slave, 
He  ow'd  not  himielf  to  me  ? 

Aurelia.  Is  this  true  ? 

Rober.  In  his  Silence  'tis  acknowledg'd. 

Gonz.  If  you  want 
A  Witnefs  to  this  Purpofc,  I'll  depofe  it. 

Camiola.  If  I  have  dvvelt  too  long  on  my  Defervi  i 
To  this  unthankful  Man,  pray  you  pardon  me-. 
The  Caufe  requir'd  it.     And,  though  now  I  add 
A  little,  in  my  Painting  to  the  Life 
His  barbarous  Ingratitude,  to  deter 
Others  from  Imitation,  let  it  meet  with 
A  fair  Interpretation.     This  Serpent, 
Frozen  to  Numbnefs,  was  no  Iboner  warnVd 
In  the  Bofom  of  my  Pity  and  Compaffion, 
But,  in  Return,  he  ruin'd  his  Preferver, 
The  Prints,  the  Irons  had  made  in  his  Flefli, 
Still. ulcerous  •,  but  all  that  I  had  done 
(My  Benefits  in  Sand,  or  Water  written)  '^ 
As  they  had  never  been,  no  more  remember'd  : 
And  on  what  Ground,  but  his  ambitious  Hopes 
To  gain  this  Duchefs'  Favour. 

Aurelia.  Yes  -,  the  Objeft 
(Look  on  it  better.  Lady)  may  excufe 
The  Charge  of  his  Affeftion. 

Cajjiiola.  The  Obje<ft  ? 
In  what  ?  forgive  me,  Modefty,  if  I  fay 
You  look  upon  your  Form  in  the  falfe  Glafs 
Of  Flatt'ry  and  Self-love,  and  that  deceives  you. 
That  you  were  a  Dutchefs,  as  I  take  it,  was  not 
Charader'd  on  your  Face,  and,  that  not  feen. 
For  other  Feature,  make  all  thefe,  that  are 
Experienc'd  in  Women,  judges  of  'em  ; 
And,  if  they  are  not  Parafites,  they  muft  grant 

» 9   My  Benefits  in  Sand,  or  Water  Written. 
Thus  in  Shake/pear  s  Henry  VUl. 

Men's  Evil  Manners  live  in  Brafs ;  their  Virtnes 

We  write  in  Water.  ACT.  IV. 

For 
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For  Beauty  witliout  Art,  though  you  ftorm  at  it, 
I  mav  take  the  Right-Hand  File. 

Gonz.  Well  faid,  F  faith  ! 
I  fee  fair  Women  on  no  Terms  will  yield 
Priority  in  Beauty. 

Camiola.  Down,  proud  Heart ! 
Why  do  I  rife  up  in  Defence  of  that, 
Which,  in  my  cherifhing  of  it,  hath  Undone  me  1 
No,  Madam,  I  recant  j — You  are  all  Beauty, 
Goodnefs  and  Virtue  j  and  poor  I  not  worthy 
As  a  Foil  to  fet  you  off;  Enjoy  your  Conqueft ; 
But  do  not  tyrannize.     Yet,  as  I  am 
In  my  Lownefs  from  your  Height,  you  may  look  on  me. 
And  in  your  Suffrage  to  me,  make  him  know 
That,  though  to  all  Men  elfe  I  did  appear 
The  Shame  and  Scorn  of  Women,"  He  ftands  bound 
To  hold  me  as  her  Mafter-piece. 

Rcber.  By  my  Life, 
You've  fnew'n  yourfelf  of  fuch  an  abje6t  Temper, 
So  poor,  and  low-condition'd,  as  I  grieve  for 
Your  Nearnefs  to  me. 

Ferd.  I  am  chang'd  in  my 
Opinion  of  you,  Lady^  and  profefs 
The  Virtues  of  your  Mind,  an  ample  Fortune 
For  an  abfolute  Monarch. 

Gonz.  Since  you  are  refolv'd 
To  damn  yourfelf,  in  your  forfaking  of 
Your  noble  Order  for  a  Woman,  do  it  [meet  not 

For  this.     You  may  fearch  through   the  World,   and 
With  fuch  another  Ph^nix. 

Aurelia.  On  the  Sudden 
I  ^tz\  all  Fires  of  Love  quench'd  in  the  Vy'ater 

2  o   . ^ /  ^ii  appear. 

The  Shame  and  Scorn  of  l'Vo7?ien, 
This  is  the  P,.eading  of  all  the  OJd  Copies,  but  I  imagine  it  is  faife, 
and  that  we  ought  to  read. 

■ I  did  appear. 

The  Shame  and  Scorn  (5/"Nature. 
What  ftrengthens  this  Suppoiition,  is  the  Lines  following,  which 
jnakes  the  Senfe  entire. 

Vol.  II.  F  f  Of 
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Of  CompafTion. — Make  your  Peace;  you  have 

My  free  Confent  •,  for  here  I  do  difclaim 

All  Infreft  in  you  :   And,  to  further  your 

Defires,  fair  Maid,  compos'd  of  Worth  and  Honour, 

The  Difpenfation  procur'd  by  me, 

Freeing  ^fr/^A/^  from  his  Vow,  makes  Way 

To  your  Fnibraces. 

Bert.  Oh,  how  have  I  flray'd. 
And  wilfully,  out  ot  the  noble  Track 
Mark'd  me  by  Virtue !  'Till  now,  I  was  never 
Truly  a  Prifoner.     To  excufe  my  late 
Captivity,  I  might  allege  the  Malice 
Of  Fortune  ;  you,  that  conquer'd  me,  confefTing 
Courage  in  my  Defence  was  no  Way  wanting. 
But  now  I  have  fiirrender'd  up  my  Strengths 
Into  the  Power  of  Vice,  and  on  my  Forehead 
Branded  with  mine  own  Hand,  in  Capital  Letters, 
Difloyal  and  ingrateful.     Though  barr'd  from 
Human  Society,  and  hifs'd  into 
Some  Defert  ne'er  yet  haunted  with  the  Curies 
Of  Men  and  Women,  fitting  as  a  Judge 
Upon  my  guilty  felf,  I  mufl  confefs 
It  juftly  falls  upon  me  ;  and  one  Tear, 
Shed  in  Compaffion  of  my  Suff 'rings,  more 
I'han  I  can  hope  for. 

Cardiola.  This  Compunftion 
For  th'  WroPig  that  you  have  done  me,  tho'  you  fhould 
Fix  here,  and  your  true  Sorrow  move  no  farther, 
Will,  in  refpeft  I  loy'd  once,  make  thefe  Eyes 
Two  Springs  of  Sorrow  for  you. 

Bert.  In  your  Pity 
My  Cruelty  fhevvs  more  monftrous  :  Yet  I  am  not. 
Though  moft  ingrateful,  grown  to  fuch  a  Height 
Of  Impudence,  as  in  my  Wifhes  only 
To  afk  your  Pardon.     If,  as  now  I  fall 
Proftrate  before  your  Feet,  you  will  vouchfafe 
To  aft  your  own  Revenge,  treading  upon  me 
As  a  Viper  eating  through  the  Bowels  of 
Your  Benefits,  to  v/hom,  with  Liberty, 

I  owe 
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I  owe  my  Being,  'twill  take  from  the  Burthen 
That  now  is  inlupportable. 

Catniola.  Pray  you,  rife  -, 
As  I  wifh  Peace  and  Quiet  to  my  Soul, 
I  do  forgive  you  heartily.     Yet,  excufe  me. 
Though  I  deny  myfelf  a  BlefTing  that, 
By  the  Favour  of  the  Dutchefs  feconded. 
With  your  Submiflion  is  offer*d  to  me. 
Let  not  the  Reafon  I  allege  for't  grieve  you^ 
You  have  been  falfe  once. — I  have  done  :  and  if. 
When  I  am  married  (as  this  Day  I  will  be) 
As  a  perfed:  Sign  of  your  Atonement  with  me. 
You  wifh  me  Joy,  I  will  receive  it  for 
Full  Satisfaction  of  all  Obligations 
In  which  you  ftand  bound  to  me. 

Bert.  I  will  do  it* 
And,  what's  more,  in  Defpite  of  Sorrow,  live 
To  fee  myfelf  undone,  beyond  all  Hope 
To  be  made  up  again. 

Sylli.  My  Blood  begins 
To  come  to  my  Heart  again* 

Camiola.  Pray  you,  Signior  Sylli^ 
Call  in  the  holy  Frier.     He's  prepar'd 
For  finifhing  the  Work. 

Sylli.  I  knew  I  was 
The  Man.     Heaven  make  me  thankful ! 

Roher.  Who  is  this  ? 

AJlutio.  His  Father  was  the  Banker  of  Palermo  : 
And  this  the  Heir  of  his  great  Wealth. — His  Wifdom 
Was  not  hereditary, 

Sylli.  Though  you  know  me  not. 
Your  Majefty  owes  me  a  round  Sum  •,  I  have 
A  Seal  or  two,  to  witnefs  ;  yet,  if  you  pleafe 
To  wear  my  Colours,  and  dance  at  my  Wedding, 
I'll  never  fue  you. 

Rober.  And  I'll  grant  your  Suit. 

Sylli.  Gracious  Madona,  noble  General, 
Brave  Captains  and  my  quondam  Rivals  wear 'em, 

F  f  2  Since 
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Since  I  am  confident  you  dare  not  harbour 

A  Thought,  but  that  Way  current.  [£.vrV. 

Jurelia.  For  my  Part 
I  cannot  guels  the  Ifllie. 

Enter  Sylli  with  the  Friar. 

Sylli.  Do  your  Duty, 
And  with  all  Speed  you  can,  you  may  difpatch  us. 

Paulo.  Thus,  as  a  principal  Ornament  to  the  Church, 
I  feize  her. 

All.  How! 

Rcber.  So  young,  and  fo  religious  ! 

Paulo.  She  has  forlbok  the  World, 

Sylli.  And  Sylli  too  .? 
I  thall  run  mad. 

Rober.  Hence  with  the  Fool !   Proceed,  Sir. 

[Sylli  thrujt  off. 

Paiiio.  Look  on  this  Maid  of  Honour^  now 
Truly  honour'd  in  her  Vow 
She  pays  to  Heaven  :   Vain  Delight 
By  Day,  or  Plealure  of  the  Night, 
She  no  more  thinks  of:   1  his  fair  Hair 
(Favours  for  great  Kings  to  wear) 
Muft  now  be  fnorn.     Her  rich  Array 
Chang'd  into  a  homely  gray. 
The  Dainties,  with  which  Ihe  was  fed 
And  her  proud  Flefh  pampered, 
Muft  not  be  taftcd  •,  from  the  Spring, 
For  Wine,  cold  Water  we  will  bring, 
And  with  fafting  mortify 
The  Feafts  of  Senfuality. 
Her  Jewels,  Beads  •,  and  flie  muft  look 
Not  in  a  Glafs,  but  holy  Book  -, 
To  teach  her  the  ne'er  erring  Way 
To  Immortality.     O  may 
She,  as  fhe  purpofes  to  be 
A  child  new  born  to  Piety, 
Perfevere  in  it,  and  good  Men, 

With 
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With  Saints  and  Angels,  fay.  Amen  ! 

Camiola.  This  is  the  Marriage  !  this  the  Port  to  which 
My  Vows  muft  fteer  me  !  Fill  my  fpreadincr  Sails 
With  the  pure  Wind  of  your  Devotions  for  me, 
That  I  may  touch  the  fecure  Haven,  where 
Eternal  Happinefs  Iceeps  her  Refidence, 
Temptations  to  Frailty  never  ent'ring. 
I  am  dead  to  the  World,  and  thus  difpofe 
Of  what  I  leave  behind  me,  and,  dividino- 
My  'State  into  three  Parts.     I  thus  bequeath  it. 
The  firft  to  the  fair  Nunnery,  to  which 
I  dedicate  the  laft,  and  better  Part 
Of  my  frail  Life  ;  a  fecond  Portion 
To  pious  Ufes  -,  and  the  third  to  thee, 
Adorni^  for  thy  true  and  faithful  Service. 
And,  e'er  I  take  my  laft  Farewel,  with  Hope 
To  find  a  Grant,  my  Suit  to  you  is,  that 
You  would,  for  my  Sake,  pardon  this  young  Man, 
And  to  his  Merits  love  him,  and  no  further. 

Rober.  I  thus  confirm  it. 

[Gives  his  Hand  to  Fulgentio. 

Camiola.  And,  as  e'er  you  hope,  [To  Bertoldo. 

Like  me,  to  be  made  happy,  I  conjure  you 
To  re-alTume  your  Order ;  and  in  fighting 
Bravely  againft  the  Enemies  of  our  Faith 
Redeem  your  mortgag'd  Honour. 

Rober.  I  reftore  thi's  : [The  white  Crofs, 

Once  more  Brothers  in  Arms. 

Bert,  ril  live  and  die  fo. 

Camiola.  To  you  my  pious  Wilhes !  And,  to  end 
All  Differences,  Great  Sir,  I  befeech  you 
To  be  an  Arbitrator,  and  compound 
The  Quarrel,  long  continuing,  between 
The  Duke  and  Dutchefs. 

Rober.  V\\  take  it  into 
My  fpecial  Care. 

Camiola.  Vm  then  at  reft. — Now,  Father, 
Condu6t  me  where  you  pleafe. 

[Exeunt  Paulo  and  Camiola. 
Rober, 


454         '^HE  MAID  OF  HONOUR. 

Robcr.  She  well  deferves 
Her  Name,  The  Maid  of  Honour  I  May  fhe  ftand 
To  all  Pofterity,  a  fair  Example 
For  noble  Maids  to  imitate  !  Since,  to  live 
In  Wealth  and  Plealure,  is  common  ;  but  to  part  with 
Such  poifon'd  Baits  is  rare,  there  being  nothing 
Upon  this  Stage  of  Life  to  be  commended, 
Though  well  begun,  till  it  be  fully  ended.         [Exeunf. 

We  are  now  come  to  the  Conclufion  of  t/je  Maid  of  Honour :  A 
Piece  which  in  my  Judgment  does  Honour  to  its  Author,  and  well  de- 
ferves to  be  prefented  upon  the  EngliJ}}  Stage. 


The  E  ND  of  the  Second  Volume. 
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